KT. Ty > Da by 2 (194 7 n e 


9 in 7D 6 os 
from A mm Tart a e 72 ll, eule 


5 
DISPOSED. UNDER PROPER. HEADS ? 

——B— Q OE 
> WITH A VIEW 


 Fp; 707 11011 ano eee eee. . i 
| long: Jeb, 5e, MeSH . to | f 
2 : 


— — | 
(EXTRACTS in FROSE: NY 


— — 


{ 

| 1 5 | 
5 5 6: SY 

Her e Jude wn Ode . . g,. Lonecttem oft, tant; HOC ed ages be. 3 { 
: A 4 


O11, ata POHLY fer 11117 my ' Holt 22 ere 27, lelecternrt Hons, On 
/ fect 7. 2 fe. e, nobeoun 7 8 N 22 genus can an; ü 


| emp. 
2 e 2 22 for Mefo. e, EN: Longman, Fa 222 ue. , Hel eee, 25 
Aale, C dels, Marra Ve Ah ard 1024, (Fakelere, 124, Ge 3 "= the Har * 4 
8 . HC Dent! + lee 4 2 J. 2 ee How 2 , Cuvand 0 W 4 — 


. 
—  — — r es $1 — 
. rr mo bo * Yu 


p R E F NYO "8 


HE charms of Poetry have been felt by mankind in all ages. 

So highly were the ancients enamoured of this art, that with them 
the Poet was a facred character; and they ſpake of the Muſes as the 
offspring of Jupiter himſelf — N 

And as the pleaſure derived from Poetry is founded on that ſenſe of 
ſublimity, beauty, and harmony, which is natural to the mind of man, 
it will always meet with admirers, while, in the words of one of the 
elegant authors of The Guardian, it can meet with © a heart tender and 
„ generous, a heart that can ſwell with the joys, or be depreſſed with 
© the misfortunes of others; a heart large enough to receive the 
© preateſt ideas nature can ſuggeſt, and delicate enough to reliſh the 
© moſt beautiful; that is capable of entering into all thoſe ſubtle | 
© graces, and all that divine elegance, the enjoyment of which is to be 
o felt only, and not expreſſed.“ 355 
Io young minds eſpecially, whoſe ſuſceptibility is not deſtroyed, and 
who are alive to the pleaſing impreſſions of nature and fancy, it yields a 
charming repaſt, while (to cite the ſame author again) * it leads them 
*© through flowery meadows or beautiful gardens, refreſhes them with + 
© cooling breezes or delicious fruits, ſoothes them with the murmur of 
*© waters or the melody of birds; or elſe conveys them to the court and 
camp, dazzles their imagination with crowns and ſceptres, embattled 
& hoſts, or heroes ſhining in burniſhed ſteel.” 1 1 

It would, therefore, be allowable to encourage a taſte for Poetry in 
young perſons, were it only capable of affording them theſe innocent 
de lights. N e 

But Poetry may be ſucceſsfully employed as the vehicle of inſtruction, 
as well as pleaſure. 1 

From the earlieſt periods its language has been made uſe of, not only 
in deſcribing the beauties of nature, the pleaſures of innocence, and the 
emotions of love, but in exciting to virtuous and heroic actions, and in 
conveying hiſtorical, political, and religious inſtruction. And it has 
often been found a ſucceſsful inſtrument in fixing impreſſions on young 
minds, when precepts dreſſed in a leſs alluring form could not engage 
their attention. 1 . 3 ; 
It is to an acquaintance with the Muſes, likewiſe, that moſt of thoſe 
characters who have attained. to any conſiderable eminence in polite 
literature, have acknowledged themſelves chiefly indebted for the graces 
and recommendations of fine writing; for livelineſs and ſtrength of 
* . imagination, 
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imagination, vatiety and force of language, as well as che nobleſt ſenti- 
ments and reflections. 

The deſign of the preſent compilation 1 is, to ſupply young perſor.s, in 
the courſe of a ſchool education, with a greater variety of Engliſh poetry 
than has ever yet been publiſhed in one volume, and at an expence that 
is comparatively trifling and inconſiderable. 

The poets from whoſe works the extracts have been taken are, many 
of them, the moſt celebrated which this country has produced; and 
others ſuſtain no mean rank in the liſts of fame. In borrowing from 
them, the ſame freedom 1s uſed as has been obſerved in former col- 
lections: and in many inſtances, where the plan would admit of it, ſuch 
poems as have received the ſtamp of univerſal — are inſerted 
entire. 

Particular care has at the ſame time been taken, to admit of nothing 
into this collection but what is calculated for improvement, or for inno- 
cent recreation. As the bees, to borrow a compariſon from St. Baſil, do 
not dwell upon every ſort of flowers, and even from thoſe they fix upon 
draw only what is of ſervice for the compoſition of their precious liquid, 
the Editor has endeavoured to follow their example: and as in gathering 
roſes we take care to avoid the thorns, he has been careful to gather only, 
from the authors to whoſe works he has had recourſe, what may be uſeful 
and entertaining, without touching any thing that is perniciouss. 
The firſt book is compoſed of pieces on ſacred and moral ſubjects: 
the ſecond, of didactic, deſcriptive, narrative, and pathetic pieces. 
The third book contains extracts from our beſt dramatic writers, and 
particularly Shakſpeare, of whoſe works the laſt edition, by Mr. Malone, 
has been cloſely followed. E 
Io the fourth book, which is epic and miſcellaneous, the works of 

Spenſer, Milton, and Pope have largely contributed. 

"The fifth book conſiſts principally of ludicrous poems, epigrams, ſongs, 
ballads, prologues, epilogues, and various other lette pieces intended N 
for amuſement and diverſion. 

As ſuch a great variety has unay vidably ſwelled this work to a very 
conſiderable ſize, it has been thought proper, in the fame manner as in 
the EXTRACTS in PROSE, to infert a new title page nearly in the middle, 


that it may be bound in one, or in two volumes, according to the with 
of the purchaſers. | 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


IN VERSE. 


BOOK THE FIRST. 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


$ t» An Agdreſs to the Deity. THOMSON. | 
| E of light and life ! Thou G600D 


SUPREME! 


O teach me what is good. Teach me THYSELF! 


Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 
From every low purſuit ! and feed my ſoul 
With knowledge, conſcious peace, and virtue 


Sacred, ſubſtantial, never-fading bliſs! [ pure; 


$ 2. Another Addreſs to the Deity. YounG. 


O THOU great arbiter of life and death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun ! 
Whoſe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 
From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and in rank beneath 
The duſt I tread on, high to bear my brow; 
To drink the ſpirit of the golden day; 
And triumph in exiftence; and couldſt know 
No motive, but my bliſs; and haſt ordain'd 
A riſe in bleſſing! with the Patrriarch's jov, 
'Chy call I follow to the land unknown, 
7 truſt in Thee, and know in whom ] truſt 
Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs 
All weight in this -O let me live to Thee! 


& 3. Adam and Eve, in a Morning Hymn, call won 
all the Parts of the Creation to join with them in 
extolling their common Maker. MiLTON. 


THESE are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty,'thine this univerſal frame, 

Thus wondrous fair; thyſelf how wondrous then 

Unſpeakable, who ſitt'ſt above theſe Heavens 

To us invifible, or dimly ſeen 

In theſe th ,eſt works; yet theſe declare 


Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and power divine. 
Speak ye who beſt can tell, ye ſons of light, 
Angels; for ye bcho!d him, and with tongs 


* 


{ Of Nature's womb, that in quatcrnion run 


| Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praiſe, 


And choral ſymphonies, day without night, 
Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in Heaven, 
On Earth, join all ye creatures to extol | 
Him firſt, him laſt, him midſt, and without end. 
Faircſt of ſtars, laſt in the train of night, | 
If better thou belong not to the dawn, vl 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'ſtthe * morn | 
With thy bright circlet, praiſe him in thy ſphere, | 
While day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime. \ 
Thou Sun, of this great world both eye and foul, | 
Acknowledge him thy greater, ſound his praiſe | 
| 


In thy <ternal courſe, both when thou climb'ſt, 
| And when high noon haſt gain'd, and when thou 


fall'ſt. | Re 
Moon, that now meet*ſt the orient ſun, now fly'ſt 
With the fix'd ſtars, fix'd in their orb that flies, 


In myſtic dance, not without ſong, reſound 
His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light, 
Air, and ye elements, the eldeſt birth 7 


| 
And ye five other wand'ring fires that move | 


Perpetual circle, multiform; and mix | 
And nourith all things; let your ceaſeleſs change 
Vary to our great Maker ftill new praiſe, | 
Ye M iſts and Exhalations that now rife _ 
From hill or ſtreaming lake, duſky or grey, 
Till the ſun paint your fleecy ſkirts with gold, 


SY 


In honour to the world's great Author riſe! | + 


Whether to deck with clouds th' uncolour'd ſky, | ” 
Or wet the thirſty earth with falling ſhowers, 
Riſing or falling ſill advance his praiſe- 

His praiſe ye nds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe ſoft or loud; and wave your tops, ye Pincs, 
With every plant in ſign of worſhip waye. 
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow 


Join voices, all ye living Souls; ye Birds, 
That ſinging up to Heaven's gate aſcend, 
Bear on vour wings and in your notes has praiſe, 


Ye 


4 
| 
N 
' 
, 
\ 


1 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Ve that in waters glide, and ye that walk 

The earth, and ftarely tread, or lowly creep; 
Witneſs if I be filent, morn or even, 
To hill or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade 
| Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe. 
Hail univerſal Lord! be bonoteous ſtill 
To give us only good; and if the night 
Have gather'd aught of evil, or conceal'd, 
Diſperſe it, as now light diſpels the dark. 


6 


$4. Hymn on Gratitude. Abpisox. 


WHEN all thy mercics, O my God, 
My riſing foul ſurveys; 
Tranſperted with the view, I'm loſt 
In wonder, love, and praiſe. 


O how ſhall words with equal warmth 
The gratitude declare | 

That glows within my raviſh'd heart? 
But thou canſt read it there. 


Thy providence my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt, 
When in the filent womb J lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt. | 
To al! my weak complaints and cries 
Thy mercy lent an car, | 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 
To form themſelves in pray'r. 
Unnumber'd comforts to my ſoul 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, 
Before my infant heart conceiv'd 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'd. 


When in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth 
With hcedlets ſteps I ran, 
Thine arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me up to man, 
Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 
It gently clear'd my way, 85 
And through the pleaſing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. 


When worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 

With health renew'd my face, 

And when in fins and forrows funk, 
Reviv'd my fout with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliſs 
Has made my cup run o'er, 

And in a kind and faithful friend 
Has doubled all my ſtore. 


Ten thouſand thou ſand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ, . 
Nor is the leaſt a cheerful heart, 
___-Thartaſtes thoie gifts with joy. 
Through every period of mv life 
Thy goodnels PI! purſue; 

And after death in diſtant worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 
When nature fails, and day and nigtt 

Divide thy works no more, 
My ever gratcful heart, O Lord, 
Thy mercy ſhall adore. 


=. 


Through all eternity to Thee | : 
A joyful ſong I'll raiſe, 
For O! eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe. 


— 


§ 5. Hymn on Providence. © ADDISON, 
| TFHE'T.ord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care: 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 


4 My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 


And all my midnight hours defend. 


When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirſty mountains pant; 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 
My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amid the verdant landſkip flow. 

Tho? in the paths of Death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 
My ſedfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill ; 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful ſhade. 


Tho' in a bare and rugged way, | 
Through devious lonely wilds I ſtray, 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile : 

The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 

With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd 
And ſtreams thall murmur all around, 


|$ 6. Another Hymn, from the beginning of the 
| 19th Pſalm. ADDISON. | 
THE ſpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue ethereal ſky, 
And ſpangled Heavens, a ſhining rrame, 
Their great original proclaims 
Th'unwearied fun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's pow'r diſplay, 
And publiſhes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 
Soon as the evening ſhades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And wghtly to the liſt'ning earth 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 


{ Whilſt all the ſtars that round her burn, 


And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And ſpread the truth from pole to pole, 


What though in ſolemn ſilence all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball! 
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What tho' nor real voice nor tound 


Amid their radiant orbs be found! 


In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 


And utter forth a glorious. voice, 


For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 


&« The hand that made us is Divine.“ 


8 7. Another Hymn. Mrs. RowE. 
i 72 HE vlorious armies of the ſæy 
| To thee, Almighty King, 


Triumphant 


B o o k J. 
Triumphant anthems conſecrate, 
And hallelujahs ſing. 


But ſtill their moſt exalted flights 
Fall vaſtly ſhort of thee : 

How diſtant then muſt human praiſe 
From thy perfections be 


Yet bow, my God, ſhall I refrain, 

| When to my raviſh'd ſenſe 
Each creature every where around, 

Diſplays thy excellence ! ; 

The active lights that ſhine above, 

| In their eternal dance, IN 

Reveal their ſkilful Maker's praiſe 

With filent elegance, 


The bluſhes of the morn confeſs 

That thou art flill more fair, 
When in the Eaſt its beams revive, 
Io gild the fields of air. 


The fragrant, the refreſhing breeze 
Of ev'ry flo w' ry bloom 

To balmy whiſpers own, from Thee 
Their pleaſing odours come. 


The ſinging birds, the warbling winds, 
And water's murm'ring fall, 

To praile the firſt Almighty Cauſe 
With diff'rent voices call. 
Thy num'rous works exalt thee thus, 

And ſhall I filent be 2 5 
No; rather let me ceaſe to breathe, 
Than ccaſe from praiſing thee ! 


$ 8. Another Hymn. Mrs. Rowe. 
TH didſt, O mighty God ! exiſt 


Ere time began its race; 
Before the ample elemente 
Fill'd up the void of ſpace : 
Before the pond'rous earthly globe 
In fluid air was ſtay'd; 
Before the ocean's be ſprings 
Their liquid ſtores diſplay'd: 
Ere through the gloom of ancient night 
The ſtreaks of light appear'd ; 
Before the high celeſtial arch, 
Or ſtarry poles were rear'd : 


Before the loud melodious ſpheres 
Their tuncful round begun; 

Before the ſhining roads of heav'n 
Were mcaſur'd by the ſun :.. 


Ere through the empyrean courts 
One hallelujah rung ; | 

Or to their harps the ſons of ligh 
Ecſtatic anthems ſung : 

Ere men ador'd, or angels knew, 

Or prais'd thy wondrous name; 

Thy bliſs, O ſacred Spring of life! 
Thy glory, was the ſame. 

And when the pillars of the world 
With ſudden ruin break, 5 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
| And all this vaſt and goodly frame 


Sinks in the mighty wreck ; 


| When from her:orb the moon ſhall fart, 


Th” aſtoniſh'd ſun roll back, 
And all the trembling * lamps 
Their ancient courſe forſake; 


| For ever permanent and fix'd, 


From agitation free, 


I Unchang'd in everlaſting years, 


Shalkthy exiſtence be. 


$ 9. Another Hymn, from Pſalm 148th. OGILY 18. 
BEGIN, my ſoul, th* exalted lay! 4 
Let each enraptur'd thought obey, 
And praiſe th? Almighty's name: 
Lo! heaven and carth, and ſeas and ſkies, 
In one melodious concert riie, 
To ſwell th' inſpiring theme. 
Ve ſields of light, celeſtial plains, 
Where gay tranſporting beauty reigns, 

Ve ſcenes divinely fair r 
Your Maker's wondrous power prgclaim; 
Tell how he form'd your ſhining frame, 

And breath'd the fluid air. 


Ye angels, catch the thrilling ſound ! 


| While all th' adoring thrones around 


His boundleſs mercy fing ; 

Let ev'ry liſt'ning ſaint above 

Wake all the tuncful ſoul of love, 
And touch the ſweeteſt ſtring. 


Join, ye loud ſpheres, the vocal choir; 
Thou dazzling orb of liquid fire, 
The mighty chorus aid: 
Soon as grey ev'ning gilds the plain, 
Thou, moon, protraQt the melting ſtrain, 
And praiſe him in the ſhade. 


Thou heav'n of heav'ns, his vaſt abode, 
| Ye clouds, proclaim your forming God, 


Who call'd yon worlds from night: 
Ve ſhades, diſpel !''—th' Eternai ſaid 
At once th' involving darkneſs fled, 

And nature ſprung to light. 


Whate' er a blooming world contains, 


Thar wings the air, that ſkims the plains, 
United praiſe beſtow : 

Ye dragons ſound his awful name 

To heav'n aloud ; aud roar acclaim 
Ye ſwelling deeps below. 


Let every element rejoice : 


e thunders, burſt with awful voice 


To him who bids you roll; - 


His praiſe in ſofter notes declare, 


Each whiſpering breeze of yielding airy 
And breathe it to the ſoul. 


To him, ye graceful ccdars, bow; 


Ye tow'ring mountains, bending low, 
Your great Creator on; 


Tell, when affrighted nature ſhook, 
How Sinai kindled at his look, 


And trembled at his frown, | 
3 2 Ye 


— 
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Ye flocks that haunt the humble valc, 
Ye inſects flutt'ring on the gale, 

In mutual concourſe riſe : 
Crop the gay roſe's vermeil bloom, 


And waft its ſpoils, a ſweet perfume, 


In incenle to the ſkies. 
Wake, all ye mounting tribes, and ſing; 


Le plumy warblers of the ſpring, 


Harmonious anthems raiſe 


To him who ſhap'd your finer mould, 


Who tipp'd your glittering wings with gold, 
And tun'd your voice to praiſe. 

Let man, by nobler paſſions ſway'd, 

The feeling heart, the judging head, 
In heav'nly praiſe employ ; 

Spread his tremendous name around, 


Till heav*n's broad arch rings back the ſound, 


The gen'ral burſt of joy. 

Ye whom the charms of grandeur pleaſe, 

Nurs'd on the downy lap of eaſe, 
Fall proſtrate at his throne : 

Ye princes, rulers, all adore; 

Praife him, ye kings, who makes your pow'r 
An image of his own. 

Ye fair, by nature form'd to move, 

O praiſe th' eternal Source of love, 
With youth's enlivening fire : 

Let age take up the tuneful lay, 

digh his bleſs'd name—then ſoar away, 
Aud aſk-an angel's lyre. 


$ 10. ; Pjalmath. ME#RR1CK. 
J)EFENDER of my rightful cauſe, 


ile anguiſh from my boſom draws 

The deep-felt ſigh, the ccaſeleſs pray'r, 

O make thy ſervant ſtill thy care. 

That aid, which oft my griefs has heal'd, 
To aid again, intreated, yield. | 
How long, ye ſons of pride, how long 
Shall falichood arm your impious tongue, 
And erring rage your breaſt inflame, 

My pow'r to thwart, my acts defame ? 

To God my heart ſhall vent its woe, 
Who, prompt his bleflings to beſtow 
On cacft whole breaſt has learn'd his fcar, 


Bows to my plaint the willing ear. 


Him wouldſt thou pleaſe > With rev'rend awe 
Obſcrve the dictates of his Law: 

In ſecret on thy couch reclin'd 

Scarch to its depth thy reſtleſs mind, 

Jill huſh'd to peace the tumult lie, 

And wrath and ſtrife within thee die. 

With pureſt gifts approach his ſhrine, 

And tate to Him th care reſign. 

1 heur a hopeleſs train demand, 


„ Where's now the wiſh'd Deliv'rer's hand?“ 


O SPARE me, Lord, nor o'er my head 


Do Thou, my God, do Thou reply, 
And let thy preſence from on high 

In full effuſion o'er our head 

Its all-enlivening influence ſhed. 

What joy My conſcious heart overflows ! 
Not ſuch th' exulting lab'rer knows, 


| The wile corrections of thy hand, 


Book I. 


When to his long 5 eyes 

The vintage and the harveſts riſe, 

And, ſhadowing wide the cultur'd ſoil, 
With full requital crown his toil. 

My weary eyes in fleep 1 cloſe, 

My limbs, fecure, to reſt compoſe ; 

For Thou, great God, ſhalt ſcreen my head, 
And plant a guard around my bed. 


$ 11. ' Pſalm 5th. MERRICK. 


THE words that from my lips proceed, [ read, ) 
My thoughts (for Thou thoſe thoughts canſt 

My God, my Kang, attentive weigh, 

And hear, O hear me, when I pray. 

With carlicſt zeal, with wakeful care, 

To Thee my foul ſhall pour its pray'r, 

And, ere the dawn has ſtreak'd the ſky, 

To Thee direct 1ts longing eye: 

To Thee, whom nought obſcur'd by ſtain 

Can pleaſe; whole doors to feet profane 

Inexorable ſtand ; whoſe Law 

Offenders from thy ſight ſhall awe. 

Let each whoſe tongue to lies is turn'd, 

Who leſſons of deceit has learn'd, 

Or thirſts a brother's blood to ſhed, 

Thy hate and heavicſ vengeance dread. 

But I, whole hope thy Love ſupports, 

( How great that Love!) will tread thy courts, 

My knees in lowlieſt rev'rence bend, 

And tow'rd thy ſhrine my hands extend. 

Do thou, juſt God, my path prepare, 

And guard me from cach hoſtile ſnare ; 

O lend me thy conducting ray, 

And level to my ſteps thy way. 


| Behold me by a troop inclos'd, 


Of falſchood and of guilt compos'd : 
Their throat a ſepulchre diſplays, 
Deep, wide, inſatiate; in their praiſe 
Lurks flatt'ry, and with ſpecious art 
Belics the purpole of their heart, 

O let the miſchiefs they intend 
Retorted on themſelves deſcend, 
And let thy wrath correct their ſin, 
Whoſe hearts thy mercy fails to win. 
May all whoſe truſt on Thee is plac'd 
Peace and delight perpetual taſte, 
Sav'd by thy care, in ſongs of joy 
Their ever grateful voice employ, 
And ſhare the gifts on thoſe beftow'd, 
Who love the name of Jacob's God. 
To each who bears a guiltleſs heart, 


Thy grace its bleſſings ſhall impart; 


Strong as the brazen thield, thy aid 
Around him caſts its cov'ring ſhade, 


$ 12. Pſalm 6th. MERRICK, 


The fulneſs of thy vengeance ſhed, 
With pitying eye my weakneſs view, 
Heal my vex'd foul, my ſtrength renew; 
And O, if yet my fins demand 


Book I. 

Yet give my pains their bounds to know, 

And fix a period to my woe. | 

Return, great God, return, and ſave 

Thy ſervant from the greedy grave. 

Shall Death's long-filent tongue, O ſay, 

The records of thy pow'r diſplay, | 

Or pale Corruption's ſtartled ear 

Thy praiſe within its priſon hear? 

By languor, grief, and care oppreſs'd, 

With groans perpetual heaves my breaſt, 

And tears, in large profuſion ſhed, h 

Inceſſant lave my fleepleſs bed. 

1 though yet in mid career, 

Beholds the winter of its year, 

(While clouds of grief around me roll, 

And hoſtile ſtorms invade my ſoul,) 

Relentleſs from my check each trace 

Of youth and blooming health eraſc, 

And ſpread before my waſting fight 

The ſhades of all-obſcuring night. 
Hence, ye profane: My Saviour hears ; 

While yet I ſpeak, he wipes my tears, 

Accepts my pray'r, and bids each foe 

With ſhame their vain attempts forego, 

And, ſtruck with horror from on high, 

In wild diſorder backward fly. 


& 13. Pſalm Sth. MERRICK. 


| JMmorral King! Through Earth's wide frame 
How great thy honour, praiſe, and name 
Whoſe reign o'er diſtant worlds extends, 
Whoſe glory heav'n's vaſt height tranſcends. 
From infants Thou canſt ſtrength upraiſe, 
And form their liſping tongues to praiſe : 
By theſe the vengeance-breathing Foe 
Thy mightier terrors taught to know, 
In mute aſtoniſhment ſhall ſtand, 
And bow beneath thy conqu'ring hand. 
When, rapt in thought, with wakeful eye 
I view the wonders of the ſky, 
Whoſe frame thy fingers o'er our head 
In rich magnificence have ſpread; 
The ſilent Moon, with waxing horn 
Along th' ethereal region borne; 
The Stars with vivid luſtre crown'd, 
That nightly walk their deſtin'd round, 
Lord! What is Man, that in thy care 
His humble lot ſhould find a ſhare; 
Or what the Son of Man, that Thou 
Thus to his wants thy ear ſnouldſt bow? 
His rank awhile, by thy decree, _ 
Th' Angelic Tribes beneath them ſee, 
Till round him thy imparted rays 
_ With unextinguiſh'd glory blaze. 
Subjected to his feet by thee, 
To Him all Nature bows the knee 
The beaſts in him their Lord behold; 
The grazing herd, the bleating fold, 
The ſavage race, a countleſs train, 
That range at large tli extended plain, 
Ihe fowls, of various wing, that fly 
O'er the vaſt deſert of the iky, 
And all the wart'ry tribes, that glide 
Through paths to human fight deny'd. 


—_—_— 


SACRED AND MORAL, 


5 


Immortal King! Through Earth's wide frame, 


How great thy honour, praiſe, and name 


9 14, Hhalm 23d. MERRICE. 
L my Shepherd's hand divine! 
Want ſhall never more be mine. 
In a paſture fair and large 
He ſhall feed his happy Charge, 


| And my couch with tend'reſt care 
'Midit the ſpringing graſs prepare; 


When I faint with ſummer's heat, 
He ſhall lead my weary feet 

To the ſtreams that ſtill and flow 
Through the verdant meadow flow, 
He my ſoul anew ſhall frame, 

And, his mercy to proclaim, 

When through devious paths I ſtray, 
Teach my ſteps the better way. 
Though the dreary vale I tread 

By the ſhades of death o'erſpread ; 
There I walk from terror free, 
While my ev'ry wiſh I ſee 

By thy rod and ſtaff ſupplicd ; 

This my guard, and that my guide. 
While my foes are gazing on, 

Thou thy fav'ring care hait ſhown ; 
Thou my plenteous board haſt ſpread ; 
Thou with oil refreſh'd my head; 
Fill'd by Thee my cup o'erflows 
For thy Love no limit knows. 


Conſtant, to my lateſt end, 


This my footſteps ſhall attend, 


And thall bid thy hallow'd Dome 


Yield me an cternal home. 


f 15. Pſalm 122d. MERRICK. 


1. 
THE feſtal Morn, my God, is come, 
= That calls me to thy honour'd Dome, 
Thy preſence to adore: 


My feet the ſummons ſhall attend, 


Wich willing ſteps thy Courts aſcend, 
And tread the hallow'd floor. 
| 2. 


Ev'n now to our tranſported eyes 


Fair Sion's tow'rs in proſpect riſe 
Within her gates we ſtand, 


| And, loſt in wonder and delight, 


Behold her happy Sons unite 
In friendſhip's firmeſt band, 


. 3 Py 
Hither from Judab's utmoſt end 
The Heav'n- protected Tribes aſcend; 
Iuheir off ' rings hither bring; 
Here, eager to atteſt their joy, 


In hymns of praiſe their tongues employ, 


And hail th' immortal King. 


| 4. 
By his Command impell'd, to Her 
Contending Crowds their cauſe refer; 
While Princes from her Throne, 
Wich equal doom, th'unerring Law 


| Diſpenſe, who boaſt their birth to draw 


From Jeſſe's favour'd Son. 
B 3 | 


De 


Be Peace by Each 3 on thee, 
O Salem, while with bended _ 
To Jacob's God we 
How bleſt, who calls himfaf r if thy F rien | ! 
Succeſs his labour ſhall attend, 
And ſafety * his way. 


O mayſt thou, free Poa hoſtile fear, 
Nor the loud voice of tumult hear, 
Nor war's wild waſtes deplore : 
May Plenty nigh thee take her ſtand, 
And in thy courts with laviſh hand 
Diſtribute all her ie | 


Seat of my Friends ind Brethren, hail ! 

How can my togue, O Salem, fail 
To bleſs thy lov'd abode? 

How ceaſe the zeal that in me glows 

Thy good to ſeek, whoſe walls incloſe 
The manſion of my God? 


— — 


$ 1 be The 8th Pſalm tranſlated. 


CHRISTOPHER PITT. 


O KING eternal and divine ! 
The world is thine alone: 
Above the ſtars thy glories ſhine, 

Above the heavens thy throne, 


How far extends thy mighty name 
Where'er the ſun can roll, 

Thar ſun thy wonders ſhall proclaim, 
Thy deeds from pole to pole. 


The infants tongue ſhall ſpcak thy power, 
| And vindicate thy laws; 
The tongue that never ſpoke before, 
Shall labour in thy caute, 


For when I lift my thoughts and eyes, 
And view the heavens around, 

Yon ſtretching waſte of azure ſkies, | 
With ſtars and planets crown'd ; 


Who in their dance attend the Moon, 
The empreſs of the night, 

And pour around her ſil ver throne 
Their tributary light: 


Lord ! what is mortal man? that he 
Thy kind regard ſhould ſhare ? 
What is his ſon, who claims from thets 

And challenges thy care ? 


Next to the bleſt Angelic kind, 
Thy hands created man, 
And this inferior world atſign'd 
To dignify his ſpan. 
; Him all revere, and all obey 
| His delegated reign; 
The flocks that through the valley ſtray, 
The herds that graze the plain. 


The furious tiger ſpceds his flight, 
| And trembles at his power; 
In fear of his ſuperior might, 
The lions ceatt to rear. 


EXTRACTS, 


Book I, 


Whatever horrid monſters tread 
The paths beneath the ſea, 
Their king at awful diſtance dread, 

And ſullenly obey. 


O Lord, how far extends thy name”! 
Where'er the ſun can roll, 

That ſun thy wonders ſhall proclaim ; ; 
Thy deeds from * to youu 


Pſalm the 24th parapbraſed. P1TT, 


§ 17. 
FAR as the world can ſtretch its bounds, 
The Lord is king of all, 
His wondrous power extends around 
The circuit of the ball. 


For he within the gloomy deeps 
Its dark foundations caſt, 
And rear'd the pillars of the earth 
Amid the watery waſte, 


Who ſhall aſcend his Sion's hill, | 


And ſee Jehovah there? | 
Who from his (ſacred ſhrine ſhall breathe 
The ſacrifice of prayer ? | 


He only whoſe unſully'd ſoul 
Fair virtue's paths has trod, 

Who with clean hands and eat regards 
His neighbour and his God. 


On him ſhall his indulgent Lord 
Diffuſive bounties thed ; 

From God his Saviour mall deſcend 
All bleſſings on his head. 


Of thoſe who ſeek his righteous ways 
Is this the choſen race, 


Who baſk in all his bountcous ſmiles, 


And flouriſh in his grace, 


Lift up your ſtately heads, ye doors, 
With haſty reverence riſe ; 

Ye everlaſting doors, who guard 
The paſles of the ſkies, 


Swift from your golden hinges leap, 
Your barricrs roll away, 
Now throw your blazing portals wide, 


And burſt the gates of day. 


For ſee ! the King of glory comes 
Along th” ethereal road: 


The cherubs through your folds ſhall 5 


The triumphs of your God, 


Who is this great and glorious King ? 
Oh! 'tis the Lord, whoſe might, 

Decides the conqueſt, and ſuſpends 
The balance of the fight. _ 


Lift up your ſtately heads, ye doors ! 


With haſty reverence riſe; 
Ye everlaſting doors] who guard 
The paſſes of the ſkies. 


Swift from your golden hinges leap, 
Your barriers roll away, 

Now throw your blazing portals wide, 
And buiit the gates of day; ; 


" 


For ſee! the King of Glory comes 
Along th' ethereal road: 

The cherubs through your tolds ſhall bear 
The triumphs of their God. 


Who is this great and glorious King? 
Oh! "tis the God, whole care 

Leads on his Iſrael to the field, 
Whoſe power controuls the war. 


| $ 18. Pſalm 29th. PITT. 
YE mighty princes, your oblations bring, 
And pay due honours to your awful King ; 
His boundleſs power to all the world proclaim, 
Bend at his ſhrine, and tremble at his name. 
For hark! his voice, with unreſiſted tway, 
Rules and controuls the raging of the Sca ; 
Within due bounds the mighty ocean keeps, 
And in their watery cavern awes the deeps: 
Shook by that voice, the nodding groves around 
Start from their roots, and fly the dreadful ſound. 
The blaſted cedars low in duſt are laid, 
And Lebanon is left without a ſhade. 
Sec ! when he ſpeaks, the lofty mountains crowd, 
And fly for thelter from the thundering Gol : 
Sirion and Lebanon like hinds advance, 
And in wild mcaſures lead th' unwieldy dance, 
His voice, his mighty voice, divides the fire, 
Back from the blaſt the ſhrinking flames retire. 
Ev'n Cades trembles when Jehovah ſpeaks, 
With all his Savages the deſert ſhakes. 
At the dread found the hinds with fear are ſtung, 
And in the lonely foreſt drop their young; 
While in his hallow'd temple all proclaim 
His gloriovs honours, and adore his name. 
High o'er the foaming turges of the fea 
He ſits, and bids the liſtening deeps obey : 
He reigns o'cr all; for ever laſts his power, 
Dill nature finks, and time ſhall be no more. 
With ſtrength the ſons of Ifracl ſhall he blets, 
And crown our tribes with happinets and peace. 


5 19. P/alm 46th paraphraſed, Pir r. 
; ON God we build our ſure defence, 
In God our hope repoſe: 

His hand protects us in the fight, 

And guards us from our woes. 

Then, be the carth's unwicldy frame 

| From its foundations hurl'd, 
We may, unmov'd with fear, enjoy 

= The ruins of the world. 

What though the folid rocks be rent, 
Inn tempeſts whirPd away; 

What though the hills ſhould burſt their roots, 
And roll into the Sea? * 
Thou fea, with dreadful tumults ſwell, 

And bid thy waters riſe 
In furious ſurges, till they daſh 
The flood-gates of the ſkies. 
Our minds ſhall be ſerene and calm, 
Like Siloah's peaceful flood; 
- Whole ſoft and filver ſtreams refreſh 
The City of our God. | 


SACRED AND MORAL: 
{ Within the proud delighted waves 


| Amid the ſcene the temple floats, 


Gilds all the ſurface of the flood, 


| With wonder ſee what mighty power 


see! how their weakneſs to proclaim, 


| He bids the din of war be ftill, 


The wanton turrets play; 
The ſtreams lead down their humid train, 
Reluctant to the Sca. PEE. 


With its reffected towers, 


And dances to the ſhores. 


Our ſacred Sion cheers, 
Lo! there amidſt her ſtately walls, 
Her God, her God appears. 


Fixt on her baſis we ſhall ſtand, 
And, innocently proud, 
Smile on the tumults of the world, 


Bencath the wings of God. 


The heathen tribes engage 
See! how with fruitleſs wrath they burn, 
And impotence of rage | 
But God has ſpoke; and Jo! the world, 
His terrors to ditplay, | 
With all the melting Hobs of carth, 
Drops ſilently away. 
Still to the mighty Lord of hoſts 
Securely we reſort; 
For refuge fly to Jacob's God, 
Our ſuccour and ſupport. 
Hither, ye numerous nations, crowd, 
In ſilent rapture ſtand, 
And ſec o'er all the earth difplay'd 
The wonders of his hand. 


And all its tumults ccalc ; 
He bids the guiltleſs trumpet ſound 
The harmony of peace. | 
He breaks the tough reluctant bow, 
He burſts the brazen ſpear, 
And in the crackling fire his hand 
Conſumes the blazing car. 


Hear then his formidable voice, | 
« Be ſtill, and know the Lord; 

By all the heathen I' be fear'd ; 

„hy all the carth ador'd,” 

Still to the Mighty Lord of hoſts 
Securely we retort; 

For refuge fly to Jacob's God, 
Our ſuccour and ſupport. 


_—_ 


- & 20. Pſalm goth parapbraſed. : Prrr. 


THY hand, O Lord, through rolling years 
Has ſav'd us from deſpair, | 
From period down to period ftretch'd 
The proſpects of thy care. 
Before the world was firſt conceiv'd, 
Before the pregnant earth 
Call'd forth the mountains from her womb, 


Whe ſtruggled ro their birth; | 
Ie ” 34 - a Ete. nal 


” ELEGANT EXTRACTS... 


Eternal God! thy early days 
Beyond duration run, 

Ere the firſt race of ſtartling time 
Was meaſur'd by the Sun. 


We die; but future nations hear 
Thy potent voice again, 

Riſe at the ſummons, and reſtore 
The periſh'd race of man. 


Before thy comprehenſive fight, 
Duration 2 away; 

And rapid ages on the wing, 
Fly fitter than a day. 


As great Jehovah's piercing eyes 


Eternity explore, 

The longeſt æra is a night; 
A period is an hour. 

We at thy mighty call, O Lord, 
Our fancy'd beings leave, 


Rous d from the flattering dream of life, | 


To ſleep within the grave. 


Swift from their barrier to their goal 
The rapid moments paſs, 1 
And leave poor man, for whom they run, 
The emblem of the graſs. 


In the firſt morn of life it grows, 
And lifts its verdant head ; 
At noon decays, at evening dies, 
And withers in the mead. 


Ve in the glories of thy face 


Our ſecret ſins ſurvey, 


And ſec how gloomy thoſe appear, 


How pure and radiant they. 


To death as our appointed goal 
Thy anger drives us on 


'To that full period fix'd at length 


This tale of life is done. 


With winged ſpeed, to ſtated bounds 
And limits we muſt fly, 

While ſeventy rolling ſuns complete 
Their circles in the ky. 


Or if ten more around us roll, 
Tis labour, woe, and ſtrife, 
Till we at length are quite drawn down 


To thc laſt dregs of life. 


But who, O Lord, regards thy wrath, 


Though dreadful and ſevere? 
That wrath, whatever fear he feels, 
Is equal to his fear. 


So teach us, Lord, to count our days, 
And eye their conſtant race, 


To meaſure what we want in time, 


By wiſdom, and by grace. 


With us repent, and on vur hearts 
Thy choiceſt graces thed, 

Ard ſhower from thy celeſtial throne 
Thy bleflings on our head. 


On! may thy mercy crown us here, 
And come without delay ; f | 
Then our whole courſe of life will ſcem 
One clad triumphant day. 5 


Book l. 


Now the bleſt years of joy reſtoxe, 
For thoſe of grief and ſtrife, 

| And with one pleaſant drop allay 

| This bitter draught of life. 


Thy wonders to the world diſplay, 
Thy ſervants to adorn, 

That may delight their future ſons, 
And children yet unborn ; 


| Thy beams of Majeſty diff aſe, 


With them thy great commands, 
And bid proſperity attend 
The labours of our hands. 


þ 


& 21. Pſalm 144th paraphraſed. PiTT. 


MY ſoul, in raptures riſe to bleſs the Lord, 
Who taught myhands to draw the fatal ſword; 

Led by his arm, undaunted I appear 

In the firſt ranks of death, and front of war. 

He taught me firſt the pointed ſpear to wield, 

And mow the gloricus harveſt of the field. 

By him inſpir'd, from ſtrength to ſtrength I paſt, 

Plung'd through the troops, and laid the battle 

In him my hopes I centre and repoſe, [ waſte, 


He guards my life, and ſhields me from my foes, 


He held his ample buckler o'er my head, _ 
And ſcreen'd me trembling in the mighty ſhade: 
Againſt all hoſtile violence and power, 

He was my ſword, my bulwark, and my tower. 
He o'er my people will maintain my ſway, 

And teach my willing ſubjects to obey. 

Lord! what is man, of vile and humble birth, 
Sprung with his kindred reptiles from the earth, 
That he ſhould thus thy ſecret counſels ſhare ? 

Or what his ſon, who challenges thy care ? 
Why does thine eye regard this nothing, man? 
| His life a point, his meaſure but a ſpan ? 

The fancy'd pageant of a moment made, 

| Swift as a dream, and fleeting as a ſhade. 

Come in thy power, and leaveth'ethereal plain, 
And to thy harneſs'd tempeſt give the rein; 

Yon ſtarry arch ſhall bend beneath the load, 


j $0 loud the chariot, and fo great the God! 


Soon as his rapid wheels Jehovah rolls, 


| The folding ſkies ſhall tremble to the poles : 


Heaven's gaudy Axle with the world ſhall fall, 

Leap from the centre, and unhinge the ball. 
Touch'd bythyhands,the labouring hills expire 

Thick clouds of ſmoke, and deluges of fire; 

On the tall groves the red deſtroyer preys, 

And wraps th'eternal mountains in the blaze: 

| Full on my foes may all thy lightnings fly, 

On purple pinions through the gloomy ſky. _ 
Exteud thy hand, thou kind all-gracious God, 

Down from the hcaven of heavens thy bright 

- = - OCs | | 

And ſhield me from my foes, whoſetowering pride 

Lowers like a ftorm, and gathers like a tide : 

Againſt ſtrange children vindicate my cauſe, 

Who curſe thy name, and trample on thy laws; 

Who fear not vengeance which they never felt, 

 Frain'd to blaſpheine, and eloquent in guilt : 

Their hands are impious, and their deeds profane; 

They picad their boaſted innocence in vain. 


_ 


Book I. 


Thy name ſhall dwell for ever on my tongue, 
And guide the ſacred numbers of my frag ; 

To thee my Muſe ſhall conſecrate her lays, 
And every note ſhall labour in thy praile 

The hallow'd theme ſhall teach me how to ſing, 
Swell on the lyre, and tremble on the ſtring. 

Oft has thy hand from fight the monarch led, 
When death flew raging, and the battle bled ; 
And ſnatch'd thy ſervant in the laſt deſpair 
From all the riſing tumult of the war. 

Againf ſtrange children vindicate my cauſe, 
Who curſe thy name, and trample on thy laws; 
That our fair ſons may ſmile in early bloom, 

Our ſons, the hopes of all our years to come : 
Like plants that nurs'd by foſtering ſhowers ariſe, 
And lift their ſpreading honours to the ſkies : 
That our chaſte daughters may their charms 

_ diſplay, 
Like the bright pillars of our temple, gay, 


Poliſh'd, and tall, and ſmooth, and fair as they. | 


Pil'd up with plenty let our barns appear, 
And burſt with all the Seaſons of the Year; 
Let pregnant flocks in every quarter bleat, 
And drop their tender young in every ſtreet, 
Safe from their labours may our oxen come, 
Safe may they bring the gather'd ſummer home. 
Oh! may no ſighs, no ſtreams of ſorrow flow, 
To ſtain our triumphs with the tears of woe. 

Bleſs'd is the nation, how ſincerely bleſs'd ! 
Of ſuch unbounded happineſs poſſeſs'd, 

To whom Jchovah's ſacred name is known, 
Who claim the God of Iſrael for their own, 


& 22, The zd Chapter of Job. PITT. 


T OB curs'd his birth, and bade his curſes flow 
In words of grief, and eloquence of woe; 
Loſt be that day which dragg'd me to my doom, 
Recent to life, and ſtruggling from the womb; 
Whoſe beams with ſuch malignant luſtre ſhone, 
 Whence all my years in anxious circles run. 
Loſt be that night in undetermin'd ſpace, - 

And veil with deeper ſhades her gloomy face, 
Which crowded up with woes this flender ſpan, 
While the dull maſs roſe quick'ning into man.“ 
O'er that curs'd day let fable darknels riſe, 
Shrowd the blue vault, and blacken all the ſkies; 
May God o'erlook it from his heavenly throne, 


Nor rouſe from ſleep the ſedentary ſun, 


O'er its dark face to ſhed his genial ray, 

And warm to joy the melancholy day. 

May the clouds frown, and livid poiſons breathe, 

And ſtain heaven's azure with the ſhade of death. 
May ten- fold darkneſs from that dreadful 

night 

Seize and arreſt the ſtraggling gleams of light; 

To pay due vengeance for its fatal crime, 

Still be it baniſh'd from the train of time; 

Nor in the radiant liſt of months appear, 

To ſtain the ſhining circle of the Year : 

There through her duſky range may filence ) 
| roam, | 

There may no ray, no glimpſe of gladneſs come 

No voice te cher the ſolitary loom. 


— 


SACRED AND 


Lull'd on the knee, or hung upon the breaſt? 


Why is the wretch condemn'd without relief 
| And drawn the line of miſeries around ? 


11; 
For now. the die af Tien which 1 fled, 


{Shall duſt arraign the providence of Heaven? 


MORAL. 


May every ftar his gaudy light with-hold, 
Nor through the vapour ſhoot his beamy gold . 
Nor let the dawn with radiant ſkirts come on, 
Tipp'd with the glories of the rifing ſun; 
Becauſe that dreadful period fix'd my doom, 
Nor ſeal'd the dark receſles of the womb. 

To that original my ills I owe; 

Heir of affliction, and the fon of woc. 

Oh ! had I dy'd unexercis'd in pain, | 
And wak'd to life, to ſleep in death again! 
Why did not Fate attend me at my birth, 
And give me back to my congemal earth ? 
Why was I, when an infant, ſooth'd to reſt, 


For now the grave would all my cares compoſe, 

Conceal my ſorrows, and inter my woes: 

There wrapp'd and lock'd within his cold embrace, 

Safe had I {lumber'd in the arms of peace; 

There with the mighty kings, who lie inroll'd 

In clouds of incenſe, and in beds of gold: 

There with the princes, who in grandeur ſhone, 

And aw'd the trembling nations from the throne, 

Afflicted Job an equal reſt muſt have, | 

And ſhare the dark retirement of the grave; 

Or as a ſhapeleſs embryo ſeek the tomb, 

Rude and imperfect from the abortive womb: 

Ere motion's carly principle began, | 

Or the dim ſubſtance Kindled into man. [ ceaſe, 
There from their monſtrous crimes the wicked 

Their labouring guilt is weary'd into peace; 

There blended ſleep the coward and the brave; 

Stretch'd with his lord, the undiſtinguiſh'd ſlave 

Enjoys the common refuge of the grave. 

An cqual lot the mighty victor ſhares, 

And lies amidſt the captives of his wars 

With his, thoſe captives mingle their remains, 

The ſame in death, nor leſſen'd by their chains. 

Why are we doom'd to view the genial ray ? 

Why curſt to bear the painful light of day? 

O ! with what joy the wretches yield their breath, 

And pant in bitterneſs of foul for death! 

As a rich prize the diſtant bliſs they crave, 

And ſind the glorious treaſure in the grave. 


To combat woe, and tread the round of grief, 
Whom in the toils of fate his God has bound, 


When nature calls for aid, my highs intrude, . 
My tears prevent my neceſlary food : 5 

'S a full ſtream o'ercharg'd my ſorrows flow, 
In burſts of anguiſh, and a tide of woe; 
Pours like a roaring torrent on my head. 
My terrors ſtill the phantom view'd, and wrought 
The dreadful image into way thought : | 
At length pluck'd down, the fatal ſtroke I feel, 
And loſe the fancy'd in the real ill. 


§ 23. The 25th Chapter of Job fing . 
; 3, LETT. 


THEN will vain man complain and murmur ſtill, 
And ſtand on terms with his Creator's will? 
Shall this high privilege to clay be given ? 


Wit; 


With reaſon's line the boundleſs diſtance ſcan ? 
Oppoſe heaven's awful majeſty to man ? 
To what a length his vait dimenſions run! 
How far beyond the journeys of the ſun ! 
He hung yon golden balls of light on high, 
And launch'd the plancts through the liquid {ky : 
To rolling worlds he mark'd the certain ſpace, 
Fix'dand ſuſtain'd the elemental peace. 
Unnumber'd as thoſe worlds his armies move, 
And the gay legions guard his realms above ; 
High o'er th'ethereal plains the myriads riſe, 
And pour their flaming ranks along the ſkics : 
From their bright arms inceſſant ſplendors ſtream, 
And the wide azure kindles with the gleam. 
To this low world he bids the light repair, 
_ Down through the gulphs of e e air: 
For man he taught the glorious ſun to roll 
From his bright barrier to his weſtern goal. 
How then ſhall man, thus inſolently proud, 
Plcad with his judge, and combat with his God ? 
How from his mortal mother can he come 
Unftain'd from fin, untinctur'd from the womb ? 
The Lord, from his ſublime empyreal throne, 
As a dark globe regards the filver moon. | 
Thoſe ſtars, that grace the wide celeſtial plain, 
Are but the humbleſt ſweepings of his train; 
Dim are the brighteſt ſplendors of the ſky ; 
And the ſun darkens in Jchovah's cyc. 
But does net fin diffufe a fouler ſtain, 
And thicker darkneſs cloud the foul of man? 
Shall he the depths of endleſs wiſdom know? 
This fhort-liv*d ſovereign of the world below? 
IIis frail original confounds his boaſt, [ duſt, 
Sprung fromthe ground, and quicken'd from the 


—— 


24. The Song of Moſes, in the Fifteenth Chap- 
ter of Exodus, paraphraſed. Pirtr. 
THEN to the Lord, the vaſt triumphant throng 
* Of lira. ls ſons, with Moſes, rais'd the ſong. 

To God our grateful accents will we raiſc, 
And every tongue ſhall celebrate his praiſe: 
Behold diſplay'd the wonders of his might ; 
Behold the Lord triumphant in the fight! 
With what immortal fame and glory grac'd ! 
What trophies rais'd amid the watery waſte ! 
Ilow did his power the ſterds and riders fweep. 
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Ingulph'd in heaps, and whelm'd beneath the deep! 


Whom ſhould we fear, while he, heaven's awful 

Unſheaths for Iſrael his avenging fword? [Lord, 

His outſtretch'd arm, and tutelary care, 

Guarded and ſav'd us in the laſt deſpair: 

Ilis mercy ens'd us from our circling pains, 

Unbound our ſhackles, and unlock'd our chains. 

Ia him our God, our father's God, we'll rear 

A ſacred temple, and adore him there } 

With vows and incenſe, ſacrifice and prayer. 
The Lord commands in war: his matchleſs 

miglit | 

langs out and guides the balance of the fight: 

By him the war the miglitw leaders form, 

And teach the hovering tumult where to ſtorm, 

Ilis name, O Itrac!, heaven's eternal Lord, 

ior ever honour'd, reyerenc'd, and ador'd. | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
| When to the fight, from Egypt's fruitful ſoil, | 


Book I, 


Pour'd forth in myriads all the ſons of Nile 


| The Lord o'erthrew the courſer and the car, 


Sunk Pharaoh's pride, and overwhelm'd his war, 
Bencath th'encumber'd deeps his legions lay, 
For many a league impurpling all the ſea : 
The chiefs, and ftecds, and warriors whirl'd 
around, | 
Lay midſt the roarings of the ſurges drown'd. 
Who _ thy power, thou mighty God, with- 
ſtand, 
And check the force of thy victorious hand ? 
Thy hand, which red with wrath in terror roſe, 
To cruſh that day thy proud Egyptian foes. 
Struck by that hand, their drooping ſquadrons fall, 
Crowding in death; one fate o'erwhelms them all, 
Soon as thy anger charg'd withvyengeance came, 
They ſunk like ſtubble crackling in the flame. 
At thy dread voice the ſummon'd billows crowd, 
And aſtill filence hulls the wondering flood: 
Roll'd up, the eryſtal ridges ſtrike the ſkies, 
Waves peep o'er waves, and ſeas o'er ſeas ariſe, 
Around in heaps the liftening ſurges ſtand, 
Mute and ce ſervant of the high command. 
Congeal'd with fear attends the watery train, 


| Rous'd from the ſecret chambers of the main. 


With ſavage joy the ſons of Egypt cry'd, 
(Vaſt were their hopes, and boundleſs was their 
Let us purſue thoſe fugitives of Nile, pride) 
This ſervile nation, and divide the ſpoil; 

And ſpread fo wide the ſlaughter, till their blood 
Dyes with a ſtronger red the bluſhing flood, 

Oh! what a copious prey their hoſts afford, 

To glut and fatten the devouring {word ! 

As thus the yawning gulf the boaſters paſs'd, 
At thy command ruſh'd forth the rapid blaſt. 
Then, at the ſignal given, with dreadful ſway, 
In one huge heap roll'd down the roaring fea 
And now the diſentangled waves divide, 

Unlock their folds, and thaw the frozen tide, 
The deeps alarm'd call terribly from far 
The loud, embattled ſurges to the war; 

Till her proud ſons aſtoniſh'd Egypt found 


| Cover'd with billows, and in tempeſts drown'd, 


What God can emulate thy power divine, 
Or who oppoſe his miractes to thine ? | 
When joyful we adore thy glorious name, 
Thy trembling focs confeſs their fear and ſhame. 
The world attends thy abſolute command, 
And nature waits the wonders of thine hand, 
That hand, extended o'er the ſwelling fea, 


[The conſcious billows reverence and obey, 


O'er thedevoted race the ſurges ſweep, 

And whelm the guilty nation in the deep. 

T hat hand redeem'd us from our ſervile toil, 
And cach infulting tyrant of the Nile: 

Our nation came beneath that naghty hand, 
From Egypt's realms, to Canaan's facred land. 
Thou werttheir Guide, their Saviour, andtheir God, 
To ſmooth the way, and clear the dreadful road. 
Te diftant kingdoms ſhall thy wonders hear, 
The fierce Philittincs thall confeſs their fear; 
Thy fame ſhall over Edom's princes ſpread, 

And Moab's Kings, the untverial dicad 3 
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O'erſets, and founders in the vaſt abyſs. 

Then whither ſhall the rapid fancy run, 

As through the world the gathering terror runs, | Though in its full career, to ſpeed my flight 

Canaan ſhall ſhrink, and tremble for his ſons: { From thy unbounded preſence ? which, alone, 

Till thou haſt Jacob from his bondage brought, | Fills all the regions and extended ſpace 

At ſuch a vaſt expence of wonders bought, | Beyond the bounds of nature! Whither, Lord ! 

To Canaan's promis'd realms and bleſt abodes, | Shall my unrein'd imagination rove, 

Led through the dark receſſes of the floods. To leave behind thy Spirit, and out-fly [ſpread, 

Crown'd with theirtribes ſhall proud Moriah riſe, Its influence, which, with brooding wings out- 

And rear his ſummit nearer to the ſkies. { Hatch'd unfledg'd naturefrom the dark profound 
Through ages, Lord, ſhall ſtretch thy bound- | If mounted on my tow'ring thoughts I climb 

leis power, Into the heaven of heavens, I there behold _ 

Thy throne ſhall ſtand when timeſhall be no more: | The blaze of thy unclouded majeſty 

For Pharaoh's ſteeds, and cars, and warlike train, In the pure empyrean thee I view, 

Leap'd in, and boldly rang'd the ſandy plain: | High thron'dabovcall height, thy radiant ſhrine 

While in the dreadful road, and deſert way, | Throng'd with the proftrate Seraphs, who receive 

The ſhining crowds of gaſping fiſhes lay: Beatitude paſt utterance! If 1 plunge 

Till, all around with liquid toils beſet, | Down to the gloom of Tartarus profound, 

The Lord (wept o'er their heads the watery net. | There too I find thee, in the loweſt bounds 

He freed the ocean from his ſecret chain, ſ main. | Of Erebus, and read thee in the ſcenes 

And on each hand diſcharg'd the thundering | Of complicated wrath : I fee thee clad 

The looſen'd billows burſt from every fide, In all the majeſty of darkneſs there. 


While the vaſt ſcenes of miracles impart 
A thrilling horror to the braveſt heart. 
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And whelm the war and warriors in the tide ; If, on the ruddy morning's purple wings 
But on each hand the ſolid billows ſtood, Upborne, with indefatigable courſe 
Like lofry mounds to check the raging flood; | I ſcek the glowing borders of the eaſt, 

Till the bleſt race to promis'd Canaan paſt Where the bright ſun, emergent from the d 


With his firſt glories gilds the ſparkling ſeas, 
3 ober the 7 ev'n there thy hand 
. | Shall thro' the watery deſert guide my cour 
$ 25. The 139th Pſalm paraphraſed. PITT, Aud o'er the — Gains — ran, ts > 
O DREAD Jchovah ! thy all-picrcing eyes | While on the dreadful whirls J hang ſecure, 
Explore the motions of this mortal frame, | And mock the warring ocean. If, with 
This tenement of duſt : Thy ſtretching fight | As fond as falſe, the darkneſs I expect 
Surveys th'harmonious principles, that move To hide, and wrap me in its mantling ſhade, 
In beauteous rank and order, to inform Vain were the thought; for thy unbounded ken 
This caſk, and animated mats of clay. Dartsthro'thethick*ning gloom,and priesthrough 
Nor are the ogy res of thy wondrous fight The palpable obſcure. Before thy eyes [all 


* ä 


O'er the dry path, and trod the watery waſte. 


—_ 


To this terreſtrial part of man confin'd ; Thevanquith*dnight throwsoff her duſky ſlirowd, 
But ſhoot into his ſoul, and there diſcern And kindles into day: the ſhade and ligt 
The firſt materials of unfaſhion*'d thought, To man ſtill various, but the ſame to thee. 

Yet dim and undigeſted, till the mind, On thee is all the ſtructure of my frame 

Big with the tender images, expands, Dependant, Lock'd within the ſilent womb 
And, ſwelling, labours with th'ideal birth. | Slecping 1 lay, and rip'ning to my birth; there; 


Where'er I move, thy cares purſue my feet | Yet, Lord, thy outſtretch'd arm preſerv'd me 
Attendant. When I drink the dews of flecp, | Before I mov*'d to entity, and trod 
Stretch'd on my downy bed, and there enjoy | The verge of being. To thy hallow'd name 


A ſweet forgetfulneſs of all my toils, I'll pay due honours ; for thy mighty hand 
Unſeen, thy ſov'reign preſence guards my fleep, | Built this corporeal fabric, when it laid 

Wafts all the terrors of my dreams away, The ground-work of exiſtence. © Hence I read 
Sooths all my ſoul, and ſoftens my repoſe. | The wonders of thy art. This frame I view _ 
Before conception can employ the tongue, With terror and delight ; and, wrapt 1n both, 
And mould the duCtile images to found ; I ſtartle at myſelf, My bones, unform'd 
Before imagination ſtands diſplay'd, As yct, nor hardening from the viſcous parts, 
Thine eye the future eloquence can read, But blended with th'unanimated mats, 


Yet unarray'd with ſpeech, Thou, mighty Lord ! Thy eye diſtinctly view'd; and, while I lay 
Haſt moulded man from his congenial duſt, Within the carth, imperfect, nor perceiv'd 
And ſpoke him into being; while the clay, | The firſt faint dawn of life, with caſe ſurvey'd 
Beneath thy forming hand, leap'd forth, inſpir'd, | The vital glimmerings of the active ſeeds, 


And ſtarted into life: through every part, Juſt kindling to exiſtence, and beheld 
At thy command, the wheels of motion play'd. | My ſubſtance ſcarce material. In thy book 
But ſuch exalted knowledge leaves helow, Was the fair model of this ſtructure drawn, 


And drops poor man from its ſuperior ſphere, | Where every part, in juſt connection join'd, 

In vain, with reaſon's ballaft, would he try | Compos'd and perfected th*harmonious piece, 
To ſtem th'unfatkomable depth; his bark 23 the dim ſpeck of being lcarn'd to ſtretch 
| | : | | : Is 
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Its ductile form, or entity had known 
To range and wanton in an ampler ſpace. 
How dear, how rooted in my inmoſt ſoul, 
Are all thy counſels, and the various ways 
Of thy eternal providence ! the ſum 
So boundleſs and immenſe, it leaves behind 
The low account of numbers; and outflies 
All that imagination e'er conceiv'd:  [ ſhores, 
Leſs numerous are the ſands that crowd the 
The barriers of the ocean. When ] riſe 
From my ſoft bed, and ſofter joys of flcep, 
I riſe to thee. Yet lo! the impious flight 
Thy mighty wonders. Shall the ſons of vice 
Elude the vengeance of thy wrathful hand, 
And mock thy ling'ring thunder which withholds 
Its forky terrors * their guilty heads? (fly 
Thou great tremendous GoD !—Avaunt, and 
Allye whothirſtforblood!--for, ſwoln with pride, 
Eachhaughty wretch blaſphemes thy ſacred name, 
And bellows his + gag to affront | 
Thy glorious Majeſty. Thy foes I hate 
Worſe than my own. O Lord ! explore my ſoul !' 
See if a flaw or ſtain of fin infects | 
My guilty thoughts; then, lead me in the way 
That guides my feet to thy own heaven and thee, 


$ 26. An Hyma to the Supreme Being. An Imi- 
tation of the 104th Pſalm. BLACKLock. 
Quid prius dicam ſolitis parentis 
Laudibus? qui res hominum ac deorum, 
Qui mare & terras, variiſque mundum 
Temperat boris? Hok, 


ARISE, my ſoul ! on wings ſeraphic rile ! 


— 


EXTRACTS, Book I. 


But when in thunder the rebuke was giv'n, 
That ſhook th'eternal firmament of heav'n ; 
The grand rebuke th'affrighted waves obey, 
And in confuſion ſcour their uncouth way; 
And poſting rapid to the place decreed, 
Winddown the hills, and ſweep the humble mead. 
Reluctant in their bounds the waves ſubſide ; 
The bounds, impervious to the laſhing tide, 
Reſtrain its rage; whilſt, with inceſſant roar, 
It ſhakes the caverns, and aſſaults the ſhore. 

By him, from mountains cloth'd in lucid ſnow, 


| Through fertile vales the mazy rivers flow; 


Here the wild horſe, unconſcious of the rein, 
That revels boundleſs o'er the wide campaign, 
Imbibes the ſilver ſurge, with heat oppreſt, 

To cool the fever of his glowing breaſt. [ pride, 

Here, riſing boughs, adorn'd with ſummer's 
Project their waving umbrage o'er the tide ; 
While, gently perching on the leafy ſpray, 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his various lay : 
And, while thy praiſe they ſymphonize around, 
Creation echoes to the gratetul ſound. 

Wide o'er the heav'ns the various bow he bends; 
Its tinCtures brighten, and its arch extends: 
At the glad fign the airy conduits flow, _ 
Soften the hills, and cheer the meads below : 
By genial fervour and prolific rain, ö 
Swift vegetation clothes the ſmiling plain: 
Nature, profuſely good, with bliſs o'erflows, 
And till is pregnant, tho' ſhe till beſtows. 

Here verdant paſtures wide extended lie, 
And yield the grazing herd exuberant ſupply. 
Luxuriant waving in the wanton air, | 
Here golden grain rewards the peaſant's care: 
Here vines mature with freſh carnation glow, 


And praiſe th'almighty Sov'ieign of the {kies; And heav'n above diffuſes heav'n below. 


In whom alone eſſential glory ſhines, 
Which not the heav'n of heav'ns, nor boundleſs 
{pace confines, | 

When darkneſs rul'd with univerſal ſway, 
He ſpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day; 
Firſt, faireſt offspring of th'omnific word! 
Which like a garment cloth'd its ſov'reign Lord. 
On liquid air he bade the columns riſe, 
That prop the ſtarry concave of the ſkies ; 
Diffus'd the blue expanſe from pole te pole, 
And ſpread circumfluent æther round the whole, 
Soon as he bids impetuous tempeſts fly, 
To wing his founding char iot thro? the ſky, 
Impctucus tempeſts the command obey, 
Suſtain his flight, and ſweep th'aërial way. 
Fraught with his mandates, from the realms on 
Unnumber'd hoſts of 1 adiant heralds fly [high, 
From orb to orb, with progreſs unconfin'd, 
As lightning ſwift, reſiſtlefs as the wind, 

In ambient air this pond'rous ball he hung, 
And bade ĩts centre reſt for ever ſtrong ; | 
Heuv'n, air, and fea, with all their ſtorms, in vain 
Aſſault the baſis of the Arm machine. TY 
Ar thy almighty voice old Occan raves, 
Wakes all his force, and gathers all his waves; 
Nature lies-mantled in a wat'ry robe, 

And thorelefs billows revel round the globe: 
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Erect and tall here mountain cedars riſe, 
Wave in the ſtarry vault, and emulate the ſkies. 
Here the wing'd crowd, that ſkim the yielding) 
Withartfultoil their little domes prepare; [air, 
Here hatch their tender young, and nurſe the | 
riſing care. | 
Up the ſtcep hill aſcends the nimble doe, 
While timid coneys ſcour the plains below, 
Or in the pendent rock elude the ſcenting foe, 
He bade the filver majeſty of night 
Revolve her circles, and increaſe her light; 
Aſſign'd a province to cach rolling ſphere, 


And taught the ſun to regulate the year. 


At his command, wide hov'ring o'er the plain, 
Primæval night reſumes her gloomy reign : 
Then from their dens, impatient of delay, 
The ſavage monſters bend their ſpeedy way, 
Howl thro' the ſpacious wafte, and chace their 
frighted prey. | ; 
Here ftalks the haggy monarch of the wood, 
Taught from tay providence to aſk his food! 
To thee, O Father, to thy bounteous ſkies, 
He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eyes : 
He roars ; the defert trembles wide around, 
And repercuſſive hills repeat the ſound. 
Now orient gems the caſtern ſkies adorn, 
And joyful nature hails the op'ning morn : 


| The rovers, conſcious of approaching day, 


O'er higheſt hills rhe higher ſurges riſe, 
Nix with the clouds, and meet the Avid fees. 


prey. 


Fly to their ſheltcrs, and forget their 
5 gs | Laborious 
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Laborious man, with mod'rate ſlumber bleſt, 
Springs cheerful to his toil from downy reſt ; 
Till grateful evening, with her argent train, 
Bid labour ceaſe, and eaſe the weary ſwain. 
Hail ſov*reign goodneſs! all- productive mind! 
On all thy works thyſelf inſcrib'd we find: 
How various all, how variouſly endow'd, 
How greattheir number, and ach part how good! 
How perfect then muſt the great Parent ſhine, 
Who, with one act of energy divine, 
Laid the vaſt plan, and finiſh'd the deſign 1” 
| Where'er the pleaſing ſearch my thoughts pur- 
Unbounded goodneſs riſes to my view; I ſue, 
Nor does our world alone its influence ſhare ; 
Exhauſtleſs bounty, and unwearied care 
Extends thro? all th'infinitude of ſpace, 
And circles nature with a kind embrace. 

The azure kingdoms of the deep below, 
Thy pow'r, thy wiſdom, and thy goodneſs ſhow : 
Here multitudes of various beings ſtray, 
Crowd the profound, or on the ſurface play: 
Tall navies here their doubtful way explore, 
And ev'ry product waft from ſhore to 3 ; 


Hence meagre want expell'd, and ſanguine ftrife, | 


For the mild charms of cultivated hfe ; 

Hence ſocial union ſpreads from ſoul to ſoul, 

And India joins in friendſhip with the pole. 

Here the huge potent of the ſcaly train 

Enormous fails incumbent o'er the main, 

An animated iſle! and in his way, 

Dathes to heav'n's blue arch the foamy fea : 

When ſkies and ocean mingle Rorm and flame, 

Portending inſtant wreck to nature's frame, 

Pleas'd in the ſcene, he mocks, with conſcious 

| ride, 

The volley'd lightning, and the ſurging tide ; 
And while the — elements engage, 
Foments with horrid ſport the tempeſt's rage. 
All theſe thy watchful providence ſupplies, 

To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes; 

For them thou open'ſt thy exhauſtleſs ſtore, 
Till the capacious wiſh'cah graſp no more. 
But, if one moment thou thy face ſhouldſt 
Thy glory clouded, or thy ſmiles deny'd, [ hide, 

Then widow'd nature veils her mouinful eyes, 

And vents her grief in univerſal cries z; | 


'Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train, 


Wide o'er the nations ſpreads his diſmal reign; 

Sea, earth, and airthe boundleſs rayage mourn, 
And all their hoſts to native duſt return. | 
But when again thy glory is diſplay'd, 
Reviv'd creation lifts her cheerful head; 

New riſing forms thy potent ſmiles obey, 
And life rekindles at the genial ray | 
United thanks repleniſh'd nature pays, [praiſe, 
And heav*n and earth reſound their Maker's 
WM hen time ſhall in eternity be loſt, 

And hoary nature languiſh into duſt, 

For ever young, thy glory ſhall remain, 

Vaſt as thy being, endleſs as thy reign, - 
Thou from the regions of eternal day, 
View'ſt all thy works at one immenſe ſurvey: 

Pleas'd thou behold'ſt the whole propenſely tend 

To perfect happineſs, its glorious end. 
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| Thy mercy ſweeten'd eve 
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If thou to earth but turn thy wrathful eyes, 
Her baſis trembles, and her offspring dies: 
Thou ſmit'ſt the hills, and at th Almighty blow 
Their ſummits kindle, and their inwards glow. 
While this immortal ſpark of heav'nly flame 
Diſtends my breaſt, and animates my frame; 
To thee my ardent praiſes ſhall be borne | 
On the firſt breeze that wakes the bluſhing morn; 
The lateſt Rar ſhall hear the pleaſing ſound, 
And nature in full choir ſhall join around. 
When ful] of thee my ſoul excurſive flies 
Thro' earth, air, ocean, or thy regal ſkies; _ 
From world to world, new wonders ſtill I find, 
And all the Godhead flaſhes on my mind. 
When wing'd with whirlwinds, vice ſhall take its 
To the deep boſom of eternal night, [flight 
To thee my ſoul ſhal} evdleſs praiſes pay : 
Join, men and angels, join th'exalted lay! 


J 27. Another Hymn. ANON, 
ow are thy ſervants bleit, O Lord! 
How ſure is their defence ! 
Eternal wiſdom is their guide, 
Their help omnipotence. 
In foreign realms, and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care, | 
Through burning climes I paſs'd unhurt, 
And breath'd in tainted air. 
ſoil, 


Made every region pleaſe ; 


The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd, 


And ſmooth'd the Tyrrhene ſeas. 


Think, O my foul, devoutly think, 
How with affrighted eyes 

Thou ſaw'ſt the wide extended deep 
In all its horrors riſe ! 


Confuſion dwelt in ev'ry face, 
Ani fear in ev'ry heart, TR 

When waves on waves, and gulphs in gulphs, 
O'ercame the pilot's art. 


Yet then from all my griefs, O 

Thy mercy ſet me free; 

While in the confidence of pray'r 
My ſoul took hold on thee, 


For tho? in dreadful whirls we hung 
High on the broken wave, | 
I knew thou wert not flow to hear, 
Nor impotent to fave. | 


The ſtorm was laid, the winds retir*d, 

Obedient to thy will; | 

The ſea, that roar'd at thy command, 
At thy command was itil]. | 


In midſt of dangers, fears, and deaths, , 
Thy goodneſs I'll adore ; | 


Lord g 


And praiſe thee for thy mercies paſt, : 


And humbly hope for more. 
My life, if thou preſerv'ſt my life, 
Thy ſacrifice ſhall be; s 
And death, if death muſt be my doom, 
Shall join my ſoul to the. ; 
ge He | $ 28. An» 
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WHEN riſmg from the bed of death, 
O' erwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 
I tee my Maker face to face, | 
O! how ſhall I appear? 


If yet, while pardon may be found, 
And mercy may be ſought, 

My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought ; 


When thou, O Lord, ſhalt ſtand diſclos'd 
In majeſty ſevere, _ 

And fit in judgment on my ſoul, 
O! how thall Lappear ? 


But thou haſt told rhe troubled ſoul, 
Who does her fins lament, 
The timely tribute of her tears 
Shall endleſs woe prevent. 


Then ſee the ſorrows of my heart, 
Ere yet it be too late; 

And hear my Saviour's dying groans, 
To give thoſe ſorrows weight. 

or never ſhall my ſoul deſpair 

| Her pardon to procure, | 

Who knows t'.y only Son has died 

To make that pardon ſure. 


& 29. A Hymn on the Seaſons, "THOMSON. 
FFHESE, asthey change, Almighty Father, theſe 
Are but the, varied God. The rolling year 
Ts full of Thee. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy tenderneſs and love. 
Wide fluſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm; 
Echo the mountains round; the foreſt ſmiles; 
And every ſenſe and every heart is joy. 
Then comes thy glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then thy fun 
Shoots full perfection thro? the ſwelling year: 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder ſpeaks, 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 
By brooks and groves, in hollow-whiſp'ring gales. 
"Thy bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, _ 
And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives. 
In Winter awful thou! with clouds and ſtorms 
Around Thee thrown, tempeſt o'er tempeſt roll'd, 
Majeſtic darkneſs On the whirlwind's wing, 
Riding ſublime, Thou bidſt the world adore, 
And humbleſt nature with thy northern blaſt. 
Myſterious round! what kill, what force di- 
Deep- felt, in theſe appear! a ſimple train, vine, 
Yer fo delightful mix'd, with ſuch kind art, 
Such beauty and beneficence combin'd ; 
And all fo forming an harmonious whole, 
Shade, unperceiv'd, fo ſoftening into ſhade; 
That as they ſtill ſucceed, they raviſh till. 
But wandering oft, with rude inconſcious gaze, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 
That, ever buſy, wheels the ſilent ſpheres ; 
Works in the ſeci et deep; ſhoots, ſteaming, thence 
The fair profuſion that o'erſpreads the ipring; 
Flings from the ſun direct the flaming day; 
Feeds ev'ry creature ; hurls the tempeſt forth, 
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Or Winter riſes in the blackening caſt; 
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And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 


With tranſport touches all the ſprings of life. 
Nature, attend! join, every living ſoul 

Beneath the ſpacious temple of the ſky, 

In adoration join; and ardent raiſe | 

One general long ! To him, ye vocal gales, 

Breathe ſoft, whole ſpirit in your freſhneſs breathes: 


Oh talk of him in ſolitary glooms, 


Where o'er the rock the ſcarcely waving pine 

Fills the brown ſhade with a religiousawe ! 

And ye, whoſe bolder note is heard afar, 

Who ſhake th'aftoniſh'd world, lift high to heav'n 

Th'impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rage. 

His praiſe, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rillsz 

And let me catch it as I muſe along. 

Ye headlong torrents, rapid and . 

Ve ſofter floods, that lead the humid maze 

Along the vale; and thou majeſtic main, 

A ſecret world of wonders in thyfelf, _ 

Sound his ſtupendous praiſe, whole greater voice 

Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring fall. 

So roll your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, aud flowers, 

In mingled clouds to Him, whoſe ſun exalts, 

Whoſe breath perfumes you, and whoſe peucil 
paints. ' | 

Ye foreſts bend, ye harveſts wave, to Him; 

Breathe your till ſong into the reaper's heart, 

As home he goes bencath the joyous moon. 

Le that keep watch in heav'n, as earth aſlcep 

Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 

Ye conſtellations, while your angels ſtrike, 

Amid the ſpangled ſky, the ſilver lyre. | 

Great ſource of day! bleſt image here beloy 

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

From world to world, the vital ocean round, 

On nature write with every beam his praile. 

The thunder rolls: be huſh'd the proſtrate world; 

While cloud to cloud returns the folemn hymn. 

Bleat out afrcfh, ye hills; ye moſſy rocks, 

Retain the ound: the broad reſponſive low, 

Ye vallcys, raiſe ; for the Great Shepherd reigns ; 


| And his zxſuffering kingdom yet will come. 


Ye woodlands all awake: a boundlefs ſong 


Expiring, lays the warbling world alleep, 
Sweeteſt of birds! fwect Philomela, charm | 
The liſtening ſhades, and teach the night his praiſe, 
Ye chief for whom the whole crcation ſiniles; 
At once the head, the heart, the tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn ! In ſwarming cities vaſt, 
Aſſembled men to the deep organ jou 
The long- reſounding voice, ott breaking clear, 
At ſolemn pauſes, thro” the ſwelling baſe; | 
And as each mingling flame increaſes each, 

In one united ardor rite to heav'n. bY 


| Or if you rather chu the rural ſhade, 


And ind a fane in every facred grove ; 

There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 
The prompring ſeraph, and the poet's lyre, 
Still hng the God of Seaſons as they roll. | 
For me, when I forget the darling theme, 
Whether the bloſſom blows ; the Summer ray 
Ruſſers the plain; infpiring Autumn gleamy - 


Be 


| [ 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| Burſt from the groves ! and when the reſileſs day, 


| 


| 


: 


From heaven above and earth below; 


From darker blemiſhes of fin ; 


The realm it gilds with glory too. 


| 
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Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat. 
Should fate command me to the fartheſt verge 
Of the green earth, to diſtant barbarous climes, 
Rivers unknown to ſong z where firſt the ſun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 
Flames on th' Atlantic iſles; 'tis nought to me: 
Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, 
In the void waſte as in the city full; | 
And where He vital ſpreads, there muſt be joy, 
When even at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall come, 
And wing my myſtic flight to future worlds, 
I cheerful will obey; there, with new powers, 
Will rifing wonders fing : I cannot go | 
Where univerſal love not ſmiles around, 
Suſtaining all yon orbs, and all their ſuns: 
From ſeeming evil ſtill educing good, | 
And better thence again, and better fill, 
In infinite progreſſion. —But I loſe 
Myſelf in Him, in light ineffable ! 
Come then, expreſſive filence, muſe his praiſe, 


$ 30. Hymn for Morning. PARNELL, 
EE the ſtar that leads the day, 


Riſing, ſhoots a golden ray 
To make the ſhades of darkneſs go 


And warn us carly with the fight, 
To leave the beds of filent night; 
From an heart fincere and found, 
From its very deepeſt ground 
Send devotion up on high, 1 10 
Wing'd with heat to reach the ſky, . 
See the time for ſleep has run, 
Riſe before, or with the ſun: 

Lift thy hands, and humbly pray 
The fountain of eternal day, 

That, as the light ſerenely fair 
Illuſtrates all the tracts of air; 
The Sacred Spirit ſo may reſt, | 
With quickening beams, upon thy breaſt 3 
And kindly clean it all within, 


And ſhine with grace, until we view 


Sce the day that dawns in air, 
Brings along its toil and care : 

From the lap of night it ſprings, 
With heaps of buſineſs on its wings; 
Prepare to meet them in a mind, 
That bows ſubmiſſively reſign'd; 
That would to works appointed fall, 
That knows that God has order'd all. 
And whether, with a ſmall repaſt, 
We break the ſober morning faſt; 

Or in our thoughts and houſes lay 
The future methods of the day; 

Or carly walk abroad to meet 
Our buſineſs, with induſtrious feet: 
Whate'er we think, whate'er we do, 
His glory ſtill be kept in view, 

O, Gives of eternal bliſs, 
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; Or paſs more dleſſed than before. 


| 
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Grant it all, as well as me, 

All whoſe hearts are fix'd on thee 
Who revere thy Son above, 
Who thy Sacred Spirit love. 


8 31. Hymn for Noon. PARNELL., 


| THE ſun is ſwiftly mounted high, 


It glitters in the ſouthern ſky ; 
Its beams with force and glory beat, 
And fruitful earth is fill'd with heat. 
Father, alſo with thy fire 
Warm the cold, the dead defire, 
And make the ſacred love of thee, 
Within my ſoul, a ſun to me, 


Let it ſhine fo fairly bright, 
That nothing elſe be took for light; 


That worldly charms be ſeen to fade, 


And in its luſtre find a ſhade. 


Let it ſtrongly ſhine within, 


| To ſcatter all the clouds of ſin, 


That drive when guſts of paſlion riſe, 
And intercept it from our eyes. | 
Let its glory more than vie 

With the ſun that lights the ſky : 


Let it ſwiftly mount in air, 


Mount with that, and leave it there; 


And ſoar with more aſpiring flight, 


To realms of everlaſting Light. 
Thus, while here I'm forced to be, 
I daily wiſh to live with thee ; 
And feel that union which thy love 
Will, after death, complete above, 
From my ſoul 1 ſend my prayer, 


| Great Creator, bow thine ear; 
Thou, for whoſe propitious {way 


The world was taught to ſee the day; 
Who ſpoke the word, and earth begun, 
And ſhew'd its beauties in the ſun; 


| With pleaſure I thy creatures view, 


And would, with good affeCtion too, 


Good affection ſweetly free, 


Looſe from them, and move to thee z 


O, teach me due returns to give, 


And to thy glory let me live; 
And then my days ſhall ſhine the more, 


3 —— 


. 


$ 32. Hymn for Evening. PARNELL. 


THE beam-repelling miſts ariſe, 


And evening ſpreads obſcurer ſkies : 
The twilight will the night forerun, 


And night itſelf be ſoon begun, 


Upon thy knees devoutly bow, 
And pray the Lord of g any now 
To fill may breaſt, or deadly fin 
e a blinder night within. 
And whether pleaſing vapours riſe, | 


| Which greatly dim the cloſing eyes; 


Which make the'weary. members bleſs", 


| With ſweet refreſhment in their reſt; = 


Or whether * rich in the brain 


 Ueavenly Father, grant me this; Diſpel their foft embrace again; 
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And on my watchful bed I ſtay, 
| Forſook by ſleep, and waiting day; 
Be God for ever in my view, 
And never he forſake me too ; 
But ſtill as day concludes in night, 
To break again with new born-light ; 
His wondrous bounty let me find, 
With ſtill a more enlighten'd mind; 
When grace and love in one agree; 
Grace from God, and love from me ; 
Grace that will from heaven inſpire ; 
Love that ſeals it in deſire: 
Grace and love that mingle beams, 
And fill me with increafing flames. 
Thou that haſt thy palace far 
Above the moon and every ſtar ; 
Thou that ſuteſt on a throne 
To which the night was never known, 
Regard my voice, and make me bleſt, 
By kindly granting its requeſt. 
; if thoughts on thee my ſoul employ, 
My darkneſs will afford me joy 
Till thou ſhalt call, and J ſhall ſoar, 
And part with darkneſs evermore. 


& 33. The Soul in Sorrow.  PARNELL., 


WH kind compaſſion hear my cry, 
| O, Jcſu, Lord of Life, on high 
As, when the ſummer's ſeaſons beat 
With ſcorching flame and parching heat, 
The trees are burnt, the flowers fade, 
And thirſty gaps in earth are made; 
My thoughts of comfort languiſh ſo, 
And fo my ſoul is broke by woe. 
Then on thy ſervant's drooping head 
Thy deus of blefling ſweetly thed ; 
Let thoſe a quick refreſhment give, 

And raiſe my mind, and bid me live. 
My fears of danger, while I breathe, 
My dread of endleſs hell bencar!: ; 

My ſenſe of ſorrow for my fin, 

To ſpringing comfort, change within; 
Change all my fad complaints for eaſe, 
To chcerful notes of endleſs praiſe ; 

Nor let a tear mine eyes employ, 

But ſuch as owe their birth to joy: 

Joy tranſporting, ſweet and ſtrong, 

Fit to fill and raiſe my ſong; 

Joy that ſhall re ſounded be, 

While days and nights ſucceed for me. 
Be not as a Judge ſevere, | 
For ſo thy preterce who may bear? 

On all my words and actions look, 
(I know they're written in thy book ;) 
But then regard my mournful cry, 
And look with mercy's gracious eye. 
What needs my blood, fince thine will do, 
To pay the debt to Juſtice due? 

O, tender mercy's art divine ! 

Thy torrow proves the cure of mine ! 
Thy dropping wounds, thy woeful ſmart, 
Allay the bleedings of my heart: | 
Thy death, in death's cxtreme of pain, 
Reſtores my ſoul to life again. | = 

| 85 


lt mounts, and leaves the world to care. 
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Guide me then, for here I burn, 

To make my Saviour ſome return. 

TP ll riſe (if that will pleaſe him, ſtill; 
And ſure I've heard him own it will); 
Ill trace his ſteps, and bear my croſs, 


Deſpiſing every grief and loſs ; 


Since he, deſpiſing pain and ſhame, 
Firſt took up his, and did the ſame. 


$ 34. The Happy Man. | PARNELL. 


H OW bleſs' d the man, how fully fo, 
As far as man is bleſs'd below, 


| Who, taking up his croſs, eſſays 


To follow Jeſus all his days; 

With reſolution to obey, 

And ſteps enlarging in his way! 

The Father of the ſaints above 

Adopts him with a father's love, 

And makes his boſom throughly ſhine 
With wondrous ſtores of grace divine ; 
Sweet grace divine, the pledge of joy, 
That will his ſoul above employ; 
Full joy, that, when his time is done, 


| Becomes his portion as a ſon, 


Ah me! the ſweet infus'd deſires, 
The fervid wiſhes, holy fires, 


Which thus a melted heart refine, 


Such are his, and ſuch be mine. 

From hence deſpiſing all beſides 

That earth reveals, or ocean hides, 

All that men it. either prize, 

On God alone he ſets his eyes. 

From hence his hope is on the wings, 

His health renews, his ſafety ſprings, 

His glory blazes up below, 

And all the ftreams of comfort flow. 
He calls his Saviour King above, 

Lord of mercy, Lord of love; 

And finds a kingly care defend, 

And mercy ſmile, and love deicend, 

To cheer, to guide him in the ways 

Of this vain world's decenful maze : 

And though the wicked earth diſplay 

Its terrors in their fierce array; | 

Or gape fo wide that horror ſhow's 

Its hell replete with endleſs woes ; 


| Such ſuccour keeps him clear of ill, 


Still firm to good, and dauntleſs ſtill. 


So, fix'd by Providence's hands, 


A rock amidit an occan ſtands; 

So bears, without a trembling dread, 
The rempelt beating round his hcad ; 
And with us fide repels the wave, 
Whoſe hollow ſeems a coming grave; 
The {kies, the deeps, are heard to roar, 
The rock ſtands ſettled as before. 

I, all with whom he has to do, 
Admire the life which bleſſes you; 
That feeds a foe, that aids a friend, 
Without a bye deſigning end; 

Its knowing real intereſt lies 
On the bright ſide of yonder ſkies, 
W here, having madea title fair, 


While 


Book I. 
While/he that ſecks for pleaſing days, 
In carthly joys and evil ways, 


Is but the fool of toil or fame, 
(Though happy be the ſpecious name) 


And made by wealth, which makes him great, 


A more conſpicuous wretch of ſtate. 


$ 33. TheWay to Happineſs. PARNELL. 


pw long, ye miſerable blind, 
Shall idle dreams engage your mind; 

How long the pathons make their flight 
At empty ſhadows of delight? 
No more in paths of error ſtray, 
The Lord thy Jeſus is the way, 
The ſpring of happineſs, and where 
Should men ſeck happineſs but there? 
Then run to meet. him at your need, 
Run with boldneſs, run with ſpeed, 
For he forſook his own abode | 
To meet thee more than half the road. 
He laid aſide his radiant crown, 
And love for mankind brought him down 
To thirſt and hunger, pain and woe, 
To wounds, to death itſelf below; 
And he, that ſuffer'd theſe alone 
For all the world, deſpiſes none. 
To bid the ſoul that's fick, be clean, 
To bring the loſt to life again ; 
To comfort thoſe that grieve for ill, 
Is his peculiar goodneſs ſtill. 
And, as the thoughts of parents run 
Upon a dear and only fon, 
So kind a love his mercies ſhow, 
So kind and more extremely fo. 
Thrice happy men, (or find a phraſe | 
That ſpeaks your bliſs with greater praiſe) 
Who moſt obedient to rhy call, ö 
Leaving pleaſures, leaving all, | 
With heart, with foul, with ſtrength mcline, 
O ſweeteſt Jeſu! to be thine, 
Who know thy will, oblerve thy ways, 

And in thy ſervice ſpend their days: 
Even death, that ems to ſet them free, 
But brings them cloſer ſtill to thee, 


"0" . 


8 36. The Convert's Love. PARNELL. 


PEESSED light of faints on high, 
Who fill the manſions of the ſky; 

Sure defence, whote mercy ſtill 

Preſerves thy ſubjects here from ill; 

Oh, my Jeſus make me know 

How to pay the thanks I owe. 

As the fd ſheep that idly ſtrays, 
With wanton play, through winding ways, 
Which never hits the road of home, 
O'er wilds of danger lcarns to roam, 
Till, wearicd out with idle fear, 

And pailing there, and turning here, 

He will, for reſt, to covert run, 

And meet the wolf he wiſh'd to ſhun : 
Thus wretched I, through wanton will, 


Run blind and headlong on in ill. 


SACRED AND MORAL: 


{ Who made the univerſal frame, 


'Twas thus from fin to fin I flew; 
And thus I might have periſh'd too; 


But mercy dropt the likeneſs here, 


And ſhew'd and fav'd me from my fear. 
While o'er the darkneſs of my mind 
The ſacred ſpirit purely ſhin'd, 

And mark'd and brighten'd all the way 
Which leads to everlaſting day; 


| And broke the thickening clouds of fin, 


And fix'd the light of love within. 
From hence my raviſh'd foul aſpires; 

And dates the riſe of its defircs. 

From hence to thee, my God! I turn, 

And fervent wiſhes ſay I burn; 

I burn thy glorious face to fee, 

And live in endleſs joy with thee. 
There's no ſuch ardent kind of flamg 

Between the lover and the dame; 

Nor ſuch afſection parents bear 

To their young ei heir, 


Though join'd together, both conſpire, 


And boaſt a double force of fire. 
My tender heart, within its ſeat, 
Diffolves before the ſcorching heat; 
As ſoftening wax is taught to run 
Before the warmneſs of the ſun; 
Oh, my flame, my pleaſing pain, 
Burn and purify my ſtain 
Warm me, burn me, day by day, 
Till you purge my earth away; 


Till at the laſt I throughly ſhine, 


And burn a torch of love divine. 


$ 37. A Defire to Praiſe, PARNEL&S 


| PROPITIOUS Son of God, to thee, 


With all my ſoul, I bend my knee; 
My with I fend, my want impart, 
And dedicate my mind and heart. 
For as an abſcnt parcnt's ſon, 


| Whole ſecond year is only run, 
| When no protecting friend is near, 


Void of wit and void of fear, | 
With things that hurt him fondly plays, 
Or here he falls, or there he ſtrays; 
So, ſhould my ſoul's eternal guide, 
The ſacred ſpirit be deny'd, | 
Thy ſervant ſoon the lots would know, 
And fink in fin, or run to woe. 

O, ſpirit bountifully kind, 


| Warm, poſſeſs, and fill my mind; 


Diſperſe my fins with light divine, 

And raiſe the flames of love with thinez 
Before thy pleaſares rightly priz d, 
Let wealth and honour be deſpis'd; 
And let the Fathef's glory be 


_ | More dear than life itielf to me. 


Sing of Jeſus ! Virgins ſing 


Him, your everlaſting King! 


Sing of Jeſus! cheertul youth, 

Hun, the God of love and truth ! 
Write, and raiſe a ſong divine, | 
Or come and hear, and borrow mine, 
Son eternal, word ſupreme, 
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Heaven, 
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_ Glide, gentle water, ſtill more gently by, 
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Heaven, and all its ſnining ſhow, 
Earth, and all it holds below; 
Bow with mercy, bow thine car, 
While we fing thy praiſes here. 
Son Eternal, ever-bleſs'd, 

Reſting on the Father's breaſt, . 
Whoſe tender love for all provides, 
Whoſe power over all preſides ; 
Bow with pity, bow thine ear, 


While we fing thy praiſes here ! 


Thou, by pity's ioft extreme, 
Mov'd, and won, and ſet on flame, 


Aſſum'd the form of man, and fell 
In pains, to reſcue man from hell; 


How bright thine humble glorics riſe, 


And match the luſtre of the ſkics ! 


From death and hell's dejected ſtate 

Ariſmg, thou reſum'd thy ſcat, | 

And golden thrones of bliſs prepar'd 

Above, to be thy ſaints reward | 
How bright thy glorious honours riſe, 

And with new luſtre grace the fkics ! 

For thee, the ſweet ſeraphic choir 

Raiſe the voice, and tune the lyre, 

And praiſes with harmonious found 

Through all the higheſt heaven rebound, 
O make our notes with theirs agree, 

And bleſs the ſouls that ſing of thee ! 

To thee the churches here rejoice, 

The tolemn organs aid the voice; 

To facred roots the found we raiſe, 

The ſacred roofs reſound thy prailc : 

And while our notes in one agree, 

O bicts the church that ſings to thee! 


* 
„ 


$ 33. On Happiaeſs in this Life. PARNEL L. 


THE morning opens, very freſhly gav, 

And life itlelf is in the month of May. 
With green my fancy paints an arbour Oer, 
And flow 'rets, with a thouſand colours more; 
Then falls to weaving that, and ſpreading thelc, 


And ſoftly ſhakes them with an caſy breeze ; 


With golden fruit adorns the bending ſhade, 
Or trails a ſilver water oer its bed. | 


While in this ſummer-bower of bliſs I lyc, 
And ſweetly ſing of ſenſe-delighting flames, 
Andnymphs and ſhepherds, ſoft invented names 
Or view the branches which around me twine, 
And praiſe their fruit, diffuſing ſprightly wine; 


Or find new pleaſures in the world to praiſe, 
And ſtill with this return adorn my lays ; 


Range round your gardens of eternal ſpring, 


« Go, range, my ſenſes, while I ſweetly ſing: 


In vain, in vain, alas! ſeduc'd by ill, 
And acted wildly by the force of will ! 
I tell my ſoul, it will be conſtant May, 
And charm a ſeaſon never made to ſtay ; 
My beauteous arbour will not ſtand a ſtorm, 
The world but promiſes, and can't perform: 
Then fade, ye leaves; and wither, all ye flowers; 
T i] doat no longer in enchanted bowers ; 
33ut ſadly mourn, in melancholy ſong, 
The vain conceits that ke)d my foul fe long; 


EXTRACTS, Poor H. 


The luſts that tempt us with deluſive ſhow, | 
And ſm brought forth for everlaſting woe. 
Thus ſhall the notes to Sorrow's object rite, 


| While frequent reſts procure a place for ſighs ; 


And, as I moan upon the naked plain, 
Be this the burthen cloſing every ſtrain : 
© Return, my ſenſes ; range no more abroad 


| ** He'll only find his blifs who ſceks for God.“ 


§ 39. Feta. PARNELL. 
THE flecting joys, which all aflords below, 
Work the fond heart with unperforming 
ſhow ; 
The wiſh that makes our happier life compleat, 


Nor grafps the wealth nor honours of the great; 


Nor looſely fails on Pleaſure's cafy ſtream, 

Nor gathers wreaths from all the groves of fame ; 
Weak man, whole charms to thete alone contine, 
Attend my prayer, and learn to make it thine, 

From thy rich throne, where circling trains of 

Make day that's endleſs, infinitely bright; [light 
Thence, heavenly Father! thence with mercy dart 
Once beam of brightneſs to my longing heart. 
Dawn through the mind, drive Error's cl..uds 
And till the rage in Paſſion's troubled ſea ; away, 
That the poor banith'd foul, ſerene and free, 
May rife from earth, to viſit heaven and thee : 

Come, Peace divine ! ſhed gently from above, 
Inſpire my willing boſom, wondrous Love; 
Thy purpled pinions to my ſhoulders tve, 

And point the pallage where I want to fly, 
But whither, whithernow ! what powerful fire 
With this bleſs'd influence equals my dehre ? 
| rife (or Love, the kind deluder, reigns, 

And acts in fancy ſuch enchanted ſcenes); 
Earth leilening flies, the parting ſkies retreat, 
The fleecy clouds my waving feathers beat 
And now the fun aud now the ſtars are gone, 

Yet till methinks the ſpirit bears me on, 
Where tracts of ether purer blue diſplay, 

And edge the golden realm of native day. 

Oh, ſtrange enjoyment of a bliſs unſcen ! 
Oh, raviſhmcnt ! Oh, facred rage within! 
Tumultuous pleaturc, rais'd on peace of mind, 
Sincere, exceſſive, from the world refin'd ; 
I ſee the light that veiis the throne on high, 
Alight unpierc'd by man's impuxer eye; 
I hear the words, that ifluing thence proclaim, 
„Let God's attendants praiſe his awful name!“ 
Then heads unnumber'd bend before the ſhrine, 
My ſterious ſeat of Majeſty divine! 
And hands unnumber'd ſtrike the filver ſtring, 
And tongues unnumber'd Hallelujalu ſing. 
See, where the ſhining Seraphims appear, 
And fink their decent eyes with holy fear. 
See flights of angels all their feathers raiſe, 
And range the orbs, and, as they range, they 
Behold the great Apoſtles, ſweetly met, ¶ praile g 

And high on pearls of azure ther ſet. - 
Behold rhe Prophets, full of heavenly fire, 

With wandering finger wake the trembling lyre 
And hear the Martyrs tune, and all around 

The church triumphant makes the region ſound, - 
With harps of gold, with bows of ever-green, 


With robes of white, the prous throngs are ſeen; 
e Exalted 


Door! 


Exalted anthems all their hours employ; 
And all is muſic and exceſs of joy. 

Charm'd with the ſight, I long to bear a part; 
The pleaſure flutters at my raviſh'd heart. 
Sweet ſaints and angels of the heavenly choir, 
If love has warm'd you with celeſtial fire, 
Aſſiſt my words, and, as they move along, 
Writh Hallelujahs crown the burthen'd ſong. 

Father of all above, and all below ! | 
O great, and far beyond expreſſion ſo! [ cunſine, 
No bounds thy Knowledge, none thy power 
For power and knowledge in their ſource are 

thre ; | 
Around thee glory ſpreads her golden wing; 
Sing, glittering angels, Hallelujah fing. 

Son of the Father, firſt-begotten Son! 

Ere the ſhort meaſuring line of time begun, 
The world has ſeen thy works, and joy'd to ſee 


The bright effulgence manifeſt in thee. | ſpring ;" 
The world muſt own thy Love's unfathom'd 


Sing, glittering angels, Hallelujah ſing. 
Proceeding Spirit, equally divine, 

In whom the Godhead's full perfections ſhine ! 
With various graces, comforts uncxpreſs'd, 
With holy tranſports you refine the breaſt; 
Andearth is heavenly where your gifts you bring, 
Sing, glittering angels, Hallelujah fing. 

But where's my rapture, where my wondrous 
Whatinterruption makes mv bliſs retreat? [ heat? 
This world's got in, the thoughts of t'other's 
And the gay picture's in my fancy loſt, | croſt, 
With what an cager zeal the conſcious foul 
Would claim its feat, and, ſoaring, paſs the pole! 
But our attempts theſe chains of earth reſtrain, 
Deride our toil, and drag us down again. 

So from the ground aſpiring meteors go, 

And, rank'd with planets, light the world below; 

But their own bodies ſink them in the ſky, 

When = warmth's gone that taught them how 
to fly. 


$ 40. On Divine Love, by meditating on the 

| Wounds of Chriſi. PARNELL, | 

HCL Jeſus! God of Love! 

Look with pity from above. 

Shed the precious purple tide 

From thine hands, thy feet, thy ſide; 

Let thy ſtreams of comfort roll, 

Let them pleaſe and fill my foul. 

Let me thus for ever be 

Full of gladneſs, full of thee. 

This, for which my wiſhes pine, 

Is the cup of love divine; 

Sweet affections flow from hence, 

Sweet, above the joys of ſenſe; 

Bleſſed philtre ! how we find 

Its ſacred worſhips ! how the mind, 

Of all the world forgetful grown, 

Can deſpiſe an earthly throne 

Raiſe its thoughts to realms above, 

Think of God, and ſing of love, 
Love celeſtial, wondrous heat, 

O, beyond expreſſion great! 


SACRED 'AND MORAL, 


| 


What reſiſtleſs charms were thine, 

In thy good, thy beſt deſign ! 

When God was hated, Sin obey'd, 

And mau undone without thy aid, 

From the ſeats of endleſs peace 

They brought the Son, the Lord of Gracez 


They taught him to receive a birth, 


| To clothe in flech, to live on carth; 


And after, lifted him on high, _ 

And taught him on the crols to die, 
Love celeſtial, ardent fire, 

O, extreme of {weet deſire! 

Spread thy brightly raging flame 

1 hreugh and over all my frame; 

Let it warm me, let it burn, 


| Let my corpſe to aſhes turn; 


And, might thy flame thus act with me, 
To ſet the foul from body free, 

I next would uſe thy wings, and fly 

To meet my Jeſus in the ſky, 


$ 41. The Univerſal Prayer. Pork, 
| Deo Opt. Max. 
FATHER of all! in ev'ry age, 
In ev'ry clime, ador'd, 
By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 
Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood, 
Who all my ſenſe contin'd _ 
To know but this, that Thou art good, - 
And that myſelf am blind : hy 


Vet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
To ice the good from ill; 

And, binding nature faſt in fate, 
Left free the human will. 


What conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 


This teach me more than hell to ſhun, 


That more than heav'n purſue. 
What bleſſings thy free bounty gives 


Let me not caſt away; 

For God is paid when man receives, 
T*enjoy 1s to obey. DT 

Yet not to earth's contracted ſpan 
Thy goodneſs let me bound, 

Or think Thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round, 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 


Preſume thy bolts to throw, 
And deal damnation round th 


land | 
On each I judge thy foe. | 


It 1 am right, thy grace impart | 


Still in the right to ſtay 


| If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 


To find that better way. 


Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 
Or impious diſcontent, | 


| At aught thy wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or aught thy goodneis leut. 
"14 | | 
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Teach me to feel 1 woe; No ſigh, no murmur, the wide world ſhall hear; 


To hide the fault I ſee; | From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear. 
That mercy I to others ſhow, _ In adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, 
That merty ſhow to me. And hell's grim ty 5 5 . a wor. wound. 
5 | As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
W 4. Ay b = - S-eks freſheſt paſture, and the pureſt air, 
o lead me erelde er I go © | Explores the loſt, the wand Ting ſneep directs, 
Thro' this day's life or death. By day o'erſees them, and by night protects; 


ö | The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 
This day, be bread and peace my lot: Fecds from his hand, and in his boſom warms : 
All elſe beneath the fun, 


| Tees 1 Thus fhall mankind his guardian care engage, 
; Thou know | if beſt beſtow'd or not, The promis'd father of the future age. 
| And let thy will be done. | No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 


To Thee, whofe temple is all ſpace, Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
Whoſe altar, carth, ſea, ſkres ! Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'cr, 

One chorus let all Being raiſe! The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 
All nature's incenſe rife ! : But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 


1 | And the broad faulchion in a plough-ſhare end. 
| Then palaccs ſhall rife; the joyful fon 
n Mena, e Faces Zee Torx. Shall Faith what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun; 
YE Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the ſong : | Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhalt yield, 
To heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. | And the ſame land that ſow'd ſhall reap the field. 
The molly fountains and the ſylvan ſhades, The ſwain in barren deſarts, with ſurprize, 
The dreams of Pindus and th'Aonian maids, | Sees lilies fpring, and ſudden verdure riſe; 
Delight no more. —-O Thou my voice inſpire, | And ſtarts, amidſt the thirſty wilds, to hear 
Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallow'd tips with fire ! New falls of Water murmuring in his car. 
Rapt into future times, the bard begun: On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
From Jeſſe's root behold a branch arifte, {| Waſte ſandy valleys, once perplex'd with thorn, 
Whoſe facred flow'r with fragrance fills the ſkics : | The ſpiry hr and ſhapely box adorn; 
T h'ethcreal ſpirit o'er It's leaves ſhall move, "To lcatlcts thrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed, 
And on its top defcends the myſtic Dove. And od'rons myrtle to the noiſome weed. [ mead, 
Ye heavins.! from high the dewy ncEtar pour, | The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant 


And in ſoft ſilence thed the kindly ſhow'r ! And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead; 
The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 


The fick and weak the healing plant fhall aid, 
And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 


From ſtorins a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. 
Al. crimes ſhall ceaſe, and antient fraud thall fail, | The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 
Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale The creſted bafiliſk and ſpeckled ſnake, 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, Pleas'd the green luſtre of their ſcales ſurvey, 
And white-rob'd Innocence from hcav'n defcend. } And with their fort.y tongue ſhall innocently play, 
Swift fly the years, and rife th'cxpetted morn ! Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salcm, rite I 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born! - Exalr thy tow ry head, and lift thy eyes ! 
See Nature haſtes her carlieſt wreathes to bring, Sce a long race thy {pacious courts adorn S 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring Isce future ſons and daughters, yet unborn, 

In crowding ranks on ev'ry fide ariſe, 


Sce lofty Lebanon his head advance, | 
Sce nodding foreſts on the mountains dance Demanding life, impatient for the ſkics ! 
See ſpicy clouds from lowly Saron rife, | See barb'tous nations at thy gates attend, 

And Carmel's flow ry top perfumes the ſkies ! Watk in thy light, and m thy temple bend; 
Hark! a glad voice the lonely deſart c hceers z See thy brig t altars throng'd with proſtrate kings, 
Prepare the way! a God, a God appcars! And hcap'd with products of Sabæan ſprings ! 

For thee 1dume's ſpicy foreſts blow, | 


A God, a God! the vocal hills reply: 
The rocks proclaim th'approaching Deity. And ſceds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 
Lo, earth reccives him from the bending ſkies! | See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day, 


ink down, ye mountains, and, ye vallics, riſe ! 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; | No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver horn, 


Be 1mooth, ye rocks; ye rapid floods, give way 
The Saviour comes! by antient bards forctold ; | But loft, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 
One ride of glory, one unclouded blaze 


Hear him, ye deaf! and, all ye blind, behold! 
He from thick films thall purge-the viſual ray, | O'erflow thy courts : the Light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
Reveal d, and God's eternal day be thine ! 


And on the ſightleſs eye- ball pour the day: 
Tis he th'obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, The ſeas all waſte, the ſkies in fmoke decay, 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away; 


And bid new muſic charm th'unfolding car; 
But fix'd his word, his ſaving pow'r remains: 


The dumb hal! ting, the lame his crunch forego, 
And leap exulting Ike the bounding roe. Thy realm for ever laus, thy own Meſſiah reigns! 
| = | | „ | $ 43- 4 


Book I. 


BY the blue taper's trembling light 
No more | waſte the wakeful night, 

Intent with endleſs view to pore 

The ſchoolmen and the ſages o'er: 

T treir books from wiſdom widely ſtray, 

Or point, at beſt, the longeſt way. 

I'll feek a readier path, and go 

Where wiſdom's ſurely taught below. 

How deep yon azure dyes the tky ! 
Where orbs of gold unnumber'd lie; 
While thro? their ranks, in filver pride, 
The nether creſcent ſeems to glide. 

The ſlumbering breeze forgets to breathe, 
The lake is ſmooth, and clear beneath, 
Where once again the {pangled ſhow 
Deſcends to meet our eyes below, 

The grounds which on the right aſpire, 
In dimneſs from the view retire; 

The left preſents a place of graves, 
Whoſe wall the filent water laves. 
That ſteeple guides thy doubtful fight 
Among the livid gleams of night. 

There pats, with melancholy ſtate, 

By all the ſolemn heaps of fate; 

And think, as foftly-{ad you tread 
Above the venerable dead, : 
Time was, like thee they life poſſeſt, 
Auch time ſhall be, that thou ſhalt reſt.” 

Thole graves, with bending oſier bound, 
That nameleſs heave the crumbled ground, 
Quick to the glancing thought diſcloſe, 
Where toil and poverty repole. _ 

The flat ſmooth ſtones that bear a name, 
The chiſels ſlender help to fame, | 
(Which, ere our ſet of friends decay, 
Their frequent ſteps may wear away ) 

A middle race of mortals own, 
Men half ambitious, all unknown. 

The marble tombs that riſe on high, 
Whole dead in vaulted arches lie, 

Whote pillars ſwell with ſculptur'd ſtones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones; 
Theſe, all the poor remains of ſtate, 
Adorn the rich, or praiſe the great; 

Who, while on earth in fame they live, 
Are ſenſcleſs of the fame they give. 

Ha! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades, 
The burſting earth unveils the ſhades ! 


They rite in viſionary crowds 
And all with ſober accent cry, 
„Think, mortal, what it is to die.“ 

Now, from yon black and fun'ral yew, 
That bathes the charnel-houſe with dew, 
Methinks I hear a voice begin 

(Ve ravens, ccafe your croaking din, 
Ve tolling clocks, no time reſfound _ 

O'er the long lake and midnight ground)— 
It ſends a peal of hollow groans, | 
Thus {pcaking from among the bones : 

When men my fcythe and darts ſupply, 
How great a King of Fears am I 
ADS * < 
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All flow, and wan, and wrapp'd with mrouds, 
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SACRED AND MORAL. 
$ 43+ A Night-Piece on Death. PARNELL.| They view me like the laſt of things; 


| From the rough rage of ſwelling ſeas. 
| Loole ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 


Nod o'er the ſcutcheons of the dead? 


| On carth, and in the body plac'd, 


But, when their chains are caſt aſide, 


S 44. An Elegy, dritten in a Country lurch | 


| THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 


| For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 


| 


21 


Fools! if you leſs provok'd your feaps, 
No more my ſpectre- form ee | 


They. make, and then they dread, my ſtings. 
or 
Death's but a path that muft b 


e trod, 
If man would ever paſs to God: 
A port of calms, a fate of eaſe, 


Why, then, thy flowing fable ſtoles, 
Deep pending cypreſs, mourning poles, 


Long palls, drawn hearſes, cover'd ſteeds, 
And plumes of black, that, as they tread, 


Nor can the parted body know, 
Nor wants the Fl, theſe 4 of woe: 
As men who long in priſon dwell, 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
Whene'er their ſuff ring years are run, 
Spring forth to greet the glittering tun; 
Such joy, tho' far tranſcending ſcnic, 
Have pious ſouls at parting hence. 


A few, and evil years, they waſte : 
See the. glad ſcene unfolding wide; 


Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 
And mingle with the blaze of day.“ 


—_— 


Yard. GRAY. 


The lowing herd winds ſlowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darknets and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 

And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 
And drowly tinklings lull the diftant folds; 


Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 
The moping owl does to the Moon complain 
Of ſuch, as, wand'ring near her ſecret bow r, 
Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. * 
Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, | 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould' ring | 


Ezch in his narrow cell for ever laid, Cheap, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 

The breezy call of incenſe- breathing morn, ¶ ſhed, | 
The ſwallow, twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built 

The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the cchoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 
Nor children run to liſp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knces the envied Kils to thare, 


Oft did the harveſt to their fickle yield; WOE 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke 
How jocund did they drive their reams atietd ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy 
ſtroke! | 
S3 Loet 
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+ They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


© ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Let not ambition mock their uſcful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deftiny obſcure 

Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor, 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await, alike, th' inevitable hour; 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 

Wherethro' the long- drawn iile and fretted vault, 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt, 

Back to its manſon call the fleeting breath? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 

Or Flatt'ry ſoothe the dull cold ear of death? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid | 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire: 

Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 
Or wak' d to ecſtaſy the living lyre. 


Put knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of Time, did ne'er unroll; 

Chill Penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 


Full many a gem, of pureſt ray ſerene, 


The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear. 
Full many a flow'r is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſart air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauutleſs breaſt | 
The little tyrant of his ficlds withſtood; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt; 
Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


Th'applauſe of liſt' ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 


To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, 


And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes, 


Their lot forbade: nor circumſcrib'd alone [ fin'd; 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes con- 


Forbade to wade through laughter to a throne, 


And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind; 


The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. 


Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife | 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd valc of life | 


Yet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect, 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhimes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture 
Implores the pailing tribute of a ſigh. [ deck'd, 


Their name, their ycars, ſpelt by th'unletter'd 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply : [muſe, 
And many a holy text around the ftrews, 


Boox I. 


For who, to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being cer reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor caſt one longing, ling'ring, look behind? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires: 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 

Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires, 


For thee, who, mindful of thi'unhonour'd dead, 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If, chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
Some kindred ſpirit ſhall inquire thy fate, 
Haply ſome hoary-headed fivain may ſay, 
„Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn, 
Bruſhing, with taſty ſteps, the dews away, 
To mcet the fun upon the upland lawn. 


There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots fo high, 
His liftlets length at noon-tide would he ſtretchy 


And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 


Hard by yon wood, now {miling, as in ſcorn, 
Mutt'ring his way ward fancies, he would rove; 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree: 
Another came; nor vet beſide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 
The next, with dirges due, in ſad array, { borne 2 
Slow thro' the church-yard path we ſaw him 
Approach and read (for thou canſt read) the lay, 
Gray'd on the ſtone beneatli yon aged thorn,” 


THE EPITAPH. 


| Here refts his head upon the lap of carth, 


A youth to Fortuuc and to Fame unknown; 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large was his bounty, and his foul fincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend : 
He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tcar; [a friend. 
He gain'd from Heav'n ('twas all he wiſh'd) 
No farther ſeek his merits to difcioſc, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
The botom of his Father and his God. 


* 


$ 45. Death. Dr. PoRTEUs, Bb. of London, 


| PAIEND to the wretch whom every friend 


forlakes, | 
I woo thee, Death ! In fancy's fairy paths 
Let the gay ſongſter rove, and gently trill 
The ſtrain of empty joy. Life and its joys 
I leave to thoſe that prize them. At this hour, 
This ſolemn hour, when filence rules the world, 
And wearied nature makes a gen' ral pauſe; 


| Wrapt in night's fable robe, through cloyſters 


That teach the ruſtic inoraliſt to die. 


| And race ply cue by a hong [var 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Of meagre phantoms ſhooting croſs my path 
With ſilent glance, I feck the ſhadowy vale 
Of Death. Decpin a murky cave's receſs, 
Lav'd by Oblivion's liſtleſs ſtream, and fenc'd 
By thclving rocks, and intermingled horrors 
Of vew and cyprets ſhade, from all intruſion 
Of buſy nvoniade beam, the Monarch fits 
In untübſtantial majeſty enthibn'd. 
At his right hand, ncareſt himſelf in place 
And frightruinets of form, his parent Sin 
With fatal induſtry and cruel care 
Buſies herlelf in pointing all his ſtings, 
And tipping every ſhaft with venom drawn 
From her infernal ſtore : around him rang'd 
In terrible array, and mixture ſtrangs 
Ot uncouth ſhapes, ſtand his dread Miniſters, 
Foremoſt Old Age, his natural ally 
And firmeſt friend: next him diſcaſes thick, 
A motley train; Fever, with cheek of fire; 
Conſumption wan; Palſy, half warm with lite, 
And half a clay-clod lump; joint-tort'ring Gout, 
And ever-gnawing Rheum ; Convulſion wild; 
Swoln Dropty; panting Aſthma; Apoplex 
Full-gorg*d. There too the Peſtilence that walks 
In darkuets, and the Sicknets that deftroys 
At broad noon-day. Theſe, and a thoutand more, 
Horrid to tell, attentive wait; and, when 
By Heav'u's command Death waves nis ebonwand, 
Sudden ruth forth to execute his purpoſe, 
And ſcatte: defolatiun o'er the Earth. 
Ill-fated Man, for whom tucl various forms 
Of mis'ry wait, and mark their future prey! 
Ah! why, all-rigntcous Father, didſt thou make 
This creature, Man? why wake th*uncontciou- 
To life and wretchednefs ? O better far | duſt 
Still had he flept in uncreated night, 
If this the lot of Being! Was it for this 
Thy Breath divine kindlcd within his breaſt 
The vital flame ? For this was thy fair image 
Stampt on his foul in godlike lincamenats ? 
For this dominion giv'n him abſolute 
er all thy works, only that e might reign 
upreme in woe? From the bleſt ſource of Good. 
-ould Pain and Death proceed? Could fuch foulills 
Fall from fair Mercy's hands? Far be the thought, 
The impious thought! God never made acreature 
But what was good. He made a /zving Soul; 
The wretched Mortal was the work of Man. 


Forth from his Maker's hands he ſprung to life, 


reth with immortal bloom; no pain he Knew, 

vo fear of change, no check to his defires, | ſtood 

ave one command. That one command, which 

Twixt him and Death, the teſt of his obedience, 
rg'd on by wanton curiofity, | my 
broke. Thcre in one moment was undone 

ic faireſt of God's works. The ſame raſh hand, 

at pluek'd in evil hour the fatal fruit, 

arr*d the gates of Hell, and let looſe Sin 

U Death, and all the family of Pain, 

Iprey upon Mankind. Young Nature ſaw 

T\monſtrous crew, and ſhook thro'all her frame. 

'T 1 fled her new-born luſtre, then began 

Hoen's cheerful face to low'r, then vapours 


choak d 


SACRED AND MORAL: 


1W 


= 


273 
The troubled air, and form'd a veil of clouds 
To hide the willing Sun. The earth convuls'd 
With painful throes threw forth a briſtly crop. 
Of thorns and briars; and Inſect, Bird, and Beaſt, 
That wont before with admiration fond . 
To gaze at Man, and fearleſs crowd around him, 
Now fled before his face, thunning in haſte 
Th'infection of his miſery. He alone 
Who juſtly might, th'offended Lord of Man, 
Turn'd not away his face; he, full of pity, 
Forſook not in this uttermoſt diſtreſs | 
His beſt lov'd work. That comfort ſtill remain'd 
(That beft, that greateſt comfort in affliction) 
The countenance of God, and thro? the gloom . 
Shot forth ſome kindly glcams, tocheer and warm 


Th'offender's ſinking ſoul. Hope ſent from Heav'n 


Uprais'd his drooping head, and ſhew'd afar 

A happier ſcene of things; the Promis'd Seed 

Trampling upon the Serpent's humbled creſt; 

| Death of his ſting diſarm'd; and the dark grave, 

Made pervious to the realms of endleſs day, 

No more the limit but the gate of life. [ground, 
Chcer'd with the view, Man went to till the 


| From whence he role; ſentenc'd indeed to toil 


As to a puniſhment, yet (ev'n in wrath, 

So merciful is Heav'n) this toil became 

The folace of his woes, the [weet employ 

Of many a live-long hour, and ſureſt guard 
Againſt Diſeaſe and Death. Death, tho'denounc'd, 
Was yet a diſtant ill, by feeble arm 

Of Age, his ſole ſupport, led flowly on. 

Not then, as ſince, the ſhort-liv'd ſons of men 
Flock'd to his realms in countleſs multitudes; - 
Scarce in the courſe of twice five hundred years, 
One ſolitary ghoſt went ſhiv'ring down 
To his unpeopled ſhore. In ſober ſtate, 
Through the ſequeſter'd vale of rural life, 
The venerable Patriarch guileleſs held 
The tenor of his way; Labour prepar'd 


| His fimple fare, and Temp'rance rul'd his board. 


Tir'd with his daily toil, at early eve 

He funk to ſudden reſt; gentle and pure 

As breath of evening Zephyr, and as ſweet, 
Were all his flumbers; with the Sun he roſe, 
Alert and vigorous as He, to run { ſtrength 
His deftin'd courſe. Thus nerv'd with giant 
He ftemm'd the tide of time, and ſtood the thock 


| Of ages rolling harmleſs o'er his head. 


At hite's meridian point arriv'd, he ſtood, + 
And looking round, ſaw all the valleys fill'd 
With nations from his loins; full-well content 
To leave his race thus ſcatter d o'er the earth, 
Along i gentle ſlope of life's decline 
He bent his gradual way, till full of years, 
| He dropt like mellow fruit into his grave. 

Such in the infancy of Time was Man; 
So calm was life, ſo impotent was Death! 
O had he but preſerv'd theſe few remains, 
The fhatter'd fragments, of loſt happineſs, 
Snatch'd by the hand of Heav'n from the fad wreck 
Ok innocence primzval ; ſtill had he liv'd 
In ruin great; tho? fall'n, yet not forlorn; ; 
Though mortal, yet not every where beſet 
ith Death in every ſhape ! But he, 3 N 
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From univerſal ruin. 
Great God of Hoſts, nor let thy creatures fall 
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To be completely wretched, haſtes to fill up 
The meaſure of his wocs, — Twas Man himſelf 
Brought Death into the world; and Man himſelf 
Gave keenneſs to his darts, quicken'd his pace, 
And multipiy'd deſtruction on mankind, 

Firſt Envy, eldeſt- born of Hell, embrued. 
Her hands in blood, and taught the Sons of Men 
o make a Death which Nature never made, 

nd God abhorr'd; with violence rude to break 
he thread of life ere half its length was run, 
And rob a wretched brother of his being. 
With joy Ambition favs, and ſoon improv'd 
The execrable deed. Twas not enough 
By ſubtle fraud to ſnatch a ſingle life, 
Puny impiety! whole kingdoms fell 
To fate the luft of power: more horrid ſtill, 
The fouleſt ſtain and ſcandal of our nature, 
Became its boaſt. One Murder made a Villain; 
Millions a Hero. Princes were privileg'd _ 


To kill, and numbers ſanctiſied the crime. 


Ah! why will Kings forget that they are Men? 
And Men that they are brethren? Why delight 
In human ſacrifice? Why burſt the tics 

Of Nature, that ſhould knit their fouls together 
In one ſoft bond of amity and love? 

Yet till they breathe deſtruction, ſtill go on 
Iuhumanly ingenious to find out 

New pains for life, new terrors for the grave, 
Artiſicers of Death! Still Monarchs dream 

Of univerſal empire growing up 

Blaſt the deſign, 


Unpitied victims at Ambition's ſhrine! 

Vet ſay, ſhould Tyrants learn at laſt to feel, 
And the loud din of battle ceaſe to bray 
Should dove-eyed Peace o'er all the earth extend 
Her olive branch, and give the world repoſe, 
Would Death be foil'd? Would health, and 

ſtrength, and youth 
Defy his pow'r? Has he no arts in ſtore, 
No other ſhafts ſave thoſe of war? Alas! 


Ev'n in the ſmile of Peace, that (mile which ſheds 


A hcav'nly ſunſhiue oer the ſoul, there baſks 
That ſerpen Luxury. War its thoulands flays; 
Peace its ten thouſands. In th'embattled plain, 
Tho? Death exults, and claps his raven wings, 
Yer rc.gns he net ev'n there ſo abſolute, 
So mercileſs, as in yon frantic ſcenes 
Of midnight revel and tymultuous mirth, 
Where in th' intoxicating draught conceal'd, 
Or couch'd bencath the glance of lawleſs love, 
H ſnarestheſimple youth, whonuughtfufbeching, 
Means to be bleſt—bur finds himſelf s one. 
Down the ſmooth ſtrezm of lifethe ſtripling darts, 
Gay as the morn ; bright glows the vernal ſky, 
Hope ſwells his ſails, and paſſion ſteers his courſe. 
Safe glides his little bark along the thore 
Where virtue takes her and ; but if too far 
He launches forth beyond difcretion's mark, 
Sudden the tempeſt ſcow!s, the ſurges roar, 
Blot is fair day, and plunge lum 1a the deep. 
O ſad but ſure miſchance! O happier far 
To lie le Sallaut Howe 'midit Indian wilds 
A vicilils core, cut of dy fayage hands 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| 


On ſom? {ad deſart ſhore! At dead of night 
| | : | 
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In earlieſt prime, a generous ſacrifice 
To freedom's holy cauſe; than fo to fall, 
Torn unmature from life's meridian joys, 

A prey to Vice, Intemp'rance, and Dilcaſe, 
Yet dic ev'n thus, thus rather periſh ſtill 
Ye Sons of Pleaſure, by th' Almighty ſtrick'n, 

Than ever dare (though oft, alas ! ye dare) 

To lift againſt yourſelves the murd'rous ſteel, 
To wreſt from God's own hand the ſword of 
Juſtice, | | 
And be your own avengers ! Hold, raſh Man, 

Though with anticipating ſpeed thou'ſt rang'd 
Through every region n delight, nor left 

One joy to gild the evening of thy days; 
Though life ſeem one uncomfortable void, 
Guilt at thy heels, before thy face deſpair ; 

Yet gay this ſcene, and light this load of woe, 
Compar'd with thy hereafter. Think, O think, 
And, ere thou plunge into the vaſt abylis, 

Pauſe on the verge a while: look down and ſee 
Thy future manſion. Why that ſtart of horror? 
From thy flack hand why drops th'uplifted feel ? 
Didſt thou not think ſuch vengeance muſt await 
The wretch, that with his crimes all freth about 
Ruſhes irreverent, unprepar'd, uncatl'd, (him 
Into his Maker's preſence, throwing back ;. 
With infolent diſdain his choiceſt gift? 
Live then, while Heav*n in pity lends thee life, 
And think it all too ſhort to waſh away, 

By penitential tears and deep contrition, 

The ſcarlet of thy crimes. So ſhalt thou find 
Reſt to thy ſoul; ſo unappall'd ſhalt meet 
Death when he comes, not wantonly invite 

His ling'ring ſtroke. Be it thy ſole concern 
With innocence to live: with patience wait 
Th'appointed hour; too ſoon that hour will come, 
Tio? Nature run her courſe. But Nature's God, 
it need require, by thouſand various ways, 
Without thy aid, can ſhorten that ſhort ſpan, _ 
And quench the lamp of life. O when he comes, 
Pous'd by the cry of wickednets extreme, | 
To Heav'n aſcending from ſome guilty land, 
Now ripe for vengeance; when he comes array'd 
In all the terrors of Almighty wrath, 

Forth from his boſom plucks his ling'rirg arm, 
And on the miſcreants pours deſtruction down; 
Who can abide his coming? Who can bear 
His whole diſpleaſure? In no common form 
Death then appears, but ſtarting into ſize 
Knormous, mcatures with gigantic ſtride 
Th'aſtoniſn'd Earth, and from his looks throws 
Unutterable horror and diſmay. [ round 


| All Nature lends her aid. Each Element 


Arms in lus cauſe. Ope fly the doors of Heav'n ; 
The fountains of the deep their barriers break 
Above, below, the rival torrents pour, 

And drown Creation; or in floods of fre 
Deſcends a livid cataraft, and conſumes 

An impious race. Sometimes, when all ſeems peac 
Wakes the grim whirlwind, andwith rude embrg 


i Sweeps nations to their grave, or in the deep | 


Whelms the proud wooden world; full mana 
Floats on his wat'ry bier, or lies unwept [you 


[n 
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In ſullen filence ſtalks forth Peſtilence: 
Contagion cloſe behind taints all her ſteps 
With pois'nous dew ; no ſmiting hand is ſeen, 
No ſound is heard, but ſoon her ſecret path 
Is mark'd with deſolation; heaps on heaps 
Promiſcuous drop. No friend, no refuge, near; 
All, all, is falſe and treacherous around ; 
All that they touch, or taſte, or breathe, is Death. 
But ah ! what means that ruinous roar ? why fail 
Theſe tott' ring feet? Earth to its center feels 
The Godhead's power, and trembling at his touch 
Through all its pillars, and in ev'ry pore, 
Hurls to the ground, with one convulſive heave, 
Precipitating domes, and towns, and tow'rs, 
The work of ages. Crulh'd beneath the we 
Of gen'ral devaſtation, millions find 
One common grave; not ev'n a widow left 
To wail her ſons : the houſe, that ſhould protect, 
Fntombs its maſter ; and the faithleſs plain, 
If there he flies for help, with ſudden yawn 
Starts from beneath him. Shicld me, gracious 
Heav'n, | 
O ſnatch me from deſtruction! If this Globe, 
This ſolid Globe, which thine own hand hath made 
So firm and ſure, if this my ſteps betray ; 
If my own mother Earth, from whence I ſprung, 
Rite up with rage unnatural to devour 
Her wretched offspring, whither thall I fly? 
Where look for ſuccour? Where, but up to thee, 
Almighty Father ? Save, O fave, thy ſuppliant 
From horrors ſuch as theſc! At thy good time 
Let Death approach; I reck not let him but come 
In genuine form, not with thy vengeance arm'd, 
Too much for man to bear. O rather lend 
Thy kindly aid to mitigate his ſtroke; 
And at that hour when all aghaſt I ſtand. 
(A trembling candidate for thy compaſſion) 
On this World's brink, and look into the next; 
When ry foul, ſtarting from the dark unknown, 
Cafts back a wiſhful look, and fondly clings 
_ To her frail prop, unwilling to be wrench'd 
From this fair ſcene, from all her cuſtom'd joys, 
And all the lovely relatives of life; 
Then ſhed thy comforts o'er me, then put on 
The gentleſt of thy looks. Let no dark crimes, 
In all their hideous forms then ſtarting up, 
Plant themſelves round my couch in grim array, 
And ſtab my bleeding heart with two-edg d 
torture, ö | 
Senſe of paſt guilt, and dread of future woe. 
Far be the ghaſtly crew ! And in their ſtead 
Let cheerful Memory from her pureſt cells 
L ad forth a goodly train of Virtues fair, 
Cheriſh'd in carlieſt youth, now paying back 
With tenfold uſury the pious care, 5 
And pouring o'er my wounds the heav'nly balm 
Of conſcious innocence. But chiefly, Thou, 


ight 


Whom ſoft-eyed Pity once led down from Heav'n 
To bleed for man, to teach him how to live, 
And, oh! til} harder Ictlon ! how to die; 
Diidain not Thou to ſmooth the reſtleſs bed 

Ot Sickneſs and of Pain. Forgive the tcar 
Thar fecble Nature drops, calm all her fears, 
Wake all her hopes, 


and animate her fauh, 
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| Dark as was Chaos ere the infant Sun 


2 
Till my rapt Soul, anticipating Heav'n, 

Burſts from the thraldom of incumb'ring clay, 
And on the wing of Ecſtaſy upborne, £54 
Springs into Liberty, and Light, and Life. 


$ 45. The Grave, BLAIR. ; 

The houſe appointed for all living. Jos. 

WHILST ſome affect the fun, and ſome the 
ſhade | 

Some flee the city, ſome the hermitape, 
Their aims as various as the roads they take 
In journeying through life; the taſk be mine 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the tomb ; 
Th'appointed place of rendezvous, where all 


| Theſe trav'llers meet. Thy ſuccours I implore, 


Erernal King ! whoſe potent arm ſuſtains 


| The keys of hell and death. The Grave, dread 


thing ! nM 
Men ſhiver when thou'rt nam'd : Nature appal'd 


| Shakes off her wonted firmneſs. Ah! how dark 


Thy long- extended realms, and rueful waſtes; 
Where nought but filence reigns, and night, dark 
ry [ night, 
Was roll'd together, or had tried its beams 
Athwart the gloom profound ! The fickly taper, 
By glimm'ring thro” thy low-brow'd miſty vaults, 
Furr'd round with mouldy damps, and ropy ſlime, 


Lets fall a ſupernumerary horror, 
| And only ſerves to make thy night more irkſome. 


Well do I know thee by thy truſty yew, 
Cheerl:fs, unſocial plant! that loves to dwell 


| 'Midſt ſculls and cofhns, epitaphs and worms; 


Where light-heel'd ghoſts, and viſionary ſhades, 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 
Embodied thick, perform their myſtic rounds. 
No other merriment, dull tree! 1s thine. | 
Sce yonder hallow'd fane! the pious work 
Of names once fam'd, now dubious or forgot, 
And buricd midſt the wreck of things which were: 
There he interr'd the more illuſtrious dead. 
The wind is up: hark! how it howls ! Methinks, 
Till now, I never heard a ſound fo dreary : [bird 
Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul 
Rook'd in the ſpire ſcreams loud; the gloomy ifles 
Black plaſter'd, and hung round with ſhreds of 
| ſcutchcons, | 
And tatter'd coats of arms, ſend back the ſound 
Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 
The manſions of the dead. Rous'd from their 
In grim array the grizly ſpectres riſe, ¶ ſlumbers, 


| Grin horrible, and obſtinately ſullen 


Paſs and repaſs, huſh'd as the foot of night. 
Again! the ſcreech- owl ſhrieks: ungracious found! 
l' hear no more; it makes one's blood run chill. 
Quite round the pile, a row of rev'rend elms, 
Cozval near with that, all ragged ſhew, 
Long laſh'd by the rude winds: ſome rift half down 
Ther branchleſs trunks; others ſo thin a-top, 
That ſcarce two crows could lodge in the fame 
tree. 9 [ pen'd here: 
Strange things, the ncighbours ſay, have hap- 


Wild ſhrieks have iſſued from che hollow tombs , 
| | | | t V. 
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Dead men have come again, and walk'd about; 


And the great bell has toll'd, unrung, untouch'd. 


Such talcs their cheer, at wake or goftiping, 
When it draws ncar to witching-time of night. 


Ott in the lone church-yard at nigt.t I've ſcen, 
By glimpſe of moon-ſhine, cheq'ring thro' the 


trees, 


The ſchool- boy, with his ſatchel in his hand, © 


Whiſtling aloud to bear his courage up, 

And lightly tripping o'er the long flat ſtones 
(W ith nettles ſkirted, and with moſs o'ergrown) 
That tell in homely phrafe who lic below; 


dudden he ſtarts! and hears, or thinks he hears, 


The ſound of ſomething purring at his heels: 
Full faſt he flies, and dates not look behind him, 
Till cut of breath he overtakes his fellows; 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 

Of horrid apparition, tall and ghaſt ly, | 
That walks at dead of night, or takes his ſtand 
O er ſome new-open d grave; and, ſtrange to tell! 
Evanithes at crowing of the cock. 

The new-made widow too I've ſometimes ſpied, 
Sad ßght! flow moving o'cr the proſtrate dead: 
Liſtloſs, the crawls along in dolctul black, 
While burſts of forrow guth from either eye, 
Faſt-falling down her now untaſted check. 
Prone on the lonely grave of the dear man 
She drops; whilft buty meddling memory 
In barbarous ſucceſſion, muſters up : 
The paſt endearments of their ſofter hours, 
Tenacious of its theme Still, ſtill the thinks 
She ſees him, and indulging the fond thought, 
Clings yet more cloſely to the ſenſeleſs turf, 


Nor hccds the paſſenger who looks that Wav. 
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Branding our laughter with the name of madneſz, 
Where are the jeſters now? the man of health 
Complextonally pleaſant ? where the drol! : 


} Whole ev'ry look and geſture was a joke 


To c{pping theatres and ſhouting crowds, 

And made ev n thick-lipp'd muſing Melancholy 

To gather up her face into a ſmile | 

Before the was aware? Ah! ſullen now, 

And dumb as the green turf that covers them 
W here arc the mighty thundeybolts of war? 

The Roman Cæſars and the Grecian chiefs, 

| The boaſt of ſtory ? Where the hot-brain'd youth 

Who the tiara at his pleaſure tore 

From kings of all the then diſcover'd globe; 

And cricd, forſooth, becauſe his arm was ham- 

And had not room enoughto do its work ? | per'd, 

Alas! how flim, diſhonourably ſlim ! 

And cramin'd into a ſpace we bluſh to name. 

Proud royalty! how alter'd in thy looks 

How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue! 

Son of the morning! whither art thou gone ? 

Where haſt thou hid thy many-ſpangled head, 

And the majeſtic menace of thine cycs 

Felt from afar? Pliant and pow'rlets now, 

Like new-born infant bound up in his ſwathes, 


| Or victim tumbled flat upon his back, 


That throbs beneath the facriticer's knife: 
Mute muſt thou bear the ſtrife of little tongues, 
And coward inſults of the baſe- born crowd, 
That grudge a privilege thou never hadſt, 
But only hop'd for in the peaceful Grave, 

Ot being unmoleſted and alone. 

Araby's gums and odoriferous drugs, 

And honours by the heralds duly paid 


Inv idious Grave! how doſt thou rend in {under In mode and form, ev'n to a very ſeruple; 


Whom love has knit, and ſympathy made one! 
A tic more ſtubborn far than nature's band. 
Friendſhip! myſterious cement of the ſoul ! 
Sweet 'ner of life, and folder of ſociety ! 

I owe thee much. Thou haſt delerv'd from me, 
Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 

Oft have I prov'd the labours of thy love, 

And the warm efforts of the gent }cheart 
Anxious to pleaſe. O] when my friend and I 
In ſome thick wood have wander cheedleſs on, 
Hid from the vulgar eve 21 (ia tus down 
Upon the ſloping cowſlip-cover'd bank, 

Where the pure limpid ſtream has ſlid along 


In gratcful errors thro' the underwood [| thrufh 


Sweet murm ring; methought, the ſhrill-tongued 
Mended his ſong of love; the footy blackbird 
Mellow'd his pipe, and ſoften d ev'ry note; 
The eglantine ſmell'd ſweeter, and the roſe 


Aſſum d a dye more deep; whilit ev'ry flow'r - 


Vied with his fellow-plant in luxury 
Of dreſs. Oh! then the longeſt ſummer's day 


Scem'd too, too much in haſte; ſtill the full heart 


Had not imparted half: 'twas happineſs 
Too exquiſite to laſt, Of joys departed, 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 
Dull Grave! thou ſpoil'ſt the dance of youth- 
ful blond, 


Strik'ſt out the dimple from the check of mirth, 


And ev'ry ſmirking feature from the face; 


O crucl irony! theſe come too late; 

And only mock whom they were meant to honor, 

Surcly, there's not a dungeon-llave that's buricd 

In the lighway, unſhrouded and uncoffin'd, 

But hes as ſoft, and ſleeps as ſound, as he. 

Sorry pre-eminence of high deſcent 

Above the vuigar-born, to rot in ſtate ! on, 
But ſec! the well- plum'd hearſe comes nedding 

Stately and ſlow; and properly attended 

By the whole fable tribe, that painful watch 

The ſick man's door, and live upon the dead, 

By letting out their perſons by the hour 

To mimic ſorrow, when the heart's not fad ! 

How rich the trappings, now they re all unfurl'd. 

And glitt'ring in the ſun ! triumphant entries 


| Of conquerors, and coronation pomps, 


In glory ſcarce exceed. Great gluts of people 

Retard th' unwieldy ſhow ; whilſt from the 
caſements, | 

And houſcs tops, ranks behind ranks cloſe wedg'd, 

Hang bellying o'er. But tell us, why this wattc? 

Why this ado in carthing up a carcaſe 

That's fall'n into diſgrace, and in the noſtril 

Smells horrible? Ye undertakers! tell us, 

Midſt all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 

Why 1s the principal conceal'd, for which 

You make this mighty ſtir? Tis wiſely done: 

What would oftend the eye in a good picture, 


The Painter caſts diſcreetly into ſhades. | 
| | Proud 
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Proud lineage, now how little thou appear'ſt! 
Below the envy of the private man! 
Honor, that meddleſome officious ill, | 
Puriues thee e' en to death; nor there ſtops ſhort, 
Strange perſecution ! when the grave itfe}f 
ls no protection from rude ſufferance. Me 
Abſurd ! to think to over-reach the grave, 
And from the wreck of names to reſcue ours! 
The beſt concerted ſchemes men lay for fame 
Die faſt away: only themſelves die faſter. 
The far- fam'd ſculptor, and the laurel'd bard, 
Thoſe bold inſurers of eternal fame, 
Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 
The tap'ring pyramid, th'Egyptian's pride, 
And wonder ot the world! wholc ſpiky top 
Has wounded tlie thick cloud, and long outliv'd 
The angry ſhaking of the winter's ſtorm; 
Yet ſpent at laſt by th' injuries of heav'n, 
natter'd with age, and furrow'd o'er with years, 
Tie myltic cone with hieroglyphics cruſted, 
Gives way. O lainentable tight ! at once 
The labour of whole ages lumbers down; 
A hideous and mil-ſhapen length of ruins. 
Sepulchral columns wreſtle but in vain 
With all-tubdning I ime ; her cank'ring hand 
With calm deliberate malice waſtcth them : 
Worn on the edge of days, the bras conſumes, 
The butto moulders, and the deep-cut marble, 
Unſteady to the ſteel, gives up its charge. 
Ambition, halt convicted of her folly, | 
Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale. 
Here all the mighty troublers of the carth 
Who lwam to ſov'reign rule thro? ſeas of blood; 
Th'oppreſſive, ſturdy, man- deſtroying villains, 
Who ravag'd Kingdoms, and laid empires waſte, 
And in a cruel wantonnets of pow'r 
Thinn'd ſtates of half their people, and gave up 
To want tlie reſt ; now, hke a ſtorm that's ſpent, 
Lie huſh'd, and incanly ſneak benind thy covert. 
Vain thought! to hide them from the gen ral ſcorn 
That haunts and dogs them like an injur'd ghoſt 
Implacable. Here too, the petty tyrant, | 
Whole icant domains geographer ne'er notic'd, 
And, well forneighb'ring grounds,of arm as thort, 
Who fix'd his iron talons on the poor, 
And grip'd them like ſome lordly bcaft of prey, 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hunger, 
And piteous plaintive voice of miſery 
(As if a ſlave was not a ſhred of nature, 
Of the fame common nature with his lord); 
Now tame and humble, like a child that's whipp'd, 
Shakes hands with duſt, and calls the worm his 
| kinſman ; : 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Under ground 
Precedency's a jeſt ; vaſſal and lord, 
Groſsly familiar, ſide by ſide conſume. | 
When ſelf-eſteem, or others adulation, 
Vould cunningly perſuade us we were ſomething 
bove the common level of our kind; {flatt'ry, 
The grave gainſays the ſmooth-complexion'd 
And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. 
Beauty] thou pretty plaything ! dear deceit | 
That ſteals ſo ſoftly o'er the ſtripling's heart, 
Aud gives it a new pulſe unknown before! 
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27 
The grave diſcredits thee: thy charms expung'ds 
Thy roles faded, and thy lilies ſoil'd, r | 

What haſt thou more to boaſt of? Will thy lovers 


Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage? 
Methinks I fee thee with thy head low laid? 
Whiiſt ſurfeited upon thy damaſk cheek, | 
The high-fed worm, in 2 volumes roll'd, 
For this was all thy caution? 
For this thy painful labours at thy glaſs, 
T'improve thoſe charms, and keep them in repair, 
For which the ſpoiler thanks thee not? Foul feeder! 
Coartc fare and carrion pleaſe thee full as well, 
And leave as keen a reliſh on the ſenſe. 
Look how the fair one weeps! the conſcious tears 
Stand thick as dew- drops on the bells of flow'rs; 
Honeſt effuſion! the {woln heart in vain 
Works hard to put a gloſs on its diſtreſs. 
Strength, too! thou ſurly, and leſs gentle boaſt 
Of thoſe that laugh loud at the village ring 
A fit of common ſickneſs pulls thee down, 
With greatercaſe than e'er thou didſt the ſtripling 


That raſhly dar'd thee to th'unequal fight. 


What groan was that I heard? deep groan indeed! 
With anguith heavy laden! let me trace it: 
Frqny yonder hed it comes, where the ſtrong man 
By ſtrönger arm belabour'd, gaſps for breath 
Like a hard-hunted beaſt. How his great heart 
Beats thick ! his roomy cheſt by far too ſcant 
To give the lungs full play! What now avail | 
The ſtrong- built ſinewy limbs, and well-ſpread 
Ihoulders ? 
See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 
Mad with his pain! eager he catches hold 
Of what comes next to hand, and graſps it hard, 
Juſt like a creature drowning ! hideous fight ! 
Oh! how his eyes ſtand out, and ſtare full ghattly ! 
Whilſt the diſtemper's rank and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow croſs bis bowels, 
And drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan * 
It was his laſt, Sce how the great Goliath, 
Juſt like a child that brav d itſelf to reſt, | voaſter ! 
Lies ſtill. What mean'ſt thou then, O mighty 
To vaunt of nerves of thine? What means the bull, 
Uncoricious of his ſtrength, to play the coward, 
And flee before a feeble thing like man; 
That, knowing well the flackneſs of his arm, 


| Truſts only in the well-invented knife ! 


With fiudy pale, and midnight vigils ſpent 
The ftar-turveying ſage, cloſe to his eye 


Applies the ſight-1nvigorating tube; 


Aud trav*llingthro* the boundlefs length of ſpace, 
Marks well the courles of the far- ſeen orbs, 
That roll with regular confuhon there, 
In ecſtaly of thought. But ah! proud man ! 
Great heights are hazardous to the weak head: 
Soon, very ſoon, thy firmeſt footing fails; | 
And down thou dropp'ft into that darkſome place, 
Where nor device nor knowledge ever came. 
Here the tongue-warrior lies! diſabled now, 
Diſarm'd, diſhonour'd, like a wretch that's gagg'd, 
And cannot tell his ail to paſſers-by. {[ change ? 
Great man of language ! whence this might 
This dumb deſpair, and drooping of the head? 
Though ſtrong perſuaſion hung upon thy lip, : 


* 
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And fly Infinuation's ſofter arts 
In ambufn tay about thy flowing tongue; 


Alas! how chop-fall'nnow! thick miſts and Glence 
Reſt, like a weary cloud, upon thy breaſt 


Unceafing. Ah! where is the lifted arm, 

The ſtrength of action, and the force of words, | 

The welt-turn'd period, and the well -tun'd voice, 

With all the leſſer ornaments of phraſe 2 

Ah ! fled for ever, as they ne'er had been! 

Raz'd from the book of fame: or, more provoking, 

Perhaps ſome hackney hunger-bitten ſcribbler 

Infults thy memory, and blots thy tomb 

With long flat narrative, or duller rhimes 

With heavy halting pace that drawl along; 

Enough to rouſe a dead man into rage, 

And warm with red reſentment the wan check. 

Here the great maſters of the healing art, 

Theſe mighty mock defrauders of the tomb! 

Spite of their juleps and catholicons, 

Reſign to fate. Proud Ztculapius* fon, 

Where are thy boaſted implements of art, 

And all thy well-cramm'd magazines of health? 

Nor hill, nor vale, as far as ſhip could go, 

Nor margin of the gravel-bottom'd brook, 

Eſcap'd thy rifling hand: from ſtubborn ſhrubs 

Thou wrung'ſt their ſhy retiring virtues out, 

Aud vex'd them in the fire: nor fly, nor inſect, 

Nor writhy ſnake, eſcap'd thy deep reſearch. 

But why this apparatus ? why this coft ? | 

Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the grave! 

Where are thy recipes and cordials now, 

With the long lift of vouchers for thy cures ? 

Alas! thou ſpeakeſt not. The bold impoſtor 

Looks not more ſilly, when the cheat's found out. 
Here the lank-ſided miſcr, worſt of felons! 

Who meanly ftole, diſcreditable ſhift! 

From back and belly too, their proper cheer 

Eas'd of a tax it irk'd the wretch to pay 

To his own carcaſe, now lies cheaply lodg'd, | 

By clam'rous appetites no longer teaz'd, 

Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs. 

But, ah! where are his rents, his comings in? 

_ Ave! now you've made the rich man poor indeed: 

Robb'd of his gods, what has he left behind: 

O curled luſt of gold! when for thy fake 

The fool throws up his int'reſt in both worlds, 

Firſt ſtarv'd in this, then damn'd in that to come. 
How ſhocking muſt thy ſummons be, O Death! 

To him that is at eaſe in his poſſeſſions; 

Who, counting on long years of pleaſure here, 

Is quite unfurniſh'd for that world to come! 

In that dread moment, how the frantic foul 

© Raves round the walls of her clay tenement, 

Runs to cach avenue, and fhricks for help, 

Bur ſhricks in vain ! how withfully ſhe looks 

On all ſhe's leaving, now no longer hers ! 

A little longer, vet a little longer, 

O might the fiay to waſh away her ſtains, 

An fit her for her ps#4ge ! mournful fight ! 

Her very eyes weep blood; and ev'ry groan 

She heaves is big with horror: but the foc, 

Like a ſtaupch murd'rer ſteady to his purpoſe, 

Purſues her cloſe through ev'ry lane of life, 


And look u 
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Till, forc'd at laſt to the tremendous verge, 
At once ſhe ſinks to everlaſting ruin, 

Sure *tis a ferious thing to die! my ſoul ! 
What a ſtrange moment muſt it be, when near 
Thy journey's end thou haſt the gulph in view! 
That awful gulph no mortal e'er repaſs'd 
To tell what's doing on the other fide ! 
Nature runs back and ſhudders at the ſight, 
Andev'ry life-ſtring bleeds at thoughts of parting! 
For part they muſt : body and foul muſt part; 
Fond couple! link'd more cloſe than wedded pair, 
This wings its way to its Almighty Source, 
The witneſs of its actions, now its judge; 
That drops into the dark and noiſome grave, 


| Like a diſabled pitcher of no uſe. 


If death was nothing, and nought after death; 
If, when men died, at once they ceas'd to be, 
Returning to the barren womb of nothing, [che 


| Whence firſt they ſprung; then might the debau- 


Untrembling mouth the heav'ns; then might the 
drunkard | 
Reel over his full bowl, and when 'tis drain'd, 
Fill up another to the brim, and laugh | wretch 
At the poor bug-bear Death; then might tic 
That's weary of the world, and tir'd of life, 
At once gige each inquietude the flip, 
By ſtcaling out of being when he pleas'd, 
And by what way; whether by hemp or ſteel: 
Death's thouſand doors ſtand open. Who could 
The ill-pleas'd gueſt to fit out his full time, [ force 
Or blame him if he goes? Sure! he does well 
That helps himſelf as timcly as he can. 
When able. But if there is an hereafter, 
And that there is, conſcience uninfluenc'd, 


| And ſuffer'd to ſpeak out, tells ev'ry man, 


Then muſt it be an awful thing to die; 

More horrid yet to die by one's own hand. 
Self-murder ! name it not; our iſland's ſhame, 
That makes her the reproach of neighb'ring ſtates. 
Shall nature, ſwerving from her earlieſt dictate, 


Self- preſervation, fall by her own act? 


Forbid it, Heav'n ! let not upon diſguſt 
The ſhameleſs hand be foully crimſon'd o'er 
With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attempt! 
Juſt reeking from ſelf-ſlaughter, in a rage 
To ruſh into the preſence of our Judge ! 
As if we challeng'd him to do his worſt, 
And matter'd not his wrath. Unheard-of tortures 
Mutt be reſcrv'd for ſuch: theſe herd together; 
The common damn'd ſhun their ſocicty, 

on themſelves as fiends leſs foul. 
Our time 1s Aud and all our days are number d ; 
How long, how ſhort, we know not: this we Eno, 
Duty requires we calmly wait the ſummons, 
Nor dare to ſtir till Heav'n ſhall give pemiſſion. 
Like centries that muſt keep their deſtin d ſtand, 
And wait th'appointed hour, till they're reliev.d. 
Thoſe only arc the brave who keep their ground, 


And keep it to the laſt. To run away 


Is but a coward's trick : to run away 

From this world's ills, that at the very worſt 
Will ſoon blow o'cr, thinking to mend ourſclves 
By boldly vent'ring on a world unknown, 


Nor miſſes once the track, but preſſes on; 


And plunging headlong in the dark; 'tis 225 ; 
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No frenzy half ſo deſperate as this. 
Tell us, ye dead! will none of you in pity 
To thoſe you left behind diſcloſe the ſecret ? 
0 


0! that ſome courteous ghoſt would blab it out, 
What *tis you are, and we muſt ſhortly be. 
re heard, that ſouls departed have fometimes | 
Forewarn'd men of their dez.th : 'twas kindly done 
To knock and giveth*alarum. But what means 
This ſtinted charity? ”tis but lame Kindneſs 
That does its work by halves. Why might you not 
Tell us what 'tis to die? Do the ſtrict laws 
Of your ſociety forbid your ſpeaking 
Upon a point ſo nice? I'll aſk no more; 
Sullen, like lamps in ſepulchres, your ſhine 
Enlightens but yourſelves : well-—*tis no matter: 
A very little time will clear up all, 
And make us lcarn'd as you are, and as cloſe, 
Death's ſhafts fly thick ! Here falls the village 
ſwain, N | [round, 
And there his pamper*d lord! The cup goes 
And who fo artful as to put it by? 
'Tis long fince death had the majority; 
Yet, ſtrange! the living lay it not to heart. 
See yonder maker of the dead man's bed, 
The ſexton, hoary-headed chronicle! 
Of hard unmcaning face, down which ne'er ſtole 
A gentle tear; with mattock in his hand 
Digs throꝰ whole rows of kindred and acquaintance 
By far his jurors! Scarce a ſcull's caſt up, 
But well he knew its owner, and can tell _ 
Some pallage of his life. Thus, hand in hand, 
The fot has walk d with death twice twenty ycars; 
And yet ne'er younker on the green laughs louder, 
Or clubs a ſmuttier tale: when drunkards meet, 
None ſings a merrier catch, or lends a hand [not 
More willing to his cup. Poor wretch ! he minds 
That ſoon icme truſty brother of the trade 
Shall do for him what he has done for thouſands, 
On this ſide, and on that, men fee their friends 
Drop off, like leaves in autumn; yet launch out 
Into fantaſtic ſchemes, which the long livers. 
In the world's hale and undegen'rate days 
Could ſcarce have lciture for; tools that we are! 
Never to think of death and of ourſelves 
At the ſame time! as if to learn to die | 
Were no concern of ours. O more than ſottifſh ! 
For creatures of a day, in gameſome mood 
To frolic on cternity's dread brink, 
Unapprehenfive ; when for aught we know 
The very firſt ſwoln ſurge ſhall ſweep us in, 
Think we, or think we not, time hurries on 
With a reſiſtleſs unremitting ſtream, 
Yet treads more ſoft than e*cr did midnight thief, 
That flides his hand under the miſer's pillow, 
And carries off his prize. What is this world ? 
What but a ſpacious burial-field unwall'd, 
Strew'd with death's ſpoils, the ſpoils of animals, 
Savage and tame, and full of dead men's bones; 
Ihe very turf on which we tread once liv'd; 
And we that live muſt lend our carcaſes 
o cover our own offspring: in their turns 
They too muſt cover theirs. 'Tis here all meet 
The ſhiv'ring Icelander, and ſun-burnt Moor 
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Andofallcreeds, the Jew, the Turk, the Chriſtian, 
Here the proud prince, and favourite yet prouder, 
His ſov'reign's Lis r, and the people's ſcourge, 
Are huddled out of fight. Here lie abaſh'd 
The great negociators of the earth, 
And cclebrated maſters of the balance, 
Deep read in ſtratagems, and wiles of courts : 
Now vain their treaty-{kill! Death ſcorns to treat. 
Here the o'crloaded ſlave flings down his burthen 
From his gall'd ſhoulders; and when the crucl 
tyrant, 
With all his guards and tools of pow'r about him, 
Is meditating new unheard-of hardſhips, 
Mocks his ſhort arm, and quick as thought eſcapes, 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary reſt. 
Here the warm lover, lcaving the cool ſhade, 
The tell-tale echo, and the bubbling ſtream, 
Time out of mind the fav'rite feats of love, 
Faſt by his gentle miſtreſs lays him down 


Lie cloſe, unmindful of their former feuds, 
The lawn-rob'd prelate, and plain preſbyter, 
Ere while that ſtood aloof, as ſhy to mect, 


- | Familiar mingle here, like ſiſter- ſtreams 


That ſome rude interpoſing rock had ſplit. 

Here is the large-limb'd peaſant; here the child 
Of a ſp. d long, that never ſaw the ſun, 

Nor prels'd the nipple, ſtrangled in life's porch : 
Here is the mother with her ſons and daughters 
The barren wife; the long-demurring maid, 
Whoſe lonely unappropriated ſweets 

Smil'd like yon knot of cowſlips en the cliff, 
Not to be come at by the willing hand. 

Here are the prude ſevere, and gay coquette, 


Or half its worth diſclos'd. Strange medley heret 
Here garrulous old age winds up his tale; 
And jovial youth, of lightſome vacant heart, 
Whoſe cv'ry day was made of melody, | fhrerw, 
Hears not the voice of mirth : the ſhrill- tongued 
Meck as the turtle- dove, forgets her chiding. 
Here are the wiſe, the gen'rous, and the brave; 
The juſt, the good, the worthleſs, the profane, 
The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred ; 
The fool, the churl, the ſcoundrel, and the mean, 
The ſupple ſtateſman, and the patriot ſtern; 
The wrecks of nations, and the ſpoils of time, 
With all the lumber of fix thouſand years. 
Poor man! how happy once in — firſt ſtate ! 
When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand, 
Heſtamp'd thee with his image, and well pleas'd 
dmil'd on his laſt fair work! Then all was well. 
Sound was the body, and the ſoul ſerene; 
Like two ſweet inſtruments ne'er out of tune, 
That play their ſeveral parts. Nor head, nor heart, 
Offer'd to ache; nor was there cauſe they ſhould, 
For all was pure within: no fell remorte, 
Nor anxious caſtings up of what may be, 


| Alarm'd his peaceful bofom : ſummer ſeas 


Shew not more ſmooth when kiſs'd by ſouthern 
Juſt ready to expire. Scarce importun'd, | winds, 
The gen'rous foil with a luxuriant hand 


a Men of al clunes, that never met betgre "i 


Otler'd the vatieps producg ef the year, 


The ſober widow, and the young green virgin, 
Cropp'd like a roſe before tis fully blown, 


Unblaſted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes - 
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And ev'ry thing moſt perfect in its kind. 
Bleſſed, thrice bleſſed days ! but ah, how ſhort ! 
Bleſs'd as the pleaſing dreams of holy men, 
But fugitive, like thoſe, and quickly gone. 
O ſlipp'ry ſtate of things! What ſudden turns, 
M bat ſtrange viciſſitudes, in the firſt leaf 
Of man's fad hiſtory! to- day moſt happy; 
And, ere to-morrow's ſun has ſet, moſt abject 
How ſcant the {pace between theſe vaſt extremes ! 
Thus far'd it with our Sire: not long he enjoy d. 
His paradiſe ! ſcarce had the happy tenant 
Of the fair {pot due time to prove its ſweets, 
Or ſum them up, when ſtraight he muſt be gone, 
Ne er to return again. And muſt he go ? 
Can nought compound for the firſt dire offence 
Of erring man? Like one that is condemn'd, 
Fain. would he trifle time with idle talk, 
And parley with his fate. But tis in vain. 
Not all the lavith odours of the place, 
Offer d in incenſe, can procure his pardon, 
Or mitigate his doom. A 8 angel 
Wich flaming ſword forbids his longer ſtay, 
And drives the loit'rer forth; nor muſt he take 
One laſt and farewel round At once he loſt 
His glory and his God. If mortal now, 
And forcly maim'd, no wonder | Man has ſinn'd. 
Sick of his blits, and bent on new adventiy es, 
Evil he would needs try: nor tried in vain. 
(Dreadful experunen ! deſtructive meaſure ! 
Where the worſt thing could happen, is ſucceſs.) 
Alas! too well he ſped: the good he ſcorn'd 
Stalk'd off reluctant, like an ill- us'd ghoſt, 
Not to return; or, if it did, its viſits 
Like thoſe of angels ſhort, aud far between: 
Whilſt the black demon, with his hell-ſcap'd train, 
Admitted once into its better room, 
Grew loud and matinous, nor would be gone; 
Lording it o'er the man, who now too late 
Saw the raſh error which he could not mend ; 
An error fatal not to him alone, | 
But to his future ſons, his fortune's heirs. 
Inglorious bondage ! human nature groans 
Beneath avaſſalage ſo vile and cruel, - 
And its vaſt body bleeds through ev'ry vein, 
What havo-k haſt thou made, foul monſter, Sin! 
Greateſt and firſt of ills! the fruitful] parent 
Of woes of all dimenſions ! but for thee 
Sorrow had never been. All noxious things 
Of vileſt nature, other ſorts of evils, 
Are kindly circumicrib'd, and have their bounds. 
The fierce volcano, from its burning entrails 
That belches molten ſtone and globes of fire, 
Involv'd in pitchy clouds of ſmoke and ſtench, 
Mars the adjacent fields for ſome leagues round, 
And there it tops, The big- ſwoln inundation, 
f miſchiet more diffuſive, raving loud, 
3 whole tracts of country, threat' ning more; 
ut that too has its thore it cannot pals. 
More dreadful far than theſe, fin has laid waſte, 
Not here and there a country, but a world; 
Nitpatching at a wide-extended blow 
Entire mankind, and for their ſakes defacing 
A whole creation's beauty with rude hands; 
Blaſting the foodful grain, the loaded branches, 
Tg 3 | | 
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| And marking all along its way with ruin, 


Accurſed thing ! O where ſhall fancy find 

A proper name to call thee by, expreſſive 

Of all thy horrors ? pregnant womb of 111s ! 

Of temper ſo tranſcendently malign, 

That toads and ſerpents of moſt deadly kind 
Compar d to thce are harmleſs. Sickneſſes 

Of ev'ry fize and ſymptom, racking pains, 

And blueſt plagues are thine ! See how the fiend 
Profuſely ſcatters the contagion round! heels, 
Whilſt deep-mouth'd ſlaughter, bellowing at her 
Wades deep in blood new ſpilt; yet for to-morrow 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring, 
And inly pines till the dread blow is ſtruck, 

But hold! I've gone too far; too much difcover'd 
My father's nakednefs, and nature's ſhame, 
Here let me pauſe ! and drop an honeſt tear, 

One burſt of filial duty, and condolence, 
O'er all thoſe ample deſarts Death hath ſpread, 
This chaos of mankind. O great man-eater ! 
Whoſe ev'ry day is carnival, not ſated yet! 
| Unheard-of epicure ! without a fellow ! 

The verieſt gluttons do not always cram ; 
Some intervals of abſtinence are fought 
To edge the appetite : thou ſeekeſt none. | 
Metlinks the countleſs ſwarms thou haſt devour's, 
And thouſands that each hour thou gobbleſt up, 
This, leſs than this, might gorge thee to the full, 
But ah! rapacious ſtill, thou gap'ſt for more: 
Like one, whole days defrauded of his meals, 
On whom lank hunger lays his ſkinny hand, 
And whets to keeneſt eagerneſs his cravings 
(As if Diſeaſes, Maſſacres, and Poiſon, 
Faminc and War, were not thy caterers) ! 

But know that thou muſt render up thy dead, 
And with high intereſt too! they are not thine ; 
But only in thy keeping for a ſeaton,  _ | 
Till the great promis'd day of reftitution ; 
When loud diffuſive ſound from brazen trump 
Of ſtrong-lung'd cherub ſhall alarm thy captives, 
And rouſe the long, long ſleepers into life, 
 Day-light, and liberty. — 
Then muſt thy gates fly open, and reveal 
The mines that lay long forming under ground, 
In their dark cells immur'd ; but no full ripe, 
And pure as ſil ver from the crucible, _ | 
That twice has ſtood the torture of the fire, 
| And inquiſition of the forge. We know, 


- | Th' Illuſtrious Neliverer of mankind, 


The Son of God, thee foil'd. Him in thy pow'r 
Thou couldſt not hold: felf-vigorous he roſe, 


And, ſhaking off thy fetters, ſoon retook 


Thoſe ſpoils his voluntary yielding lent. 


| (Sure pledge of our releaſement from thy thrall 9 


Twice twenty days he ſojourn'd here on earth, 
And ſhe wd himſelf alive to choſen witneſſes 
By proofs ſo ſtrong, that the moſt ſlow aſſenting 
Had not a ſcruple left. This having done, 
He mounted up to heav'n. Methinks I ſee him 
Climb the aerial heights, and glide along | 
Athwart the ſevering clouds: but the faint eye, | 
Flung backward in the chace, ſoon drops its hold, 


Heaven's portals wide expand to let him in; 


Nor are his friends ſhut out : as ſome great prince 
Not for himſelf alone procures admiſſion, 

Bat for his train; it was his royal will, 

That where he is, there ſhould his followers be. 
Death only lies between! a gloomy path! | 
Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears ! 
hut nor untrod, nor tedious : the fatigue 

Will ſoon go off. Beſides, there's no by-road 
To bliſs. Then why, like 1]I-condition'd children, 
dart we at tranſient hardſhips in the way 

That leads to purer air and fofter ſkies, 

And a ne'er-ſetting ſun? Fools that we are! 

We with to be where ſweets unwith'ring bloom; 
But ſtraight our wiſh revoke, and wiil not go. 

do Rave I ſcen, upon a ſummer's even, 

Faſt by the riv'let's brink a youngſter play; 

How. wiſhfully he looks to ſtem the ride ! 

This moment reſolute, next unrelolv'd, 

At laſt he dips his foot ; but as he dips 

His fears redouble, and he runs away 

From th' inoffenſive ſtream, unmindful now 

Of all the flow'rs that paint the further bank, | 
And ſmil'd fo ſweet of late. Thrice welcome 
That, after many a painful bleeding ſtep, | Death 
Conducts us to our home, and lands us tafe ; 
On the long wiſh'd-for ſhore. Prodigious change! 
Our bane turn d to a bleffing ! Death difarm'd 
Loſes his fellneſs quite; all thanks to him 
Who ſcourg'd the venom out! Sure the laſt end 
Of the good man is peace. How calm his exit ! 
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground, 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire fo ſoft. 

Behold him! in the ev'ning-tide of life, 

life well-ſpent, whoſe early care it was, 

His riper years ſhould not uphraid his green: 
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Thro' length of days; and what he can he will: 


Fee e 
To is firſt ſtate. 


| Nor time, nor death, ſhall ever part 


Never clated while one man's oppreſs'd ; 


But looks thro' Nature up to Nature's God; . 


and pur them as they were. Almighty God | 
Has done much more; vor is bis arm impair , 


It, pours the bliſs that fills uy All, be mind. . 
Les „„ 


Jr 


His faithfulneſs ſtands bound to ſee it done. 


| When the dread trumpet {ounds, the ſlumb'Ang | 


Net unattentive to the call, ſhall wake; [ duſt, 
And ev'ry joint poſſeſs its proper place, 
With a new elegance of form, — 
Nor ſhall the conſcious foul 
Miſtake its partner; but amidſt the crowd, 
Singliug its other half. into its arms 
Shall ruſh, with all th' impatience of a man 
That's new come home, who having long 
abſent, 
With haſte runs over ev'ry different room, 
In pain to ſee the whole, Thrice happy meeting! 
. more. 
"Tis but a night, a long and moonleſs night; 
We make the grave our bed, and then are gone. 
Thus, at the ſhut of even, the weary bird 
Leaves the wide air, and in ſome lonely break 
Cow'rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day ; 
Then claps his well-fledg'd wings, and bears 
away. | 


been - 


$ 47. Happineſs to be found in Virtue alone. 
by POP E. 

K Now then this truth (enough for man to 
Virtue alone is Happineſs below.“ | know) 

The only point where human bliſs ſtands ſtill, 

And taſtes the good without the fall to ill; 

Where only Merit conſtant pay receives, 

Is bleſt in what it takes, and what it gives; 


[The joy uncquall'd, if its end it gain, 
| Ant, if it loſe, attended with no pain: 


Without ſatiety, tho” c'er fo bleſs d, 

And but more rcliſh'd as the more diſtreſs'd * 
The broadeſt mirth unfceling Folly wears, 

Lcts pleaſing far than Virtue's very tears: 

Good from each object, from each place ac- 
[or ever excercis'd, yet never tir d; | quir'd, - 


Never dejected, while another's blcts'd ; 
And where no wants, no withes can remain, 
Since but to wiſh more Virtue, is to gain. : 
Sce ! the ſole bliſs Heav'n could on all beſtow, 
Which who but feels can taſte; but thinks, can 
| know: oh > v6, Of 
Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 
The bad muit miſs ; the good, untaught, vill find; 
Slave to no ſect, who takes no private road, 


Purſues that chain which links th' immenſe 
detign, - 13 : 8 
Joins heav'n and earth, and mortal and diving; 
Sces, that no being any blits can Know. 
But touches ſome above, and {ame below ; ... - -- 


-\ Learns from this union of the riſing whole, 
| The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the human foul ; 


And knows where Faith, Eaw, Morals, all began, 


All end in Love of God, and Love of Man. 


For him alone, Hope leads from geal to goal,.” 
And Opens ſtill, and Opens On. his ſoul.;. : — 
Till lengthen'd on to Faith, and unconſin d, 


„* 
— ® 


He ſees why Nature plants in Man alone 
Hope of known bliſs, and faith in bliſs unknown 
(Nature, whoſe dictates to no other kind 
Are giv'n in vain, but what they ſeek they find) : 
Wiſe is her preſent ; ſhe connects in this 
His greateſt Virtue with his greatcſt Bliſs ; 

At once his own bright proſpect to be bleſt, 
And ſtrongeſt motive to aſſiſt the reſt. 

Self-love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, 

| Gives thee to make thy neighbour's bleſſing 
Is this too little for the boundleſs heart? [thinc. 
Extend it, let thy enemies have part : 
Graſp the whole worlds of Reaſon, Life, and 
In one cloſe ſyſtem of Benevolence : [ Senſe, 
Happier as kinder, in whatc'er degree, 

And height of Bliſs but height of Charity. 

God loves from Whole to Parts: but human 
Muſt riſe from Individual to the Whole. {ſoul 
Selk. love but ſerves the virtuous mind to wake, 
As the ſmall pebble ſtirs the peaceful lake; 
The center mov'd, a circle ſtraight ſucceeds, 
Another ſtill, and ſtill another ſpreads; | 

Friend, parent, neighbour, firft it will embrace; 
_. Bis country next; and next all human race: 
Wide and more wide, th'o'erflowings of the mind 
Take ev'ry creature in, of ev'ry kind | 
Earth ſmiles around, with boundleſs bounty bleſt, 
And Heav'n beholds its image in his breaſt. 


§ 48. On the Eternity of the Supreme Being. 
= | SMART. 
HATE, wondrous Being, who in pow'r ſu- 


reme | 
_ Exiſts from everlaſting ! whoſe great name 
Deep in the human heart, and evry atom 
The Air, the Earth, or azurc Main contains, 
In undecypher'd characters is wrote — 
2 Incomprebenfble 1--0 what can words, 
The weak interpreters of mortal thoughts, 
Or what can thoughts (tho' wild of wing they rove 
'Thro' the vaſt concave of th' æthereal round)? 
If to the Hcav'n of Heav'ns they wing their way 
Advent'rous, like the birds of night they're lolt, 
And dclug'd in the flood of dazzling day.— 

May then the youthful, uninſpired Bard 
Prefume to hymn th Eternal? may he ſoar 
Mhere Scraph and where Cherubin on high 
Reſound th'uncealing plaudits, and with them 
In the grand chorus mix his feeble voice ? 
He may —if thou, who from the witleſs babe 
Ordaineſt honor, glory, ſtrength, and praiſe, 
Uplift th' unpinion'd Muſe, and deigu'ſt t' aſſiſt, 
Great Poet of the Univerſe! his ſong. 
Before this earthly Planct wound her courſe 
Round Light's perennial fountain; before Light 
Herſelf gan ſhine, and at th' inſpiring word 
Shot to exiſtence in a blaze of day; 
Before the Morning - Stars together ſang,” 
And hail' d Thee us — of countleſs worlds; 
Thou art—All-glorious, All- beneficent, 
All Wiſdom and Omnipotence thou art. 

Bur is the zra of Creation fix'd 


At when theſe worlds began ? Could aught retard 
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To quench the incxtinguiſhable hre ? 
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Goodneſs, that knows no bounds, from bleſſing 
Or keep th' immenſe Artificer in ſloth? [ever, 
Avaunt the duſt- directed crawling thought, 
That Puiſſance immeaſurably vaſt, 

And Bounty inconceivable, could reſt 
Content, exhauſted with one week of action! 
No—in th'exertion of thy righteous pow”r, 
Ten thouſand times more active than the Sun, 
Thou reign'd, and with a mighty hand compos d 
Syſtems innumerable, matchlets all, 

All ſtampt with thine uncounterfeited ſeal, 

But yet (if ſtill to more ſtupendous heights 
The Muſe unblam'd her aching ſenſe may ſtrain) 
Perhaps wrapt up in contemplation deep, 

The Beſt of Beings on the nobleſt theme 
Might ruminate at leiſure, ſcope immenſe ! 
Th'Eternal Pow'r and Godhead to explore, 
And with itſelf th'Omniſcient Mind replete, 
This were enough to fill the boundleſs All. 
This were a Sabbath worthy the Supreme ! 
Perhaps enthron'd amidſt a choicer \ wk 

Of ſpirits inferior, he might greatly plan 
The two prime Pillars of the Univerſe, 


| Creation and Redemption—and awhile 


Pauſe—with the grand preſentiments of glory. 
Perhaps—but all's conjecture here below, 


All ignorance, and ſelf-plum'd vanity— 


O Thou, whoſe ways to wonder ar 's diſtruſt, 
Whom to deſcribe s preſumption (all we can, 
And all we may), be glorified, be prais'd. [riſh, 
A day ſhall come, when all this Earth ſhall pe- 
Nor leave behind ev'n Chaos ; it ſhall come, 
When all the armies of the elements | 
Shall war againſt themſelves, and mutual rage, 
To make Perdition triumph; it ſhall come, 
When the capacious atmoſphere above 
Shall in ſulphureous thunders groan, and die, 


And vaniſh into void; the earth beneath 


Shall ſever to the center, and devour 

Th' enormous blaze of the deſtructive flames. 
Ve rocks that mock the raving of the floods, 
And proudly frown upon th' impatient deep, 
Where is your grandeurnow? Ve foaming waves, 


That all along th' immenſe Atlantic roar, 


In vain ye ſwell; will a few drops ſuffice 
[cedars 
Ye mountains, on whoſe cloud-crown'd tops the 
Are leilen'd into ſhrubs, magnific piles, 
That prop the painted chambers ot the heavens, 
And fix the carth continual ; Athos, where ? 
Where, Tenerif, 's thy ſtatelineſs to-day > _ 
What, Erna, are thy flames to theſe > No moe 
Than the poor glow-worm to the golden fun, 
Nor ſhall the verdant valleys then remain 


Safe in their meck ſubmiſſion ; they the debt 


Of nature and of juſtice too muſt pay. 
Yet I muſt weep for you, ye rival ie, 
Arno and Andaluſia ; but for thee 
More largely, and with filial tears muſt weep, 
O Albion ! O my country ! Thou muſt join, 
In vain diſſever'd from the refit, muſt join 
The terrors of th' inevitable ruin. 

Nor thou, illuſtrious monarch of the day; 
Nor thou, fair queen of night; nor you, ye 78 
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Tho' million leagues and million ſtil] remote, 
Shall yet ſurvive that day; ye muſt ſubmit, 
Sharers, not bright ſpeCtators of the ſcene. 

But tho? the earth ſhall to the centre periſh, 
Nor leave behind ev'n Chaos; tho” the air 
With all the elements muſt paſs away, 

Vain as an idiot's dream; tho' the huge rocks, 
That brandiſh the tall cedars on their tops, 
With humbler vales muſt to perdition yield; 
Tho' the gilt Sun, and filver-trefled Moon, 
With all her bright retinue, muſt be loſt: 

Yet Thou, Great Father of the world, ſurviv'ſt 
Eternal, as thou wert: Vet ſtill ſurvives 

The ſoul of man immortal, perfect now, 

And candidate for unexpiring joys. 

He comes! he comes ! the awful trum 
The flaming ſword's intolerable blaze 
I ſee! He comes ! th' Archangel from above, 

« Ariſe ye tenants of the ſilent grave, 
„Awake incorruptible, and ariſe: 

« From caſt to weſt, from the Antarctic pole 
To regions Hyperborean, all ye ſons, 

« Ye ſons of Adam, and ye heirs of hcaven— 
« Ariſe, ye tenants of the ſilent grave, 
Awake incorruptible, and ariſc.“ 

Tis then, nor ſooner, that the reſtleſs mind 

Shall find itſelf at home; and like the ark, 

Fix'd on the mountain top, ſhall look aloft 

Oer the vague paſſage of precarious life; 

And winds and waves, and rocks and tempeſts, 
Enjoy the everlaſting calm of Heaven: | paſt, 
Tis then, nor ſooner, that the deathleſs ſoul 
Shall juſtly know its nature and its riſe : 

Tis then the human tongue, new-tun'd, ſhall give 
Praiſes more worthy the Eternal ear. 

Yet what we can, we ought ;--and therefore Thou, 
Purge Thou my heart, Omnipotent and Good ! 
bv e my heart with hytlop, left, like Cain, 
I offer fruitlets ſacrifice, and with gifts 

Offend, and not propitiate the Ador d. 

Tho' Gratitude were bleſt with all the powers 
Her burſting heart could long for; tho' the ſwift, 
The fiery-wing'd Imagination ſoar'd | 
Beyond Ambition's wiſh—yer all were vain 

To ſpeak him as he is, who is ineffable. 

Yet (till let Reaſon thro? the eye of Faith | 
View him with fearful love; let Truth pronounce, 
And Adoration on her bended knee, 

With heaven-directed hands, confeſs his reign, 
And let the angelic, archangelic band, 
With all the hoſts of Heaven, cherubic forms, 
And forms ſcraphic, with their filver trump 
And golden lyres attend: For thou art holy, 
p For Thou art one, th' Eternal, who alone 

* Exerts all goodneſs, and tranſcends all praiſe 


p I hear; 
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NCE more I dare to rou the ſounding firing, 
The Poet of my God—Awake, my glory, 
awake, my lute and harp—inyſclf ſhail wake, 
oon as the ſtately night-exploding bird 
I: lively lay kings welcome to thy dawn. 
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The works of vaſter fabric, where the planets 


| It ceaſes—aud the veſſel gently glides 


| Of ſovereign virtue) ſparkles ev'n li 
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Liſt ye! how Nature with ten thouſand tongues 
Begins the grand thankſgiving, Hail, all hail, 
Ye tenants of the foreſt and the field | 
My fellow ſubjects of th' Eternal King, 

I gladly join your matins, and with you 
Confeſs his, preſence, and report his praiſe, 

O Thou, who or the lambkin, or the dove, 
When offer'd by the lowly, meek, and poor, 
Prefer'ſt to pride's whole en accept 
This mean Eſſay, nor from thy — 
Of glory immenſe the Orphan's mite exclude. 

What tho' the Almighty's regal throne be rais'd 
High o'er yon azure Heaven's exalted dome, 
By mortal eye unkenn'd—Where Eaſt nor Weſt 
Nor South, nor bluſtering North has. breath to 
Albeit He there with angels and with ſaintsſ blow; 
Holds confcrence, and to his radiant hoſt = 
Ev'n face to face ſtands viſibly confeſt; 

Yet know, that nor in preſence or in power 
Shines He leſs perfect here; 'tis man's dim eye 
That makes th” obſcurity. ., He is the ſame ; -. 

| Alike ia all his univerſe the ſame. 8 
Whether the mind along the ſpangled ſky 


Mealures her pathleſs walk, ſtudious to view 


Weave their harmonious rounds, their march di- 
Still faithful, ſtill inconſtant, to the ſun , [reCting 
Or where the comet, thro' ſpace infinite 4 
(Tho' whirling worlds oppoſe in globes of fire) 
Darts, like a javelin, to his diſtant goal; | vens, 
Or where in Heaven above, the Heaven of Hea- 
Burn brighter ſuns, and goodlier planets roll 
With ſatellites more glorious-=T hou art there, 
Or whether on the ocean's buiſterous back 

Thou ride triumphant, and with outſtretch d arm 
Curb the wild winds and diſcipline the billows, 
The ſuppliant ſailor finds Thee there, his chief, 
His only help When Thou rebuk'f the ſtorm, 


Along the glofly level of the calm. 

O! could J ſearch the boſom of the ſea, 
Down the great depth deſcending; there thy works 
Would allo ſpeak thy reſidence; and there 
Would J, thy ſervaut, like the ſtill profound, 
 Aſtoniſh'd into filence muſe thy praiſe ! ; 
Behold ! behold ! th' unplanted garden round 
Of vegetable coral, ſca-flowers gay, | 
And ſhrubsof amber from the pearl- pav d bottom 
Riſe richly varied, where the ſinny rade 
In blithe ſecurity their gambols play: 
While high above their heads Leviathan, 
The terror and the glory of the main, 
His paſtime takes with tranſport, proud to ſee +, 
The ocean's vaſt dominion all his Wm. 

Hence thro' the genial bowels of the earth © 
Eaſy may fancy pals; till at thy mines 
Gani or Raolconda; ſhe arrive, . + 7 
Aud from the adamant's imperial blaze 
Form weak ideas of her Maker's glory. 

Next. to Pegu or Ceylon let me rove, 

W here the rich ruby (deem'd by ſages old 
e Sirius, 

And bluſhes into flames. Thence will I go 


| 


L 
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Of the huge Pyrenean, to detect 

The apate and the decp- intrenched gem 

Of kindred jaſper Nature in them both 

Delights to play the mimic on herſelf; 

And in their veins ſhe oft pourtrays the forms 

Of leaning hills, of trees erect, and ſtreams 

Now ſtealing ſoftly on, now thundering down 

In deſperate caſcade, with flowers and beaſts, 

And all the living landſkip of the vale : 

In vain thy pencil, Claudio or Pouſſin, 

Or thine, immortal Guido, would eſſa 

Such {kill to imitate—it is the hand 

Of God himſelf for God himſelf is there. [ vance 
Hence with th' aſcending ſprings let me ad- 

Thro' beds of magnets, minerals, and ſpar, 

Up to the mountain's ſummit, there t' indulge 

Th' ambition of the comprehenſive eve, 

That darcs to call th'horizon all her own. 

Behold the foreſt, and th' expanſive verdure 

Of yonder level lawn, whoſe ſmooth-ſhora ſod 

No object interrupts, unleſs the oak | 

Wis lordty head uprears, and branching arms 

Extends—Bcehold in regal folitude, 

And paſtoral magniſicence, he ſtands 

So ſunple, and fo great, the under-wood 

Of meaner rank an awful diſtance keep. 

Yet thou art there, yet God himſelf is there, 

Ev'n on the buſh (tho' not as when, to Moſes 

He ſhone in burning majefty reveal'd). 

Nathleſs conſpicuous in the linnet's throat 


Is his unbounded goodneſs—T hee her Maker, 


Thee her Preſerver chaunts the in her ſong; 
While all the emulative vocal tribe 
The grateful leſſon learn—no other voice 
Is heard, no other ſfound—for, in attention 
Buricd, ev'n babling Echo holds her peace. 
Now from the plains, where the unbounded pro- 
Gives liberty her utmoſt ſcope to range, [ ipe&t 
Turn we to yon incloſures, where appears 
Chequer'd varicty in all her forms, 
Which the vague mind attract, and ſtill ſuſpend 
With ſweet perplexity. What are yon towers, 
The work of labouring men and clumſy art, 
Seen with the ringdove's neſt ? On that tall beech 
Her penfile houſe the feather'd artiſt builds 
The rocking winds moleſt her not; for ſce 
With fuch due poiſe the wondrous fabric's hung, 
That, like the compaſs in the bark, it Keeps 
True to itſelf, and ſtedfaſt ev'n in ſtorms. 
Thou 1deot, that afferts there is no God, 
View, and be dumb for ever— _ 
Go bid Vitruvius or Palladio build 
The bee his manſion, or the ant her cave 
Go call Correggio, or let Titian come {| cherry 
To paint the hawthorn's bloom, or teach the 
To bluth with juſt vermilion—Hence away 
Hence, ye profane! for God himſelf is here. 
Vain were th' attempt, and impious, to trace 
'Thro' all his works th'Artificer Divine 
And tho' nor ſhining ſun, nor twinkling ſtar, 
Bedeck'd the crimſon curtains of the ſky ; = 
Tho' neither vegetable, beaſt, nor bird 
Mere extant on the ſurface of this ball, | 
Nor lurking gem beneath; tho' the great ſea 
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Let man at home, within himſelf, might find 


The tongue which thou haſt tun'd ſhall chaung 


| A RISE, divine Urania, with new ſtrains 


{| Stoop to my humble reach, and bleſs my toil! 


{ Uncircumſcrib'd, unſcarchably profound, 


Haſt thou ſuch prudence, thou ſuch knowledge? 
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Slept in profound ſtagnation, and the air 
Had left no thunder to pronounce its Maker 


The Deity immenſe, and in that frame, 
So fearfully, ſo wonderfully made, 

See and adore his providence and power— 
I ſee, and I adore—O God moſt bounteous ! 
O infinite of goodneſs and of glory, [ Vheeg 
The knee that thou haſt ſhap'd ſhall bend te 


thy praile ; 
And thine own image, the immortal foul, 
Shall conſecrate herſclf to Thee for ever. 


„ 2 


$ 49. On the Omniſcience of the Supreme Being, 
SMART, 


To hymn thyGod! and thou, immoreal Fame, 
Ariſe and blow thy everlaſting trump ! | 
All glory to the Gmniſcient, and praiſe, 
And power, and domination in the height! 
And thou, cherubie Gratitude, whoſe voice 
Jo pluusears ſounds ſilverly fo ſwect, | 
Come with thy precious incenſe, bring thy gifts, 
And with thy choiceſt ſtores the altar crown. 
Thon too, my heart, whom He, and He alone 
Who all things knows, can know, with love re. 
kegenerate, and pure, pour all thyſelf [ plete, 
A living facrifice before his throne ! | 
And may th' eternal, high, myſterious tree, 
That in the centre of the arched heavens [branch 
Bears the rich fruit of knowledge, with ſome 


When in my mother's womb conccal'd I lay, 
A ſenſeleſs embryo, then my ſoul thou knew'ſt, 
Knew'ſt all her e workings, every thought, 
And every faint idea yet unform'd. SI To 
When up the imperceptible aſcent 
| Of growing ycars, led by thy hand, I roſe, 
Perception's gradual light, that ever dawns 
Infeniibly to day, thou didſt vouchſafe, 
And taught me by that reaſon thou inſpir'e, 
That what of knowledge in my mind was low, 
Imperfect, incorre&t—in Thee is wondrous, 
| And eſtimable ſolely by itſelf. | 
What is that ſecret pow'r that guides the brutes 
Which Ignorance calls Inſtin&t ? Tis fromTher; 
It 1s the operation of thine hands, 
Immediate, inſtantaneous ; tis thy wiſdom 
That glorious ſhines tranſparent thro' thy works, 
Who taught the pye, or who forewarn'd the , 
To ſhun the deadly nightthade ? Tho the cherry 
Boatts not a glother hue, nor does the plum 
Lure with more ſeeming ſweets the amorous eye, 
Yet will not the ſagacious birds, decoy'd_ 
By fair appearance, touch the noxious fruit. 
They know to taſte is fatal; whence, alarm d, 
Swift on the winnowing winds they worktheir Wa: 
Go to, proud reaſoner, philoſophic man, 


Full many a race has fall'n into the ſnare (Na. 
Of meretricious looks, of pleaſing furface ; 


And of; in deſart iſles the familh'd pilgrim, . 
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By forms of fruit, and luſcious taſte, beguil'd, 

Like his fore father Adam, eats and dies. 

For why? his wiſdom on the leaden feet 

Of flow Experience, dully tedious, creeps, 

And comes, like vengeance, after long delay. 
The venerable ſage, that nightly trims 

The learned lamp, t inveſtigate the powers 

Of plants medicinal, the earth, tbe air, 

And the dark regions of the foſfil world, 

Grows old in following what he ne'er ſhall find ; 

Studious in vain ! till haply at the laſt | 

He ſpies a miſt, then ſhapes it into mountains, 

And baſeleſs fabrics from conjecture builds: 

While the domeſtic animal, that guards | 

At midnight hours his threſhold, if oppreſs'd 

By ſudden ſickneſs, at his maſter's feet | 

Begs not that aid his ſervices might claim, 

But is his own phyſician, knows the caſe, _ 

And from th' emetic herbage works his cure. 

Hark! from afar the feather'd matron“ ſcreams, 

And all her brood alarms ! The docile crew 

Accept the fignal one and all, expert 

In th' art of Nature and unlearn'd deceit: 

Along the ſod, in counterfeited death, 

Mute, motionleſs they lie; full well appriz'd, 

That the rapacious adverſary's near. 

But who inform'd her of th* approaching danger? 

Who taught the cautious mother, that the hawk 

Was hatch'd her foe, and liv'd by her deſtruction ? 

Her own prophetic ſoul is active in her, 

And more than human providence her guard. 
When Philomela, ere the cold domain 

Of crippled Winter gins t' advance, prepares 

Her annual flight, and in ſome poplar ſhade | 

Takes her melodious leave, who then's her pilot ? 

Who points her paſſage thro' the pathleſs void 

To realms from us remote, to us unknown ? 

Her ſcience is the ſcience of her God. 

Not the magnetic index to the North 

F'eraſcertains her courſe, nor buoy, nor beacon : 

Sie, Heaven-taught voyager, that fails in air, 

Courts nor coy Weſt nor Eaſt, but inſtant knows 

What Newton or not ſought, or ſought in vain +. 
Illuſtrious name! irrefragable proof 

Of man's vaſt genius, and the ſoaring ſoul ! 

Yet what wert thou to Him, who knew his works 

Before creation form'd them, long before 

He meaſur'd in the hollow of his hand 

Th'exulting occan, and the higheſt heavens 

He comprehended with a ſpan, and weigh'd 
he mighty mountains in his golden ſcales ; 

Who thone ſupreme, who was himſelf the light, 

Ere yet refraction learn'd her {kill to paint, 

And bend athwart the clouds her beauteous bow. 
When Knowledge at her father's dread com- 

Refgn'd to Iſrael's king her golden key, [mand 
to have join'd the frequent auditors 

In wonder and delight, that whilom heard 

Great Solomon deſcanting on the brutes. 

0! how ſublimely glorious to apply _ 

29 God's own honour, and good-will to man, 

That wiſdom he alone of men poſſeſs d 


——— 


* The Hen Turkey. | + The Longitude 


In, plenitude ſo rich; and ſcope ſo rare. 
How did he rouſe the pamper'd filken ſons 
Of bloated Eaſe, by placing to their view 
The ſage induſtrious Ant, the wiſeſt inſect, 
And beſt œconomiſt of all the field! 


| Tho? ſhe preſumes not by the ſolar orb 


To meaſure times and ſeaſons, nor conſults 
Chaldean calculations, for a guide | 
Yet, conſcious that December's on the march, 
Pointing with icy hand to Want and Woe, 

She waits his dire approach, and undiſmay'd 
Receives him as a welcome gueſt, prepar'd 


| Againſt the churliſh Winter's fierceſt blow. 


For when as yet the favourable Sun | 
Gives to the genial earth th' enlivening ray, 


Not the poor ſuffering ſlave, that hourly toils 


To rive the groaning earth for ill-ſought gold, 
Endures fuch trouble, ſuch fatigue, as ſhe ; 
While all her ſubterraneous avenues, [ meet 
And ſtorm- proof cells, with management moſt 
And unexampled houſewifcry ſhe forms: 

Then to the field ſhe hies, and on her back, 
Burden immenſe! the bears the cumbrous corn, 
Then many a weary ſtep, and many a ftrain, 
And many a grievous groan ſubdued, at length 
Up the huge hill ſhe hardly heaves it home : 
Nor reſts the here her providence, but nips 
With ſubtle tooth the grain, leſt from her garner 


In miſchievous fertility it ſteal, 


And back to day-light vegetate its way. 

Go to the Ant, thou fluggard, learn to live, 
And by-her wary ways reform thine own. 
But if thy deaden'd ſenſe, and liſtleſs thought, 


More glaring evidence demand; behold, 


Where yon pellucid populous hive preſents 


| A yet uncopied model to the world 


There Machiavel in the reflecting glaſs 

May read himſelf a fool. The chemiſt thers 

May with aſtoniſhment invidious view Uk 

His toils outdone by each plebcian bee, 

Who, at the royal mandate, on the wing 

From various herbs, and from diſcordant flowers, 

A perfect harmony of ſweets compounds. 
Avaunt, Conceit ! Ambition, rake thy flight 

Back to the Prince of vanity and air! 5 

O! tis a thought of energy moſt piercing; [force 

Form'd to make Pride grow hunible; forin d to 


Its weight on the reluctant mind, and give her 


A true but irkſome image of herſelf. 


Waocful viciſſitude] when man, fallen man, | 
| Who firſt from Heaven, from graciousGod himſelf 


Learn'd knowledge of the brutes, muſt know, by 
brutes 

Inſtructed and reproack'd, the ſcale of being; 

By flow degrees from lowly fteps aſcend, 

And trace Omniſcience upwards to its ſpring 

Yet murmur not, bur praiſe — for tho? we ſtand 

Of many a godlike privilege amerc'd _ | 

By Adam's dire tranſgreſſion; tho' no more 

Is Paradiſe our home, bur o er the portal 

Hangs in terrific pomp the burning blade; 

Still with ten thouſand beauties blooms the carth, 

With plcaſures populous, and with riches 
ciown'd,. e 
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Still is there ſcope for wonder and for love 
Ev'n to their laſt exertion—ſhowers of bleſſings 
Far more than human virtue can deſerve, 

Or hope expect, or gratitude return. 

Then, O ye people, O ye ſons of men, 
Whatever be the colour of your lives, 
Whatever portion of itſelf his Wiſdom 

Shall deign tr allow, ſtill patiently abide, 


And praiſe him more and more; nor ceaſe to chaunt 


— 


All glory to th' Omnitcient, and praiſe, 


And power, and domination in the height! 

6 And thou, cherubic Gratitude, whole voice 
Jo pious cars ſounds ſilverly ſo ſweet, 
Come with thy precious incenſe, bring thy gifts, 
And with thy choiceſt ſtores the altar crown.” 


TN OEN AOZA, 


d 30. OnthePonver of the Supreme Being, SMART. 
5 PREM BLE, thou Earth!“ th* anointed poet 
| ſaid, [ tains ! 
« At God's bright preſence; tremble, all ye moun- 
And all ye hillocks on the ſurface bound!“ 
Then once again, ye glorious thunders, roll! 
The Muſe with traniport hears ve; once again 
Convulſe the ſolid continent! and thake, 
Grand muſic of Omnipotcnce, the ifles ! 
»Tis thy terrific voice, thou God of power, 
Tis thy terrific voice; all nature hears it, 
Awaken'd and alarm'd; ſhe feels its force; 
In every ſpring ſhe feels it, every wheel, 
And every movement of her her machine. 
Behold ! quakes Apennine; behold ! recoils 
Athos; and all the hoary-headed Alps 
| Leap from their baſes at the godlike found. 
But what is this, celeſtial tho? the note, 
And proclamation of the reign ſupreme, 
Compar'd with ſuch as, for a mortal ear 
Too great, amaze the incorporeal worlds? 
Should Occan to his congregated waves 
Call in each river, cataract, and lake, 
And with the wat'ry world down a huge rock 
Fall headlong in onc horrible caſcade, 
were but the echo of the parting breeze, 
When zephyr faints upon the lily's breaſt; 
Twere but the ccaſing of ſome inſtrument, 
When the laſt lingering undulation 


Dies on the doubting ear, if nam'd with ſounds 


So mighty! ſo ſtupendous ! ſo divine! 
Bur not alone in the atrial vault 
Does He the dread theocracy maintain; 

For oft, enrag'd with his inteſtine thunders, 
He harrows up the bowels of the earth, | 
And ſhocks the central magnet—Cities then 
Totter on their foundations, ſtately columns, 
Magnific walls, and heaven-aſlaulting ſpires. 
What tho' in haughty cminence erect | 

tands the ſtrong citadel, and frowns defiance 
On adverſe hoſts; thou' many a baſtion jut 
Forth from the rampart's elevated mound ; 
Vain the poor providence of human art, 


And mortal ſtrength how vain ! while underneath | Idolatrous Philiſtia? Shall I tel] thios 


Triumphs his mining vengeance in th” vproar 


Ot ſhatter'd towers, riycn rocks, aud mountains, | —But, Q lupregue, unutterable mercy | 


With clamour inconceivable uptorn, 
And hurPd adown th' abyſs. Sulphureous pyrites 
Burſting abrupt from darkneſs into day, 
With din outrageous and deſtructive ire, 
Augment the hideous tumult, while it wounds 
Th” afflictive ear, and terrifies the eye, 
And rends the heart in twain. Twice have we felt, 
Within Auguſta's walls twice have we felt, 
Thy threaten'd indignation : but even Thou, 
Incens'd Omnipotent, art gracious ever; 
Thy goodneſs innnite but mildly warn'd us, 
With mercy-blended wrath; O fpare us ſtill, 
Nor ſend more dire conviction! We confeſs 
That thou art He, th' Almighty : we believe, 
For at thy righteous power whole ſyſtems quake; 
For at thy nod tremble ten thouſand worlds, 
Hark ! on the winged whirlwind's rapid rage, 
Which is and is not in a moment—hark ! 
On th' hurricane's tempeſtuous ſweep he rides 
Invincible, and oaks, and pines, and cedars, 
And foreſts arc no more. For, conflict dreadful! 
The Weſt encounters Baſt, and Notus meets 
In his carcer the Hyperborcan blaft, 
The lordly lions ſhuddering ſeek their dens, 
And fl like timorous dcer; the king of birds, 
Who dard the ſolar ray, is weak of wing, 
And faints, and falls, and dies; —while He ſupreme 
Stands ſtedfaſt in the centre of the ſtorm. 
Wherefore, ye objects terrible and great, 
Ye thunders, carthquakes, and ye fire-fraught 
Ot fell volcanos, whirlwinds, hurricanes, | womb 
And boiling billows, hail ! in chorus join 
To celebrate and magnify your Maker, 
Who yet in works of a minuter mould 
Is not leſs manifeſt, is not leſs mighty. 

Survey the magnet's ſympathetic love, 
| That woos the yielding needle; contemplate 
Th attractive amber's power, inviſible 
Ev'n to the mental eye; or when the blow 
Sent from th” electric ſphere aſſaults thy frame, 
Shew me the hand tliat dealt it ! Baffled here 
By his Omnipotence, Philoſophy 
Slowly her thoughts inadequate revolves, 
And ſtands, with all his circlingwonders rounder, 
Like heavy Saturn in th'ethereal ſpace 
Begirt with an inexplicable ring. 

If ſuch the operations of his power, 
Which at all ſeaſons and in every place 
(Rul'd by eftabliſh'd laws and current nature) 
Arreſt th attention; who, oh who ſhall tel] 
His acts miraculous ? when his own decrec» 
Repcals he, or ſuſpends; when by the haud 
Of Moſes or of Joſhua, or the mouths 
Of his prophetic ſcers, ſuch deeds he wrougly 
Before th' aſtoniſli'd ſun's all-ſceing eve, 
That faith was tcarce a virtue. Need I fins 
The fate of Pharaoh and his numerous band 
Loſt in the reflux of the wat'ry walls, 
That melted to their fluid ſtate again? 
Necd L recount how Sampfon's warlike arm 
With more than mortal nerves was ſtrung,t' 90 


: . _ . * , U 
How David triumph'd, and what Job ſuſtaln'd! 


| O lov? 
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0 love uncquall'd, myſtery immenſe, 

Which angels long t' unfold! tis man's redemption 

That crowns thy glory, and thy power confirms ; 

Confirms the great, th' uncontroverted claim. 

When from the Virgin's unpolluted womb 

Shone forth the Sun of Righteouſneſs reveal'd, 

And on benighted reaſon pour'd the day; 

Let there be peace! he ſaid, and all was calm 

Amongſt the warring world calm as the ſea 

When, „O be ſtill, ye boiſterous winds!” he 
cried, | 

And not a breath was blown, nor murmur heard. 

His was a life of miracles and might, 

And charity and love, ere yet he taſte 

The bitter draught of death, ere yet he riſe 

Victorious o'er the univerſal foe, 

And death, and fin, and hell in triumph lead. 

His by the right of conqueſt is mankind, 

And in ſweet ſervitude and golden bonds 

Were tied to him for ever.—O how eaſy 

Is his ungalling yoke, and all his burdens 

'Tis ecſtaſy to bear! H im, bleſſed Shepherd! 

His flocks ſhall follow thro' the maze of life, 

And ſhades that tend to day-ſpring from on high; 

And as the radiant roſes, after fading, 

In fuller foliage and more fragrant breath 

Revive in ſmiling ſpring, ſo ſhall it fare 

With thoſe that love him for ſweet is their ſa- 

And all Eternity ſhall be their ſpring. [vour, 

Then ſhall the gates and everlaſting doors, 

At which the King of Glory enters in, [ ſure 

Be to the ſaints 2 and there, where plea- 

Boaſts an undying bloom, where dubious hope 

Is certainty, and grief - attended love | 

Is freed from paſſion there we'll celebrate, 

With worthier numbers, Him who is, and was, 

And, in immortal proweſs King of kings, 

Shall be the monarch of all worlds for ever. 


51. On the Goodneſs of the Supreme Being. 
EN N SMART. 
QAPHEUS, for ſo the Gentiles * call'd thy 
name, | | 
Iſrael's ſweet Pſalmiſt, who alone couldſt wake 
TH inanimate to motion; who alone 
The joyful hillocks, the applauding rocks, 
And floods, with muſical perſuaſion drew; 
Thou, who to hail and ſnow gav'ſt voice and ſound, 
And mad'ſt the mute melodious !—greater yet 
Was thy divineſt ſkill, and rul'd o'er more 
han art and nature; for thy tuneful rouch _ 
Drove trembling Satan from the heart of Saul, 
And quell'd the evil Angel :—in this brcaſt 
Some portion of thy genuine ſpirit breathe, 
And lift me from myſelf; each thought impure 
Baniſh; each low idea raiſe, refine, 85 
Enlarge, and ſanctify; — ſo ſhall the Muſe 
Above the ſtars aſpire, and aim to praiſe 
Her God on earth as he is prais'd in heaven. 
Immenſe Creator! whoſe all-powerful hand 
MIaM'd univerſal Being, and whote eye 


* See this conjecture ſtrongly ſupported by Delany, in Nie Lifz of David. 
| ID | l D 3 | | 


Saw, like thyſelf, that all things form'd wore good; 
Where ſhall the timorous Bard thy praiſe begin, 
Where end the pureſt ſacrifice of ſong, [light, 
And juſt thankſyiving ?—The thonght-kindling - 
Thy prime production, darts upon my mind 
Its vivifying beams, my heart illumines, 
And fills my ſoul with gratitude and Thee. 


| Hail to the cheerful rays of ruddy morn, 


That paint the ftreaky Eaſt, and blithſome rouſe 
The birds, the cattle, and mankind from reſt! 
Hail to the freſhneſs of the early breeze, 

And Iris dancing on the new-fall'n dew)! 
Without the aid of yonder golden globe, 
Loſt were the garnet's luſtre, leſt the lily, 
The tulip and auricula's ſpotted pride 

Loſt were the peacock's plumage, to the fight 
So pleaſing in its pomp and gloſly glow. 


O thrice-illuſtrious ! were it not for Thee, 


Thoſe panſies, that reclining from the bank, 
View thro? th' immaculate pellucid ſtream 
Their portraiture in the inverted heaven, 


| Might as well change their triple boaſt, the white, 


The purple, and the gold that far outvie 

The Eaſtern monarch's garb, ev'n with the dock, 

Ev'n with the baleful hemlock's irkſome green. 

Without thy aid, without thy gladſome beams, 

The tribes of woodland warblers would remain 

Mute on the bending branches, nor recite 

The praiſe of Him, who, ere he form'd their lord, 

Their voices tun'd to tranſport, wing'd their 
flight, 

And bade them call for nurture, and receive: 

And lo! they call; the blackbird and the thruſh, 

The woodlark and the redbreaſt, jointly call 

He hears, and feeds their frather'd families; 

He feeds his ſweet muficians, nor neglects 


| The invoking ravens in the greenwood wide; 


And tho” their throats coarſe rattling hurt the car, 
They mean it all for muſic, thanks and praile 
They mean, and leave ingratitude to man == 
But no tto all—for, hark ! the organs blow 


Their ſwelling notes round the cathedral's dome, 


And grace th harmonious choir, celeſtial feaſt 
To pious cars, and med'cine of the mind! 
The thrilling trebles and the manly baſe | 
Join in accordance meet, and with one voice 
All to the ſacred ſubject tuit their ſong. 
While in each breaſt ſweet melancholy reigns 
Angelically penſive, till the joy 

Improves and purities; the ſolemn ſcene 

The Sun thro' ſtoried panes ſurveys with awe, 
And bathfully withholds each bolder beam. 
Here, as her home, from morn to eve frequent 
The cherub Gratitude ; behold her eyes! P 
With love and gladnets weepingly they ſhed 
Eeſtatic ſmiles; the incenſe, that her hands 
Uprear, is ſweeter than the breath of May 


Caught from the neCtarine's bloſſom, and her voice 


Is more than voice can tell; to him the ſings, 
To Him who feeds, who clothes, and who adorns, | 
Who made, and who preſerves, whatever dy-c:ls 


In air, in ſtedfaft earth, or fickle ſea. 


O He 
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O He 1s „He is immenſely good! man; 
Who all things form'd, and form'd them all for 
Who mark'd the climates, varied every zone, 
Diſpenſing all his bleſſings for the beſt, 
In order and in beauty: riſe, attend, 
Atteſt, and praiſe, ye quarters of the world! 
Bow down, ye elephants, ſubmiſſive bow 

To Him who made the mite! Tho? Aſia's pride, 
Ye carry armies on your tower-crown'd backs, 
And grace the turban'd tyrants, bow to Him 
Who is as great, as perfect, and as good 
In his leſs ſtriking wonders, till at length 
The eye's at fault, and ſeeks th' aſſiſting glaſs. 
Approach, and bring from Araby the Bleft 
The fragrant caſſia, frankincenſe, and myrrh, 
And meekly kneeling at the altar's foot, 
Lay all the tributary incenſe down, 
Stoop, fecble Africa, with reverence ſtoop, 
And from thy brow take off the painted plume; 
With golden inzots all thy camels load 
T'adorn his temples; haſten with thy ſpear 
Reverted, and thy truſty bow unſtrung, 
While unpurtued thy lions roam and roar, 
And ruin'd towers, rude rocks, and caverns wide 
Re-murmur to the glorious, ſurly ſound. 
And thou, fair Indian, whoſe immenſe domain 
To counterpoiſe the Hemiſphere extends, [| ers, 
Haſte from the Weſt, and with thy fruits and flow- 


Thy mines and med'cines, wealthy maid, attend. 


More than the plentcoulneſs to fam'd to flow 
By fabling bards from Amalthea's horn 

Is thine; thine therefore be a portion due [crown 
Of thanks and praiſe: come with thy brilliant 
And veſt of fur; and from thy fragrant lap 
Pomegranatcs and the rich ananas pour. 

But chictly thou, Europa, feat of Grace 

And Chriſtian excellence, his Goodneſs own, 
Forth from ten thouſand temples pour his praiſe. 
_ Clad in the armour of the living God, 5 
Approach, unſheath the Spirit's flaming ſword; 
Faith's ſhield, ſalvation's glory compaſs'd helm 
With fortitude aſſume, and o er your heart 

Fair Truth's in vulnerable bieaſt- plate ſpread; 
Then join the general chorus of all worlds, 
And let the ſong of Charity begin 

In ſtrains ſeraphic, and melodious prayer: 

«© O all- ſuffcient, all-beneficent, | 
Thou God of Goodneſs and of Glory, hear! 
Thou, who to loweſt minds doſt condeſcend, 
« Aſſuming paſſions to enforce tity laws, 
Adopting jealouſy to prove thy love: 

« Thou, who reſign'd humility uphold'ſt, 

e Ev'n as the floriſt props the drooping roſe, 

« But quell'ſt tyrannic pride with pcerleſs power, 
„ Ev'n as the tempeſt rives the ſtubborn oak : 

& O all-ſufficient, all-beneficent, 

„Thou God of Goode“ and of Glory, hear! 
« Blcſs all mankind ; and bring them in the end 
« 'Lo heav'n, to nmortalitv, and Thee!“ 
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52. Cale ie Wiſdom. Miſs CARTER. 
TUE ſolitary bird of night REL 
> Thro'the pale ſhades now wings his flight, 


| 
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And quits the time-ſhook tow'r, 
Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philoſophic gloom he lay, 

Beneath his ivy bow'r. 

With joy I hear the ſolemn ſound, 

Which midnight echoes waft around, 
And fighing gales repeat: 

Fav'rite of Pallas! I attend, 

And, faithful to thy fummons, bend 

At Wildor's awful feat. 

She loves the cool, the ſilent eve, 
Where no falic ſhows of life deceive, 

Bencath the lunar ray: | 
Here Folly drops dach vain diſguiſe, 
Nor ſports her gaily-colour'd dyes, 

As in the glare of day. 


O Pallas! queen of ev'ry art, 


© That glads the ſcaſe, or mends the heart,“ 
Bleſt ſource of purer joys; 


In ev'ry form of beauty bright, 


Thar captivates the mental ſight 
With pleaſure and {urprize; 
To thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow, 
Aſſiſt thy modeſt ſuppliant's vow, 
'i hat breathes no wild deſires: 
But, taught by thy unerring rules 
To ſhun the fruitleſs with of fools, 
To nobler views aſpires. 
Not Fortune's gem, Aimnbition's plume, 
Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, 
Be objects of my pray'r, 
Let av'rice, vanity, aud pride, | 
Theſe glitt'ring envicd toys divide, 
The dull rewards of care. | 
To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of the heart, 
By ſtudious thought refin'd : 
For wealth, the ſmiles of glad content; 
For pow'r, its ainpleſt, beſt extent, 
An empire o'er my mind. 


| When Fortune drops her gay parade, 


When pleaſure's tranſient rotes fade, 
And wither in the tomb, 


| Unchang'd is thy immortal prize, 


Thy ever-verdant Jaurels rife 
In undecaying bloom. 

By thce protected, I defy 

'The coxcomb's ſneer, the ſtu 
Of 1gnorance and ſpite; _ 

Alike contemn the leaden fool, 

And all the pointed ridicule 
Of undiſcerning wit. 


pid lye 


From cnvy, hurry, noiſe, and ftrife, 
The dull impertinence of life, 
In thy retreat I reſt; 
Purſue thee to thy peaceful groves, 
Where Plato's ſacred ſpirit roves, 
In all thy graces dreſt. 
He bid Ilyſſus' tuneful ſtream 


Convey the philotophic theme of 


Book I. 
of perfect, fair, and good: 15 
Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 


And all her liſt' ning ſous around 
In awful ſilence ſtood. | 


Reclaim'd, her wild licentious youth 

Confeſs d the potent voice of truth, 
And felt its juſt controul : 

The paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, 

And virtue's ſoft perſuaſive charms 
O'er all their ſenſes ſtole. 


Thy breath inſpires the poct's ſong, 
The patriot's free unbiats'd tongue, 
The hero's gen'rous ſtrife : 
Thine are retirement's ſilent joys, 
And all the ſweet endearing ties 
Of till, domeſtic life. 

No more to fabled names confin'd, 
To thee, ſupreme, all- perfect mind, 
My thoughts direct their flight: 
Witdom's thy gift, and all her force 
From thee deriv'd, unchanging ſource 

Of intellectual light 


O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray 

To regulate my doubtful way, 
Thro' life's perplexing road; 

The miſts of error to controul! 

And thro' its gloom direct my ſoul 
To happineſs and good 


Beneath her clear diſcerning eye 
The viſionary ſhadows fly 

Of folly's painted ſhow : _ 
She ſees, thro' ev'ry fair diſguiſe, - 
That all but Virtue's ſolid joys 

Is vanity and woe. | 
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Unde nil majus generatur Ipſo, | 
Nec viget quidquam fimile aut ſecundum. TToR. 


| PROM carth's low proſpects and deceitful aims, 
From wealth's allurements, and ambition's 
dreams, | 

The lover's raptures, and the hero's views, 
All the falſe joys miſtaken man purſues; 
The {chemes of ſcience, the delights of wine, 
Or the more pleaſing follies of the Nine! 
Recal, fond Bard, thy long-enchanted fight, 
Deluded with the viſionary light! 
A nobler theme demands thy ſacred ſong, | 
A theme beyond or man's or angel's tongue ! 

But oh, alas! unhallow'd and profane, 
How ſhalt-thou dare to raiſe the heav'nly ſtrain ? 
Do thou, who from the altar's living fire 
Ifaiah's tuneful lips didſt once inſpire, 
Come to my aid, celeſtial Wiſdom, come; 
From my dark mind diſpel the doubtful gloom : 
My patlions fill, my purer breaſt inflame, 

0 ſing that God from whom exiſtence came; 

ill heav'n and nature in the concert join, 
And own the Author of their birth divine. 


F I. ETERNITY. 
Whence ſprung this glorious frame] or whence 


SACRED AND MORAL; 


Nor knowledge thence, nor free volition, 


3 Abſtract in eflence 


| Which are no leſs, when properly defin'd, 
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From what Almighty Cauſe, what myſtic ſprings 
Shall we derive the origin of things? g 
Sing, heav'nly Guide ! whole all-eſficient light 
Drew dawning plancts from the womb of night! 
Since reaſon, by thy ſacred dictates tauglit, 
Adores a pow'r beyond the reach of thought. 
Firſt Cauſe of cauſes! Sire ſupreme of birth! 
Sole light of heav'n! acknowledy'd life of earth! 
Whoſe Word from nothing call'd this beautcous 
whole, | 


This wide expanded All from pole to pole! 


| Who ſhall preſcribe the boundary to Thee, 


Or fix the era of eternity? 

Should we, deceiv'd by error's ſceptic glaſs, 
Admit the thought abſurd—that Notting was! 
Thence would this wild, this falſe concluſioa 

flow, 2 
That Nothing rais'd this beautcous All below! 
When from diſcloſing darkneſs ſplendor breaks, 
Aſſociate atoms move, and matter {peaks, 
When non-exittence burſis its cloſe diſguiſe, 
How blind are mortals—not to own the ſkies [ 

If one vaſt void eternal held its place, 

V hence ſtarted time? or whence expanded ſpace? 
What gave the ſlumb' ring mals to feel a change 2 
Or bid conſenting worlds harmonious range ? 
Could nothing link the univerſal chain ? 
No, tis impoſlible, abſurd, and vain ! 
Here reaſon its eternal Author tinds, 1 a 
The whole who regulates, unites, and binds, 
Enlivens matter, and produces minds! | 
Inactive Chaos fleeps in dull repoſe, 2 
flows} 
A nobler ſource thoſe pow'rs ethereal ſhow, 
By which we think, deſign, reflect, and know; 
Theſe from a cauſe ſuperior date their riſe, 
en material ties.“ 
An origin immortal, as ſupreme, | 
From whoſe pure day, celeſtial rays! they came: 
In whom all poflible perfections thine, oo, 
Eternal, ſelf-exiſtent, and divine! 

From this great ſpring of uncreated might! 
This all-refplendent orb of vital light; 

Whence all created beings take their.riſe, 
Which beautify the earth, or paint the ſkies 1 


Profuſely wide the boundleſs bleſſings flow, | 
Which heav'n enrich, and gladden worlds below! 


Than cmanations of th' Eternal Mind! 

Hence triumphs truth beyond objection clear 

(Let unbelicf attend and ſhrink with fear!) 

That what for ever was- muſt ſurely be 

Beyond coramencement, and from period free; 

Drawn from himſelf his native excellence, 

His date eternal, and his ſpace immenſe! 

And all of whom that man can comprehend, 

Is, that he ne'er begun, nor c'er ſhall end. | 
In him from whom exiſtence boundleſs flows, 

Let humble faith its ſacred truſt repoſe: | 

Aſſur'd, on his eternity depend, 

„Eternal Father! —4 eternal Friend!“ 

Within that myſtic circle ſafety ſeck, 

No time can leſſen, and no force can bre; 

And, loſt in adoration, breathe his praiſe, | 


The yarious forms the univerſe compoſe? [aroſe 


High Rock of ages, ancient Sire of days 
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; II. uNniTyY. | 
Thus recogniz'd, the ſpring of life and thought 
Eternal, ſclf-deriv'd, and unbegor ! 

Approach, celeſtial Muſe, th' empyreal throne, 
And awfully adore th' exalted One ! | 
In nature pure, in place ſupremely free, 

And happy in eſſential unity 
Blefs'd in himſelf, had from his forming hand 

No creatures ſprung to hail his wide command; 

gBleſs' d, had the ſacred fountain ne'er run o'er, 

A boundleſs ſea of bliſs that knows no ſhore ! 

Nor ſenſe can two prime origins conceive, 

Nor reaſon two eternal Gods believe | 

Could the wild Manichzan own that guide, 

The good would triumph, and the ill tubſide ! 

Again would vanquiſh'd Arimanius bleud, 

And darkneſs from prevailing light recede! 

In diff rent individuals we find | 

An evident difparity of mind; | 

Hence ductile thought a thouſand changes gains, 

And actions vary as the will ordains 

But ſhould two Beings, equally ſupreme, 

Divided pow'r and parted empire claim; 


How ſoon would univerſal order ceaſe! 
How ſoon would diſcord harmony diſplace ! 
Eternal ſchemes maintain eternal fight, 

Nor yield, ſupported by eternal might ; 
Where each would uncontroul'd his aim 
The links diffever, or the chain renew 
Matter from motion croſs impreſſions take, 
As ſerv'd each pow'r his rival's pow'r to break, 
While neutral] Ghaos, from his deep receſs, 3 
Would view the never-ending ftritc increaſe, 
And bleſs the conteſt that ſecur'd his peace! 
While new creations would oppoſing riſe, | 
And clemental war deform the ſkics ! 
Around wild uproar and confuſion hurl'd, 
Eclipſe the hcav'ns, and waſte the ruin'd world. 
Two independent cauſes to admit, 
Deſtroys religion, and debaſes wit; 
The firſt by ſuch an anarchy undone, 
The laſt acknowledges its ſource but one. | 
As from the main the mountain rills are drawn, 
That wind irriguous thro” the flow'ry lawn; 
So, mindful of their ſpring, one courſetliey keep, 
Exploring, till they find their native deep! 
Exalted Pow'r inviſible, ſupreme, 
Thou ſor'reign, ſole unutterable Name! 
As round thy throne thy flaming ſeraphs ſtand, 
And touch the golden lyre with trembling hand; 
Too weak thy pure effulgence to behold, 
With their rich plumes their dazzled eyes infold; 
Tranſported with the ardors of thy praiſe, 
The holy! holy! holy! anthem raiſe !_ 
Jo them reſponſive, let creation fing, 
Thee, indiviſible eternal King! 
III. SPIRITUALITY. 
O ſay, celeſtial Muſe ! whoſe purer birth 
Diſdains the low material tics of earth; 
By what bright images ſhall be defin'd 
The myſtic nature of th' eternal Mind? 
Or how thall thought the dazzling height explore, 

Where all that reafon can—is to adore ! 

That God's an immaterial eſſence pure, 
Whom ſ gute can't deſcribe, 


purſue, 


207. parts immure; 


lt. 


| 
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Incapable of paſſions, impulſe, fear, 
In good pre-eminent, in truth ſevere : 


Unmix'd his nature, and ſublim'd his pow'rs 


From all the groſs allay that tempers ours; 


Tn whoſe clear eye the bright angelic train 


Appear ſuffus'd with imperfection's ſtain ! 


Impervious to the man's or ſeraph's eye, 


Beyond the ken of each exalted high; 
Him would in vain material ſemblance feięn, 


Or figur'd ſhrines the boundleſs God contain; 
| Object of faith —he ſhuns the view of ſenſe, 


Loſt in the blaze of ſightleſs excellence! 

Moſt perfect, moſt intelligent, moſt wiſe, 

In whom the ſanctity of pureneſs les; 

In whoſe adjuſtmg mind the whole is wrought, 


| Whoſe form is ſpirit ! and whoſe eſſence thought ! 


Are truths inſcrib'd by Wiſdom's brighteſt ray, 


In characters that gild the face of day 


Reaſon confeſs, d (howe'er we may diſpute), | 
Fix'd boundary! diſcovers man from brute 
Bur dim to us, exerts its fainter ray, 

Depreſs'd in matter, and allied to clay 

In forms ſuperior kindles leſs confin'd, 

Whoſe dreſs is ether, and whoſe ſubſtance mind; 
Yet all from Him, ſupreme of Cauſes, flow, 


| To Him their pow'rs and their exiſtence owe; 


From the bright cherub of the nobleſt birth, 
To the poor reaſoning glow-worm plac'd on carth; 
From matter then to fpirit (till aſcend, 85 
Thro' ſpirit ſtill refining, higher tend; 
Purſue, on knowledge bent, the pathileſs road, 
Pierce thro' infinitude in queſt of God! 


Still from thy ſearch, the centre ſtill ſhall fly, 


Approaching ſtill thou never ſhalt come nigh! 
So its bright orb th' aſpiring flame would join, 
But the vaſt diſtance mocks the fond deſign. 
If He, Almighty ! whoſe decree 1s fate, 
Could, to diſplay his pow'r, ſubvert his ſtate; 


Bid from his plaſtic hand a greater rite, 
Produce a maſter! and reſign his ſkies 
| Impart his incommunicable flame, 


The myſtic number of th' Eternal Name; 
Then might revolting reafon's feeble ray, 
Aſpire to queſtion God's all- perfect day! 


Vain taſk | the clay in the directing hand. 


The reaton of its form might ſo demand, 
As man preſume to queſtion his diſpoſe, 
From whom the pow r he thus abuſes flows. 
Here point, fair Muſe ! the worihip God re- 
quires, | 
The ſoul inflam'd with chaſte and holy fires! 
Where love celeſtial warms the happy breat?, 
And from ſincerity the thought's expreſo d; 
Where genuine picty and truth refin d, 
eee due the temple of the mind; 
With grateful flames the living altars glow, 
And God deſcends to viſit man below! 


TV. OMNIPRESENCE. 
Thro' the unmeaſurable tracts of ſpace, 


Go, Muſe divine ! and preſent Godhead trace! 


Sec where by place, uncircumſerib'd as time, 

He reigns extended, and he ſhines ſublime 

Shouldſt thou above the heav'n of heav'ns al- 
cend, . bi 


Coulꝗſt thou below the depth of depths deſcend; 


Could 
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Could thy fond flight beyond the ſtarry ſphere, 
The radiant morning's lucid pinions bear 
There ſhould his brighter preſence thine confeſs'd, 
There his almighty arm thy courfe arreſt ! 
Couldſt thou the thickeſt veil of night aſſume, 
Or think to hide thee in the central gloom ! 
Yet there, all patent to his piercing e 
Darkneſs itſelf would kindle into light: 

Not the black manſions of the ſilent grave, 

Nor darker hell from her perception ſave; 
What pow'r, alas! thy footſteps can convey 
Beyond the reach of omnipretent day ? 

In his wide graſp, and comprehenſive eye, 
Immediate, worlds on worlds unnumber'd lie: 
Syſtems inclos'd in his perception roll, 

Whoſe all-informing mind directs the whole: 
Lodg'd in his graſp, their certain ways they know; 
Plac'd in that ſight from whence can nothing go. 
On carth his footſtool fix'd, in heav'n his ſeat ; 
Enthron'd he dictates, and his word is fate. 

Nor want his ſhining images below, 

In ſtreams that murmur, or in winds that blow; 
His ſpirit broods along the boundleſs flood, 
Smiles in the plain, and whiſpers in the wood; 
Warms in the genial ſun's enliv'ning ray, 
Rreathes in the air, and beautifies the day! 

Should man his great immenſity deny, 

Man might as well uſurp the vacant ſky : 

For were he limited in date, or view, 

Thence were his attributes imperfect too; 

His knowledge, pow'r, his goodneſs all confin'd, 
And loft th* idea of a ruling Mind! 1 
Feeble the truſt, and comfortleſs the ſenſe, 

Of a defective partial Providence! 

Boldly might then his arm injuſtice brave, 

Or innocence in vain his mercy crave; 

Dejccted virtue lift its hopeleſs eye; 

And heavy ſorrow vent the heartleſs ſigh! 

An abſent God no abler to defend, | 
Protect, or puniſh, than an abſent friend; 
Diſtant alike our wants or gricfs to know, 

To eaſe the anguiſh, or prevent the blow! 

If he, ſupreme Director, were not near, 

Vain were our hope, and empty were our fear; 
Unpuniſh'd vice would o'cr the world prevail, 
And unrewarded virtue toil—to fail ! 

The moral world a ſecond chaos lic, 

And nature ficken to the thoughtful eve! 

Even the weak embryo, cre to life it breaks, 
From his high pow'r its ſtender texture takes; 
While in his book the various parts inroll'd, 
Increafing, own eternal Wiſdom's mould. 

Nor views he only the material whole, 

But pierces thought, and penctrates the ſoul ! 
Ere from the lips the vocal accents part, | 
Or the faint purpoſe dawns within the heart! 
His ſteady cye the mental biith perceives, 

Ere vet to us the new idea lives ! 


And, cre we form th' intention, marks the deed ! 
But Conſcience, fair vicegerent-light within, 
Aſſerts its Author, and reſtores the ſcene! 
Points out the beauty of the govern'd plan, 
„And vindicates the ways of God to man,” 


8 


— 


Then ſacred Muſe, by the vaſt proſpect fir'd, 
From heav'n deſcended, as by Heav'n inſpir'd; 
His all enlight'ning Omnipreſence own, known; 
Whence firſt thou feel'ſt thy dwindling preſence 
His wide Omniſcience, juſtly grateful, ting, 
Whence thy weak ſcience prunes its callow wing 
And bleſs th' eternal, all- informing foul, [Whole ! 
Whole fight pervades, whoſe knowledge fills the 


V. IMMUTABILITY. 
As the Eternal and Omniſcient Mind, 


By laws not limited, nor bounds confin'd; 


Is always independent, always free, 

Hence ſhines confeſs'd Immutability ! 

Change, whether the ſpontaneous child of will, 
Or birth of force—is imperfection ſtill. 

But he, all- perfect, in himſelf contains 

Pow'r ſelf-deriv'd, and from himſelf he reigns ? 
If, alter'd by conſtraint, we could ſuppoſe, 
That God his fix'd ſtability ſhould loſe; 

How ſtartles rcafon at a thought ſo ſtrange? 
What pow*r can force Omnipotence to change? 
If from his own divine productive thought, 
Were the yet ſtranger alteration wrought ; 
Couid excellence ſupreme new rays acquire 3 


Or ſtrong perfection raiſe its glories higher? 


Abſurd !—his high meridian brightneſs glows, . 


| Never decreaſes, never overflows! 
| Knows no addition, yields to no decay, 


The blaze of incommunicable day 
Below, through different forms does matter 


And life ſubſiſts from elemental change; [ range, 


Liquids condenſing ſhapes terreſtrial wear, 
Earth mounts in fire, and fire diſſolves in air; 
While we, enquiring phantoms of a day, 
Inconſtant as the ſhadows we ſurvey ! 
With them, along time's rapid current paſs, 
And haſte to mingle with the parent mats; 
But Thou, Eternal Lord of life divine! 
In youth immortal ſhalt for ever thine! 
No change ſhall darken thy exalted name; 
From everlaſting ages ſtill rhe ſame ! 

If God, like man, his purpoſe could renew, 
His laws could vary, or his plans undo; 


| Defponding faith would droop its chcerleſs wings 


Religion deaden to a lifeleſs thing ! 

Where could we, rational, repoſe our truſt, 

But in a Pow'r immutable as juſt ? 

How judge of revclation's force divine, 

If truth uncrring gave not the deſign? 

Where, as in nature's fair according, plan, 

All {miles benevolent and good to man. 
Plac'd in this narrow clouded ſpot below, 

We darkly ſee around, and darkly know ! 


| Religion lends the ſalutary beam, 
| That guides our reaſon thro' the dubious gleam; 


Till ſounds the hour, when he who rules the ſkics 


| Shall bid the curtain of Omnilcience riſe ! 
Knows what we ſay, ere yet the words proceed, 


Shall diflipate the miſts that veil our ſight, 

And ſhew his creatures—ell his aways are rig d 
Then, when aftoniih'd nature feels its fate, 

And fetter'd time ſhall know his lateſt date | 

When earth ſhall in the mighty blaze exprie,. 


| Heav'n melt with heat, and worlds diffolve in fire! 


'The 
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The univerſal ſyſtem ſhrink away, 

And ceaſing orbs confeſs th' almighty ſway ! 
Immortal He, amidſt the wreck ſecure, 
Shall fit exalted, permanently pure! 

As in the Sacred Buſh, ſhall ſhine the ſame, 
And from the ruin raiſe a fairer frame ! 


VI. OMNIPOTENCE. 


Far hence, ye viſionary charming maids, 
Ye fancied nvmp\s that haunt the Grecian thades ! 
Your birth who from conceiving fiction drew, 
Vourſelves preducing phantoms as untrue 
But come, eier Muſc! divinely bright, 
Daughter of heav'n, whoſe offspring {till is light; 
Oh condeſcend, celeftial ſacred gnett ! 
To purge my light, and animate my breaſt, 
While I preſume Omnipotence to trace, 
And fing thatPow'r who peopled boundleſs ſpace ! 
Thou preſent wert, when forth th'Almighty 
| rode, 
While Chaos trembled at the voice of God! { drew, 
Thou ſaw'ſt, when o'er th' immenſe his line he 
When Nothing from his Word exiſtence knew ! 
His Word, that wak'd to life the vaſt profound, 


While confcious light was Kindled at the found! 


Creation fair! ſurpris'd th' angelic eyes, 
And ſov'reign Wiſdom ſaw that all was wiſe ! 
Him, ſole almighty nature's book diſplays, 
Diſtinct the page, and legible the rays ! 
Let the wild ſceptie his attention throw 
To the broad horizon, or carth below ; _ 
He finds thy ſoft impreſſion touch his breaſt, 
He feels the God, and owns him unconfeſs'd ! 
Should the ftray pilgrim, tir'd of ſands and ſkies, 
In Lybia's waſte behoid a palace riſe, 
Would he believe the charm from atoms wrought? 
Go, atheiſt, hence, and mend thy juſter thought 
What hand, Almighty Architect! but thine, 
Could give the model of this vaſt defi-n ? 
What hand but thine adjuſt th' amazing whole ? 
And bid conſenting ſyſtems beautevus roll! 
What hand but, thine ſupply the ſolar light ? 
Ever beſtowing, yet for ever bright! 
What hand but thine the ſtarry train array, 
Or give the moon to ihed her borrow'd ray? 
What hand but thine the azure convex ſpread 7 
What hand but thine compoſe the occan's bed? 
To the vaſt main the ſandy barrier throw, 
And with the fecbic curb reſtrain the fore ! 
What hand bur thine tile wint ry flood aſſuage, 
Or ſtop the tempeſt in its wildeſt rage! . 
© Thee infinite ! what finite can explore ? 
Imagination finks beneath thy pow'r ; 
Thee could the ableſt of thy creatures know, 
Lcft were thy Unity, for he were Thou! 
Yet preſent to all ſenſe thy pow'r remains, 
Revcal'd in nature, Nature's Author reigns ! 
In vain would error from conviction fly, 
Thou ev'ry where art preſent to the cye ! 
The ſenſe how ſtupid, and the ſighit how blind, 
That fails this univerſal truth to find! 
Go! all the ſightleſs realms of ſpace ſurvey, 
Returning trace the Planetary Way ! | 
The ſan, that in his central gloty ſhines, 


White cv'ry planet round his orb inclines; 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| Around, behold earrh's variegated ſcene, 
| The mingling proſpects, and the flow'ry green; 


And raiſe a blank-—where ſyſtems ſmil'd before! 


That felt thy juſtice, awfully ſevere ! 


| Jbedient ocean to their march divide 
The wat'ry wall diſtinct on eitzer fde; 
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Then at our intermediate globe repoſe, 
And view yon lunar Satellite that glows ! 


Or caſt along the azure vault thy eye 
When golden day enlightens all the ky; 


The mountain brow, the long-extended wood, 
Or the rude rock that threatens o'er the flood ! 
And ſay, are theſe the wild effects of chance: 
Oh, ſtrange effect of reas'ning ignorance ! 
Nor pow'r alone confeſs'd in grandeur lies, 
The glittering planet, or the painted ſkies ! 
Equal, the elephant's or emmet's dreſs, 
The wiſdom cf Omnipotence confeſs ; 
Equal, the cumbrous whale's enormous maſs, 
With the ſmall inſect in the crowded gr 
The mite that gambols in its acid ſea, 
In ſhape a porpus, though a ſpeck to t ee 
Ev'n the blue down the purple plum ſurro nds, 
A living world, thy failing fight confounds, 
To him a peopled habitation ſhows,. 
Where millions taſte the bounty God beſtows ! 
Great Lord of life, whoſe all-controuling might 
Thro' wide creation beams divinely bright, 
Nor only docs thy you in forming ſhine, 
But to annihilate, dread King! is thine. 
Shouldſt thou withdraw thy ſtill- ſupporting hand, 
How languid nature would aſtoniſh'd ſtand ! 
Thy frown the ancient realm of night reſtore, 


Sec in corruption, all-ſurpriſing ſtate, 
How ſtruggling life eludes the ſtroke of fate; 
Shock'd at the ſcene, tho' ſenſe averts its eye, 
Nor ſtops the wondrous proceſs to deſcry; 
Vet juſter thought the myſtic change purſues, 
And with deligut Almighty Wiſdom views! 
The brute, the vegetable world ſurveys, 
Secs life ſubſiſting ev'n from life's decays ! 
Mark there, ſelf-taughit, the penſive reptile come, 
Spin his thin ſhroud, and living build his tomb! 
With confcious care his former pleaſures leave, 
And drefs him for the bus'neſs of the grave 
Thence, paſs'd the ſhort-liv'd change, renew's 

he fprings, | 
Admires the ſkies, and tries his ſilken wings! 
Wich airy flight the inſect roves abroad, 
And ſcorns the mcaner earth he lately trod! 

Thee, potent, let deliver'd Iſrael praiſc, 
And to thy name their grateful homage raiſe! 
Thee, potent God! let Egypt's land declare, 


How did thy frown benight the ſhadow d land! 
Nature revers'd, how own thy high command ! 
When jarring clements their uſe forgot, 
And the ſun felt thy evercaſting blot ! 

When carch produc'd the peſtilential brood, 
And the fou! ſtream was crimfon'd into blood! 
iow deep the horrors of that awful night, 
law ſtrong the terror, and how wild the fright! 
When o'cr the land thy ſword vindictive pats d, 
And men and infants breath'd at once their latty 
low did thy arm thy favour'd tribes convey : 
hy light conducting point the patent way! 
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While thro' the deep the long proceſſion led, 
And ſaw the wonders of the oozy bed! 

Nor long they march'd, till black'ning in the rear, 
The vengeful tyrant and his hoſt appcar ! 

Plunge down the ſteep, the waves thy nod obey, 
Andwhelm the threat'ning ſtorm beneath the ſea ! 
Nor yet thy pow'r thy choſen train forſook, 
When thro' Arabia's ſands their way they took; 

By day thy cloud was preſent to the fight, 

by fiery pillar led the march by night; 
Thy hand amidſt the waſte their table ſpread, 
With feather'd viands, and with heav'nly bread : 
When the dry wilderneſs no ſtreams ſupplied, 
Guſh'd from the vielding rock the vital ride ! 
What limits can Omnipotence conhne ? 
What obſtacles oppoſe thy arm divine? 

Since ſtones and waves their ſettled laws forego, 
Since ſcas can harden, and fince rocks can flow! 
On Sinai's top, the Mute with ardent wing 

The triumphs of Omnipotence would fing ! 
When o'er its airy brow thy cloud diſplay d, 
Involy'd the nations in its awful ſhade ! | 
When ſhrunk the earth from thy approaching 
And the rock trembled to its rooted baſe; ¶ face, 
Yet where thy majeſty divine appear'd, 

Where ſhone thy glory, and thy voice was heard ; 
Ev'n in the blaze of that tremendous day, 
Idolatry its impious rites could pay! [vade, 
Oh ſhame to thought !— Thy ſacred throne in- 
And brave the bolt that linger'd round its head 


VII. wis pon. 


O thou, who when th Al mighty form'd this All, 
Upheld the ſcale, and weigh'd each balanc'd ball ; 
And as his hand completed each deſign, 
Number'd the work, and fix'd the feal divine; 
O Wiſdom infinite! creation's foul, _ 

Whole rays diffuſe new luſtre o'er the whole, 


What tongue ſhall make thy charms celeſtial 


known ? 
What hand, fair Goddeſs! paint thee but thy own? 
What tho' in nature's univerſal ſtore, 
Appear the wonders of almighty pow'r ! 
Pow'r unattended terror would inſpire, 
Aw'd muſt we gaze, and comfortleſs admire. 
But when fair Wiſdom joins in the defign, 
The beauty of the whole reſult's divine 
Hence life acknowledges its glorious cauſe, 
And matter owns its great diſpoſer's laws ; 
Hence in a thouſand different models wrought, 
Now fix'd to quiet, now allied to thought ; 
Hence flow the forms and properties of things, 
ence riſes harmony, and order ſprings, 
Elſe had the maſs a ſhapeleſs chaos lay, 
Nor ever felt the dawn of Wiſdom's day! 
See, how aſſociate round their We FI 
heir faithful rings the cireling planets run; 
Still equi-diſtant, never yet too near, : 
Exactly tracing their appointed ſphere, 
Mark how the moon our flying orb purſues, 
While from the fun her monthly light renews; 
reathes her wide influence on the world below, 
And bids the tides alternate ebb and flow. 
ew how in courſe the conſtant ſeaſons riſe, 
 Veiorm the earth, or beautify the {kies ; 
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Firſt, Spring advancing, with her flow ry train; 

Next, Summer's hand, that ſpread- the ſylvan 

ſcene | 

Then Autumn, with her yellow harveſt. crown'd; 

And trembling Winter cloſe the annual round. 

The vegetable tribes cbſervant trace, 

From the tall cedar to the creeping graſs : 

The chain of animated beings ſcale, | 

From the ſmall reptile to th' enormous Whale; 

From the ſtrong eagle ſtooping thro' the ſkies, 

To the low inſect that eſcapes thy eyes! 

And fee, if ſee thou canſt, in ev'ry frame, 

Eternal Wiſdom ſhine confeſs'd the tae ; 

As proper organs to the leaſt aflign'd, 

As proper means to propagate the Kind, 

As juſt the ſtructure, and as wiſe the plan, 

As in this lord of all—debating man! Wen 
Hence, reas'ning creature, thy diſtinction find, 

Nor longer to the ways of Heav'n be blind. 

Wiſdom in outward beauty ſtrikes the mind, 

But outward bcauty points a charm behind, 

What gives the carth, the ambient air, or ſcas, 

The plain, the river, or the wood to pleaſe ? 

Oh ſay, in whom does beanty's ſelf reſide, 

The Bcautifier, or the beautiſied? 

There dwells the Godhead in the bright diſguiſe, 

Beyond the ken of all created eyes; 

His works our love and our attention ſteal; 

His works (ſurpriſing thought !) the Maker veil; 

Too weak our fight to pierce the radiant cloud, 

Where Wiſdom ſhines, in all her charms avow'd. 
O gracious God, omnipotent and wiſe, 

Unerring Lord, and Ruler of the ſkies; 

All-condeſcending to my feeble heart, 

One beam of thy celeſtial light impart; 

I ſeek not ſordid wealth, or glitt'ring pow'r; 

O grant me Wiſdom—and I aſk no more! 


VIII. . PROVIDENCE. 


As from ſome level country's ſhelter*d ground, 
With towns replete, with green incloſures bound, 
Where the eye kept within the verdant maze, 
But gets a tranſient viſta as it ſtrays; 

The pilgrim to ſome riſing ſummit tends, 


hence opens all the ſcene as he aſcends : 
So providence the friendly height ſupplies, 


Where all the charms of Deny ſurpriſe; 

Here Goodneſs, Power, and Wiſdom all unite, 

And dazzling Glorics whelm the raviſh'd fight! 
Almighty Cauſe ! 'tis thy preſerving care, 

That keeps thy works for ever freth and fair; 


| The ſun, from thy ſuperior radiance bright, 


Eternal ſheds his delegated light; 

Lends to his ſiſter orb inferior day, | 
And paints the filver moon's alternate ray : 
Thy hand the waſte of eating Time renews : 


Thou ſhedd'ſt the tepid morning's balmy dews 3 
When raging winds the blacken'd deep deform, 


Thy ſpirit rides commithon'd in the ſtorm ; 
Bids at thy will the ſlack'ning tempeſt ceaſe, 


While the calm ocean ſmooths its ruffled face; 


When lightnings thro' the air tremendous fly, 
Or the blue plague is looſen'd to deſtroy, 
Thy hand directs, or turns aſide the ftroke 


Thy word the fiend's commijlion can revo 
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When ſubterraneous fires the ſurface heave, 
And towns are buried in the yawning grave 
Thou ſuffer'ſ not the miſchief to prevail; 
Thy ſov'reign touch the recent wound can heal. 
ToZcmbla's rocks thou ſend'ſt the cheerful gleam; 
Oer Lybia's ſands thou pour'ſt the cooling ftream; 
Thy watchful Providence o'er all intends; 
Thy works obey their great Creator's ends. 

When man too long the paths of vice purſued, 
Thy hand prepar'd the univerſal flood ; 
Gracious to Noah gave the timely hgn, 

To fave a remnant from the wrath divine! 
One ſhining waſte the globe terreſtrial lay, 
And the ark lieav'd along the troubled fea ; 
Thou bad'ſfi the deep his ancient bed explore, 
The clouds their wat'ry deluge pour'd no more! 
The ſkies were clear'd the mountain tops were 
The dove pacitic brought the olive green. ſeen, 
On Arrarat the happy Patriarch toſt, | 
Found the recover'd world his hopes had loſt; 
There his fond eyes review'd the pleaſing ſcene, 
The carth all verdant, and the air ſerenc! 

Its precious freight the guardian ark diſplay'd, - 
While Noah grateful adoration paid ! | 
Bcholding in the many-tinctur'd bow 

The promiſe of a ſafer world below. 

When wild ambition rear'd its impious head, 
And riſing Babel Hecav'n with pride ſurvey'd; 
Thy word the mighty labour could confound, 
And leave the maſs to moulder with tne ground. 

From Thee all human actions take their ſprings, 
The riſe of empires, and the fall of Kings ! 

See the vaſt theatre of time diſplay'd, 

While o'er the ſcene ſucceeding heroes tread! 

With pomp the ſhining images ſucceed, 

What teaders triumph] and what monarchs bleed! 

Perform the parts thy providence aflign'd, | 

Their pride, their paſſions, to thy ends iuclin'd: 

Awhile they glitter in the face of day, 

Then at thy nod the phantoms paſs away; 

No traces left of all the buſy ſcene, | 

But that remembrance ſays Te things have been! 
Nut (queſtions doubt) w hence ſickly nature feels 

« 'F he ague- fits her face fo oft reveals? [breaſt ? 

« Whence carthquakes heavetheearth's aſtoniſh'd 

* Whence tempeſts rage? or yellow plagues infcſt? 

hence drawsrank Afric her empoiton'd ftore ? 

„Or liquid fires exploſive Atna pour?“ 

Go, {ceptic mole! demand th' eternal cauſe, 

The ſecret of his all-preſerving laws; 

The depths of wiſdom intinite explore, 

And atk thy Maker—whyv he knows no more? 

Thy error till in moral things as great, 

As van to cavil at the ways of fate. 

To ak why proſp'rous vice ſo oft ſucceeds, 

_ Why ſuffers innocence, or virtue bleeds! 
Why monſters, nature mutt with bluthes own, 
By crimes grow pow*rful, and diſgrace a throne! 
Why faints and ſages, mark'd in ev'ry age, 
Perith, the victims of tyranne rage; 

Why Socrates for truth and freedom fell, 

Or Nero reign'd the delegate of hell: 

In vain by realon is the maze purſued, 

Of ill triumphant, and afflicted good. 

Pix'd to the hold, fo might the ſailor aim 

To judge the pilot, and the ſteerage blame, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
As we direct to God what ſhould belong, 


Or meaſure ſparingly the daily bread; 


So ſheds thy mercy its diſtinguita'd rays. 


Book [, 


Or ſay, that ſov'reign wiſdom governs wrong. 
Nor always vice does uncorrected go, 
Nor virtue unrewarded paſs below 


Oft ſacred juſtice lifts her awful head, 


And dooms the tyrant and th' uſurper dead; 
Oft Providence, more friendly than ſevere, 
Arreſts the hero in his wild career; 
Directs the fever, poniard, or the ball, 
By which an Ammon, Charles, or Cæſar fall: 
Or, when the curſed Borgias brew the cup 
For merit, bids the monſters drink it up; 
On violence oft retorts the cruel ſpear, 
Or fetters cunning in 1ts crafty ſnare: 
Relicves the innocent, exalts the juſt, 
And lays the proud oppreſſor in the duſt ! 
But, faſt as Time's {wift pinions can convey, 
Haſtens the pomp of that tremendous day, 
When to the view of all created eyes | 
God's high tribunal ſhall majeſtic rife, 
When the loud trumpet ſhall aſſemble round 
The dead, reviving at the piercing found! 
Where men and angels thall to audit come, 
And millions yet unborn receive their doom! 
Then ſhall fair Providence, to all diſplay'd, 


* divinely bright without a ſhade; 
In h 


ght triumphant all her acts be ſhown, 
And oluthing Doubt eternal Wiſdom own ! 
Mean while, thou great Intelligence ſupreme, 
Sov'reign Director of this mighty frame, 
Whoſe watchful hand, and all-obſerving ken. 
Faſhions the hearts, and views the ways of men 
Whether thy hand the plenteous table ſpread, 


Whether or wealth or honours gild the ſcene, 
Or wants deform, and waſting anguiſh ſtain; 
On thee let truth and virtue firm rely, 

Bleſs'd in the care of thy approving cye ! 
Know that thy Providence, their conſtant friend, 
Thro' life ſhall guard them, and in death attend; 
With everlaſting arms their cauſe embrace, 
And crown the paths of piety with peace. 


IX. GOODNESS. | 
Ve ſeraphs, who God's throne encircling ſtill, 
With holy zeal your golden cenſers fill; 
Ye flaming miniſters, to diſtant lands 


| Who bear, obſequious, his divine commands; 
Ye cherubs who compoſe the ſacred choir, 
Attuning to the voice th' angelic tyre! 


Or ve fair natives of the hear'nly plain, 
Who once were mortal—now a happier train! 
Who ſpend in peaceful love your joyful hours, 


In bliſsful meads and amaranthine bow'rs, 
| Oh lend one ſpark of your celeſtial fire, 
Oh deign my glowing boſom to inſpire, 


And aid the Muſe's unexperienc'd wing, 

While Goodneſs, theme divine, the ſoars to ſing! 
Tho! all thy attributes divinely fair, 

Thy full perfection, glorious God! declare; 


Vet if one beams ſuperior to the reſt, 


Oh let thy goodneſs faireſt be confeſs'd: 

As ſhines the moon amidft her ſtarry train, 
As breathes the roſe amongſt the flow'ry ſcene, 
As the mild dove her ſilver plumes dilplays, 
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This led, Creator mild, thy gracious hand, 
When formleſs Chaos heard thy high command ; 
When, pleas'd, thy eye thy matchleſs works re- 

view d, 

And Goodneſs, placid, ſpoke that all was good 
Nor only docs in heav'n thy goodneſs ſhine ; 
Delighted nature feels its warmth divine; | 

The vital ſun's illuminating beam, 

The ſilver creſcent, and the ftarry gleam, 
As day and night alternate they command, 
Proclaim that truth to ev'ry diſtant land. 

See ſmiling nature, with thy treaſures fair, 

Confeſs thy bounty and parental care; 

Renew'd by thee, the faithful ſeaſons riſe, 

And carth with plenty all her ſons ſupplics. 

The generous lion and the brinded boar, 

As nightly thro' the foreſt walks they roar, 

From thee, Almighty Maker, ſeek their prey, 
Nor from thy hand unſated go away: 

To thee for meat the callow ravens cry, 
Supported by thy all-preſerving eye : 

From thee the feather d natives of the plain, 

Or thoſe who range the field, or plough the main, 
Receive with conſtant courſe th' appointed food, 
And taſte the cup of univerſal good; 

Thy hand thou open'ſt, million'd myriads live; 
Thou frown'ſt, they faint; thou ſmil'ſt, and they 

On virtue's acre, as on rapiae's ſtores, | revive | 
zee Heav'n impartial deal the fruitful ſhow'rs ! 
Life's common blethngs all her children tharc,' 
Tread the ſame earth, and breathe a gen'ral air ! 
Without diſtinction boundleſs bleſſings fall, 

And Goodneſs, like the tun, enlightens all! 

Oh man, degenerate man! offend no mare! 
Go, learn of brutes thy Maker to adore | 
Shall theſe, thro' ev'ry tribe, his bounty own, 
Of all his works ungrateful thou alone | 
Deaf when the tuneful voice of mercy crics, 
And blind when ſov'reign Goodneſs charms the 

eyes! | | | 
Mark how the wretch his awfulname blaſphemes, 
His pity fpares—his clemency reclauns ! | | 
Obſerve Lis patience with the guilty ſtrive, 
And bid the criminal repent and live; 
Recal the fugitive with geatle cye, 
Beſeech the obſtinate, he would not die! 
Amazing tenderneſs—amazing molt, | 
The foul on whom ſuch mercy ſhould be loſt ! 

But wouldſt thou view the rays of voodnels join 
In one ſtrong point of radiance all divine, 
Behold, celeftial muſe ! yon caſtern light ; 

To Bethlem's plain, adoring, bend thy ſiglit! 
Hear the glad meſſage to the ſhepherds giv'n, 

* Good-will on earth to man, and peace in heav'n.' 
Attend the ſwains, purſue the ſtarry road, 


And hail to earth the Saviour and the God! 5 


Redemption ! oh thou beauteous myſtic plan | 
Thou ſalutary ſource of life to man | 
What tongue can ſpeak thy comprehenſive grace 


What thought thy depths unfathomable trace ? 


When loſt in fin our ruin'd nature lay, | 
When awful juſtice claim'd her righteous pay ! 


dee the mild Saviour bend his pitying eve, 


And ſtop the lightning juſt prepar'd to fiy ! 


* 
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Vi ſtrange effect of uncxampled love) 
ie hun deſcend the heav'nly throne above; 


Fre 
| Your grateful voices aid the Mule to ſing 
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Patient, the alls of mortal life endure, © 4 
Calm, tho” revil'd, and innocent, tho' poor! 4 
Uncertain his abode, and coarſe his food, | 
His life one fair continued ſcene of good; 
For us ſuſtain the wrath to man decreed, 
The victim of eternal juſtice bleed! 


Look! to the croſs the Lord of life is tied, 


They pierce his hands, and wound his ſacred fide ? 

See God expires ! our forfeit to atone, : 

While nature trembles at his parting groan ! 
Advance, thou hopeleſs mortal, ſteel'd in guilt, 

Behold, and if thou can'ſt, forbear to melt! 

Shall Jeſus die thy freedom to regain, 

And wilt thou drag the voluntary chain ? 

Wilt thou refuſe thy kind affent to give, 

When dying he looks down to bid thee live ! 


Perverſe, wilt thou reject the proffer'd good, 


Bought with his life, and ſtreaming in his blood 
Whoſe virtue can thy deepeſt crimes efface, 
Re-heal thy nature, and confirm thy peace ! 

Can all the errors of thy lite atone, 

And raiſe thee from a rebel to a fon ! 

O bleſt Redeemer, from thy ſacred throne, 
Where ſaints and angels ſing thy triumphs won! 
(Where from the grave thou rais'd thy glorious 
Chain'd to thy car the pow'rs infernal led) [ head, 
From that exalted height of bliſs ſupreme, 

Look down on thoſe who bear thy ſacred name ; 
Reftore their ways, inſpire them by thy grace, 


Thy laws to follow, and thy ſteps to trace; 


Thy bright example to thy doctrine join, 

And by their morals prove their faith divine ! 
Nor only to thy church contine thy rav, 

O'er the glad world thy healing light diſplay z 

Fair Sun of Rigiteoutncts ! in beauty rite, 

Aud clcar the miſts that cloud the mental ſkies ! 

To Judairs remnant, now a ſcatter'd train, 

Oh great Meſſiah! thow thy promis'd reign ; 

O'er carth as wide thy faving warmth ditfuſe, 


| As ſpreads the ambicnt air, or falling dews, 


And haſte the time when, yanquith'd by thy 
pow'r, þ ot, | 


| Death thall expire, and fin defile no more! 


| X. RECTITUDE. 

Hence diſtant far, ve fons of carth profane, 
The looſe, ambitious, coverous, or vain : 
Ye worms of pow'r! ye minion'd {laves of ſtate 
The wanton vulgar, and tiie ſordid great! 
But come, ye purer ſouls, from drofs retin'd, 
The blameleſs heart and uncorrupted mind! 
Let your chaſte hands the holy altars raite, 

f incenſe bring, and light the glowing blaze; 


The ſpotleſs juſtice of th' Almighty K ing! 
As only Rectitude divine he knows, 
As truth and ſanctity his thoughts compoſe ; 
So theſe the dictates which th' Eternal Mind 
To reafonable beings has atſign'd; _ 
Thelc has his care on ey'ry mind impreſs d, 
The conſcious ſcals the hand of Heav'n atteſt! 
When man, perverſe, for wrong forſakes the 


He ſtill attentive keeps the fault in Gght; 
Demands the ſtrict atonement ſhould be made, 
And claims the forfeit on th' offender's . | 


But Doubt demands “ Why man diſpos'd 
this way ? | 

« Why left the dang*rous choice to go aſtray ? 
* If Heav'n that made him did the fault foreſee, 
« Thence follows, heav'n is more to blame than 
No—had to good the heart alone inclin'd, The.“ 
What toil, what prize had virtue been aſſign d: 
From obſtacles her nobleſt triumphs flow, 
Her ſpirits languiſh when ſhe finds no foe ! 
Man might perhaps have fo been happy ſtill, 
Happy, without the privilege of will, 
And juſt, becauſe his hands were tied from ill! 
O wondrous ſcheme, to mend th' almighty plan, 
By ſinking all the digniry of man! | 


Yet turn thy eyes, vain ſceptic, own thy pride, | 


And view thy happineſs and choice allied ; 
See virtue from herſelf her bliſs derive, 
A bliſs, beyond the pow'r of thrones to give; 
See vice, of empire and of wealth poſſefs'd, 
Pine at the heart, and fee! herſelf unbleſé'd. 
And ſay, were yet no farther marks afiign'd, 
Is man ungrateful? or is Heav'n unkind ? 
Ves, all the woes from Heav'n permithve fall, 
The wretch adop:s—the wretch improves them 
From his wild luſt, or his oppreſſive deed, Call.“ 
Rapes, battles, murders, ſacrilege proceed; 
His wild ambition thins the peopled earth, 
Or from his av rice famine takes her birth; 
Had nature giv'n the hero wings to fly, 
His pride would lead him to attempt the ſky ! 
To angels make the pigmy's folly known, 
And draw ev'n pity from th' eternal throne, 
Yet while on earth triumphant vice prevails, 
Celeſtial juſtice balapces her ſcales. | 
With eve unbiaſs'd all the ſcene ſurveys, 
With hand impartial ev'ry crime ſhe weighs 
Oft cloſe. purſuing at his trembling heels, 
The man of blood her awful preſence feels; 
Oft from her arm, amidſt the blaze of ſtate, 
The regal tyrant, with ſucceſs elate, 
Is fore d to lcap the precipice of fate! 
Or if the villain paſs unpunith'd here, 
Tis but to make the future ſtroke ſevere; 
For ſoon or late eternal Juſtice pays 
Mankind the juſt deſert of all their ways, 
»Tis in that awful all-diſeloſing day, 
When high Omniſcience ſhall her books diſplay; 
When Juſtice ſhall preſent her ſtrict account, 
While Conſcience ſhall atteſt the due amount; 
That all who feel, condemn'd, the dreadful rod, 
Shall own that righteous are the ways of God! 
Oh then, while penitence can fate diſarm, 
While ling'ring Juſtice yet withholds its arm; 
Wihule ncav'nly patience grants the precious time, 
Let the loſt ſinner think him of his crime; : 
Immediate, to the feat of mercy fly, 
Nor watt to-morrow—leſt to-night he die! 
But tremble, all ye fins of blackeſt birth, 
Tc giants, that deform the face of earth ; 
Treinble, ye fons of aggravated guilt, 
And, ere vo late, let forrow learn to melt; 
Remorſeleſs Murder! drop thy hand ſevere, 
And bathe thy bloody weapon with a tear ; 
Zo, Luft impure ! convecſe with friendly light, 
Forſake the manſions of defiling nights 
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Dare not tac blaze of uncreatcd light 


Book . 
Quit, dark Hypocriſy, thy thin diſguiſe, 


Nor think to cheat the notice of the ſkies! 
Unſocial Avarice, thy graſp forego, | 
And bid the uſeful treaſure learn to flow 1 
Reſtore, Injuſtice, the defrauded gain 
Oppreſſion, bend to eafe the captive's chain 
Ere awful Juſtice ſtrike the fatal blow, 
And drive you to the realms of night below! 
But Doubt reſumes—** Tf Juſtice has decreed 
The puniſhment proportion'd to the deed; 
Eternal miſery ſeems too ſevere, 
Too dread a weight for wretched man to bear! 
© Too harſh that endleſs torments ſhould repa 


, 


The crimes of life the errors of a day !” 


In vain our reaſon would preſymptuous pry; 
Heaven's counſels are beyond conception high ; 
In vain would thought his meaſur'd Juſtice ſcan! 
His ways how different from the ways of man! 
Too deep for thee his ſeerets are to know, 
Enquire not, but more wiſely ſhun the woe; 
Warn'd by his threaCaings to his laws attend, 
And learn to make Omnipotence thy friend! 

Our weaker laws, to gain the purpos'd ends, 
Oft paſs the bounds the law-giver intends; 

Oft partial pow'r, to ſerve its own deſign, 
War ps from the text, exceeding reaſon 5s line; 
Strikes biaſs'd at the perſon, not the deed, 
And fees the guiltleſs unprotected bleed! 

But God alone, with unimpaſſion'd fight, 
Surveys the nice barrier of wrong and right; 
And while ſubſervient, as his will ordains, 
Obedient nature yields the preſent means; 


| While neither force nor paſſions guide his views, 


Ev'n Evil works the purpoſe he purſues ! 
That bitter ſpring, the ſource of human pain! 
Heal'd by his touch, does mineral health contain; 


And dark afflition, at his potent rod, 


Withdraws its cloud, and brightens into good. 
Thus human juſtice (far as man can go) 
For private ſafety ſtrikes the dubious blow 


| But Rectitude divine, with nobler ſoul, 


Conſults each individual in the whole! 
Dire&ts the iſſues of each moral ſtrife, 
And {ecs creation ſtruggle into life! 

And you, ye happier fouls ! who in his ways 
Obſervant walk, and fing his daily praiſe; 
Ye righteous few! whote calm unruffled breafts 
No fears can darken, and no guilt infeſts, 
To whom his gracious promiies extend, 
In whom they centre, and in whom ſhall end. 
Which (bleſs d on that foundation ſure who build) 
Shall with eternal Juſtice be fulfill'd: 
Ye ſons of life, to whoſe glad hope is giv'n 
The bright reverſion of approaching heav'n, 
With grateful hearts his glorious praiſe recite, 
Whoſe love from darkneſs call'd you out to 
So let your piety reflective ſhine, lliglut; 
As men may thence confeſs his truth divine! 
And when this mortal veil, as ſoon it muſt, 
Shall drop, returning to its native duſt , 
The work of life with approbation done, 
Receive from God your bright immortal crown! 


A. GLORY": - 
But oh, advent'rous Muſe, reftrain thy flight, 


Pefore 
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Before whoſe glorious throne with dread ſurprize 
Th' adoring ſeraph veils his dazzied eyes; 
Whoſe pure effulgence, radiant to exceſs, 
No colours can deſcribe, or words expreſs ! 
All the fair beauties, all the lucid ſtores, 
Which o'er thy worksthy hand reſplendent pours, 
Feeble, thy brighter glories to diſplay, 
Pale as the moon before the folar ray ! 
Sec on his throne the gaudy Perſian plac'd, 
I all the pomp of the luxuriant eaſt! _ 
While mingling gems a borrow'd day unfold, 
And the rich purple waves emboſs'd with gold; 
Yet mark this ſcene of painted grandeur yield 
To the fair lily that adorns the field 
Obſcur'd, behold that fainter lily lies 
By the rich bird's inimitable dyes; 
Yet theſe ſurvey confounded and outdone 
By the ſuperior luſtre of the ſun ; | 
That fun himſelf withdraws his leſſen'd beam 
From Thee, the glorious Author of his frame ! 
Tranſcendent Pow'r ! ſole arbiter of fate 
How great thy glory! and thy bliſs how great ! 
To view from thy cxalted throne above, 
(Eternal ſource of light, and life, and love!) 
Unnumber'd creatures draw their ſmiling birth, 
To bleſs the heavins, or beautify the earth; 
While ſyſtems roll, obedient to thy view, 
And worlds rejoice——which Newton never knew. 
Then raiſe the ſong, the gen'ral anthem raiſe, 
And ſwell the concert of eternal praiſe ! | 
Athft, ye orbs, that form this boundleſs whole, 
Which in the womb of ſpace unnumber'd roll; 
Ye planets who compoſe our leſter ſcheme, 
And bend, concertive, round the ſolar frame; 
Thou oye of nature! whoſe extenſive ray 
With endleſs charms adorns the face of day; 
Conſenting raiſe th* harmonious joyful ſound, 
And bear his praiſes thro? the vaſt profound: 
His praiſe, ye winds that fan the cheerful air, 
dy ift as they paſs along your pinions bear | 
His praiſe let ocean thro! her realms diſplay, 
Far as her circling billows can convey | 
His praiſe ye miſty vapours wide diftuſc, 
In rains deſcending, or in milder dews; 
His praiſes whitper, ye majeſtic trecs, 
As your tops ruſtle to the gentle breeze ! 
His praiſe around, ye flow ry tribes, exhale, 
Fir as your ſweets embalm the ſpicy gale! 
His praiſe, ye dimpled ſtreams, to carth reveal, 
As pleas d ye murmur thro' the flow ry valc ! 
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Forgive the lowly Muſe, whoſe artleſs lay 

Has dar d thy ſacred Attributes ſurvey ! 
Delighted oft thro” nature's beauteous field 
Haz the ador'd thy Wiſdom bright reveal d; 
Oft have her withes aim'd the ſecret ſong, 

But awful rev'rence ſtill withheld her tongue. 
Yet as thy bounty lent the reas ning beam, 

As fecls my conſcious breaſt thy vital flame, 
50, bleſt Creator, let thy ſervant pay 

His mite of grititude this feeble way; 

Thy Gondnets own, thy Providence adore, 
And yield thee only hat was thine before, 


Rong 


_—— 
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Poem. By Dr. GLYNN. 
HY Juſtice, heav'nly King ! and that great day, 


W'hen virtue, long abandon'd and forlorn, 
Shall raiſe her penſive head; and Vice, that erſt 
Rang'd unreprov'd and free, ſhall fink appall'd; 
I ting advent rous—But what eye can pierce 

The vaſt immeaſurable realms of ſpace, 

O'er which Meiſiah drives his flaming car 
To that bright region, where enthron'd he fits, - 
Firſt born of Heav'n, to judge aſſembled worlds, 
Cloth'd in celeſtial radiance * Can the Muſe, 
Her feeble wing all damp with earthly dew, 
Soar to that bright cmpyreal, where around 
Myriads of angels, God's perpetual choir, 
Hymn hallelujahs, and in concert loud 

Chaunt ſongs of triumph to their Maker's praiſc?- 
Yet will I ſtrive to fing, albert unus'd _ 

To tread poetic foil. What though the wiles 
Of Fancy me enchanted, ne'er could lure 


To rove oer Fairy lands; to ſwim the ſtreams 
That through her valleys wave their mazy way; 
Or climb her mountain tops; yet will I raiſe 


My feeble voice to tell what harmony | 
(Sweet as the muſic of the rolling ſpheres) 
Attunes the moral world: that Virtue ſtill 

May hope her promis'd crown; that vicemay dread 
Vengeance, though late; that reas'ning Pride may 

own | 

Juſt, though unſearchible, the ways of Heav'n. 
Sceptic! 'whoe'er thou art, who fay'it the ſoul, 

That divine particle which God's own breath 
Inſpir'd into the mortal maſs, ſhall reſt 
Anniliilate, till Duration has unroll'd 

Her never-ending line; tell, if thou know'g, 


Why every nation, every clime, though all 


His praiſc, ye feather d choirs diſtinguiſh'd ſing, In laws, in rites, in manners diſagree, 


As to your notes the vocal foreſts ring 
His praife proclaim, ye monſters of the deep, 
Who in the vaſt aby ſs your revels kcep! _ 
Je fair natives of our carthly ſcene, | 
\\ ho range the wilds, or haunt the paſture green ! 
or thou, rain lord of earth, with carelcſs car 
nie univerſal hymn of worthip hear! 
But ardent in the ſacred chorus join, 
Thy foul tranſported with tlie taſk divine 
While by his works th Almighty is confeſs'd, 
Supremcly glorious, and ſupremely bleſs'd 
. Great Lord of life! from whom this humble 
„ves che pow'r te ling thy hely name, {frame 


| 
| 


| 


With one conſent expect another world, : 
Where wickednets ſhall weep? Why Paynimbards 
Fabled Ely ſian plains, Tartareaa lakes, 
Styx and Cocytus ? Tell, why Haii's ſons 
Have feign'd a paradiſe of mirth and love, 
Banquets, and blooming nymphs 3 Or rather tell, 
Why, on the brink of Orcllana's ſtream, 
Were never ſcience rear'd her ſacred torch, 


| Th' untutor'd Indian dreams of happier worlds 
Behind the cloud-topt hill? Why in each breaſt 


Is plac'd a friendly monitor, that prompts, 
Informs, directs, encourages, forbids ? | 
Tell, why on unknown eval grief attends, 

| Or 
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Or joy on ſecret good? Why conſcience acts 
With tenfold force, when ſickneſs, age, or pain 
Stands tott'ring on the precipice of death ? 

Or why ſuch horror gnaws the guilty foul 

Of dying ſinners, while the good man fleeps 
Peaceful and calm, and with a ſmile. expires ? 
Look round the world ! with what a partial hand 
The ſcale of bliſs and mis'ry. is ſuſtain'd ! 
Beneath the ſhade of cold obſcurity | 

Pale Virtue lies; no arm ſupports her head, 
No friendly voice ſpeaks comfort to her ſoul, 
Nor ſoft-cyed Pity drops a melting tear; 

But, in their ſtead, Contempt and rude Diſdain 
Inſult the banith'd wanderer: on ſhe goes, 
Neglected and forlorn: Diſcaſe and Cold, 
Aud Famine, worſt of ills, her ſteps attend! 
Yet patient, and to Heaven's juſt will reſign'd, 
She ne'er is ſcen to weep, or heard to ſigh. 

Now turn your eyes to yon ſweet- ſmelling bowꝰ'r, 
Where, fluſh'd with all the inſolence of wealth, 
Sits pamper'd Vice! For him th' Arabian gale 
Breathes forth delicious odours; Gallia's hills 
For him pour nectar from the purple vine. 

Nor think for theſe he pays the tribute due 

To Heav'n : of Heav'n he never names the name, 
Save when with imprecations dark and dire 

He points his jeſt obſcene. Yet buxom Health 
Sits on his roſy check; yet Honour g1!ds 

His high exploits; and downy-pinion'd ſleep 
Sheds a ſoft opiate o'er his peaceful couch. 

Sceſt thou this, righteous Father! ſceſt thou this, 
And wilt thou ne'er repay ? Shall good and ill 
Be carried undiſtinguith'd to the land 
Where all things are forgot ?—Ah, no! the day 
Will come, whenVirtue from the cloud ſhall burſt, 
Thar long obſcur'd her beams; when Sin ſhall fly 
Buck to her native Hell; there fink eclips'd 
In penal darkneſs ; where nor ftar ſhall riſe, 
Nor ever ſunſhine pierce th' impervious gloom. 

On that great day the ſolemn trump ſhall tound, 
(Thattrump which once in heav'n,on man's revolt 
Convok'd th' aſtonith'd feraphs) at whole voice 
Tt unpeopled gravesſhall pour forth alltheirdead. 
Then ſhall th' aſſembled nations of the earth 
From ev'ry quarter at the judginent-ſeat 

Unite; Egyptians, Babylonians, Greeks, _ 
- Parthians and they who dwelt on Tyber's banks, 
Names fam'd of old : or who of later age, 
Chineſe and Ruflian, Mexican and Turk, 

IT cnant the wild terrene; and they who pitch 


Fheir tents on Niger's banks; or, where the ſun | 


Pours on Golconda's ſpircs his curly light, 
Drink Ganges' facred ftream. At once ſhall riſe, 
Whom diſtant ages to each others fight 

Had long denied: before the throne ſhall Kneel 
Some great Progenitor, while at his fide | 
Stand his defcendants through a thouſand lines. 
Whatc'er their nation, and whate'er their rank, 
Heroes and patriarchs, flaves and ſcepter'd Kings, 
With equal che the God of all thall fee, 

And judge with equal love. W hat though the 
With cofily pomp and aromatic fweerts | great 
Embalm'd his poor remains; orthrough the dome 
& thouſand rapers ed their gloomy ligbt, 
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While ſolemn organs to his-patting ſoul 
Chaunted flow oriſons? Say, by what mark 
Doſt thou diſcern him from that lowly ſwain 
W hoſe mouldering bonesbeneath the thorn-bount 
Long lay neglected ? All at once ſhall riſe, {turf 
But not to equal glory; for, alas! 
With howlings dire, and execrations loud, 
Some wail their fatal birth. Firſt among theſe 
Behold the mighty murd'rers of mankind: 
They who in {port whole Kingdoms flew or they 
Who to the tott'ring pinnacle of power 
Waded through {cas of blood! How will they curſe 
The madneſs of ambition! how lament 

Their dear bought laurels; when the widow'd wife 
And childleſs motker at the judgment ſeat ¶ they 
Plead trumpet-tongucd againſt them! Here ace 
Who ſunk au aged father to the grave; 

Or with unkindneſs hard, and cold diſdain, 
Slighted a brother's ſuff' rings. —Here are they 
Whom fraud and {kilful treachery long ſecur'd; 
Who from the infant virgin tore her dow'r, 


| And ate the orphan's bread ; who ſpent tlieir ſtores 


In ſelfith luxury; or o'er their gold 

Proſtrate and pale ador'd the uſeleſs heap. 
Here too who ſtain'd the chaſte connubial bed! 
Who mix'd the pois' nous bowl; —or broke the ties 


Of hoſpitable friend{hip;—and the wretch 
| Whoſe liſtleſs foul, fick with the cares of life, 


Unſummon'd, to the preſence of his God 
Ruſh'd in with inſult rude. How would they joy 
Once more to viſit earth, and though oppreſs'd 
With all that pain and famine can inflict, 
Pant up the hill of life? Vain with ! the Judge 
Pronounces doom eternal on their heads, 
Perpetual puniſhment. Seck not to know 
What puniſhment ! for that th' Almighty will 
Has hid from mortal eyes: and ſhall vain man 
With curious ſcarch reſin'd preſume to pry 
Into thy ſecrets, Father? No! let him 


With humble patience ail thy works adore, 


And walk in all thy paths; fo ſhall his mecd 
Be great in heav'n, fo haply ſhall he ſcape 
Th' immortal worm and uever-cealing fire. 
But who are they, who bound in tenfold chains 
Stand horribly aghaſt? This is that crew 
Who ſtrove to pull Ichovah from his throne, 
And in the place of hcaven's eternal King, 
Set up the phantom Chance. For them 1n vain 
Alternate ſeatons cheer'd the rolling year; | 
In vain the ſun o'er herb, tree, fruit, and flow'r 
Shed genial influence mild; and the pale moon 


\Repair'd her waniag orb. Next theſe is plac'd 


The vile blaſphemer ; he whoſe impious wit 


| Profan'd the ſacred myſteries of faith, 


And gainſt th' impenetrable walls of heav'n 
Planted his feeble battery. By theſe ſtands 
The Arch- Apottate ; he with many a wile 
Exhorts them ſtill to foul revolt, Alas! 

No hope have they from black deſpair, no Fay 


| Shincs through the gloom to cheer their ſinking 


In avonics of grief they curſe the hour [ ſouls: 


When tirft they left Religion's onward way, 


Theſe on the left are rang'd: but on the right 
A choſen band appears, who tought b 
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The banner of 
Satan's united 
At the grim t 
Piffus'd the 
(Sad ſervitude!) in chains and dungeons pin'd; 


1 and defied 

egions. Some, unmov'd | 
at's frown, o'er barb'rous climes 

oſpel's light: ſome long immur'd 


Or, rack'd with all the agonies of pain, {they 
Breath'd out their faithful lives. Thrice happy 
| Whom Heav'n elected to that glorious ſtrife != 
Here are they plac'd, whoſe kind munificence 
Made heaven-born Science raiſe her drooping 
And on the labours of a future race [ head 
Eitail'd their juſt reward. Thou amongſt theſe, 
Good Seaton ! whoſe well-judg'd benevolence 
Foſt'ring fair Genius, bade the poct's hand 
Bring annual off rings to his Maker's ſhrine, 
Shalt find the generous care was not in vain. 
Here is that fav'rite band, whom mercy mild, 
God's beſt-lov'd attribute, adorn'd ; whoſe gate 
Stood ever open to the ſtranger's call ; 
Who fed the hungry ; to the thirſty lip 
Reach'd our the friendly cup; whoſe care benign 
From the rude blaſt ſecur'd the pilgrim's ſide; 
Who heard the widows tender tale, and ſhook 
The galling ſhackle from the pris'ner's feet 
Who each endearing tie, cach office knew 
Of meek- eyed, heaven-defcended Charity. 
0 Charity, thou nymph divinely fair! 
Sweeter than thoſe whom ancient poets bound 
In amity's indiſſoluble chain, 
The Graces ! how ſhall I eſſay to paint 
Thy charms, celeſtial maid ! and in rude verſe 
Blazon thoſe deeds thyſelf didſt ne'er reveal? 
For thee nor rankling Envy can infect, 
Nor rage tranſport, nor high o'erweening pride 
Puff up with vain conceit : ne'er didſt thou ſmile 
To ſee the ſinner as a verdaut tree 
Spread his luxuriant branches o'er the ſtream; 
While, like ſome blaſted trunk, the righteous fall 
Proftrate, forlorn. When prophecies ſhall fail, 
When tongues ſhall ceaſe, when knowledge is no 
mote, 
And this great day is come, thou by the throne 
dalt fit tijumphant. Thither, lovely maid ! 
Bear me, O bear me on thy ſoaring wing, 
Aud through the adamantine gates of heav'n 
Condutt my fteps, ſafe from the fiery gulph 
And dark abyſs, where Sin and Satan reign ! 
But can the Muſe, her numbers all too weak, 
Tell how that reſtleſs element of fire 
dhall wage with ſeas and earth inteſtine war, 
And deluge all creation? Whether (ſo 
Some think) the comet, as through fields of air 
Lawlefs he wanders, ſhall ruſh headlong on. 
lwvarting th'ecliptic, where th*unconſcious earth | 
">a in her wontcd courſe; whether the ſun 
- th force centripetal into his orb 
1 her, long reluctant; or the caves, 
hoſe dread volcanos, where engend' ring lie 
ulphurcous minerals, from their dark aby ſs 
*our ſtreams of liquid fire; while from above, 
5 erſt on Sodom, Heaven's avenging hand 


art, the toil of ages ?—=Whereare now | works 
ungcrial cities, ſepulchres, and domes, 


; . ; | 
ans fierce combuſtion.—W here are now the | 
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Trophies and pillars > Where is Egypt's boaſt, 
Thoſe lofty pyramids, which high in air 
Rear'd their aſpiring heads, to diſtarit times 
Of Memphian pride a laſting monument! 
Tell me where Athens rais'd her tow'rs? where 
Thebes 
Open'd her hundred portals?-—Tell me where 
Stood ſea-girt Albion? where imperial Rome, 
Propt by ſeven hills, fat like a ſceptred queen, 
And aw'd the tributary world to peace ?— | 
Shew me the rampart which o'er many a hill, 
Through many a valley, ſtretch'd its wide extent, 
Rais'd by that mighty monarch to repel , - 
The roving Tartar, when with inſult rude 
Gainſt Pekin's tow'rs he bent th' unerring bow. 
But what is mimic art? E'en-Nature's works, 
Seas, meadows, paſtures, the meand'ring ſtreams, 
And everlaſting hills, ſhall be no more. 7 
No more ſhall Teneriff, cloud-piercing height! 
O'erhang th' Atlantic ſurge; nor that fam'd cliff, 
Thro' which the Perſian ſteer d with many a fail, 
Throw to the Lemnian iſle its evening thade _ 
O'er half the wide Agean.— Where are now _, 
The Alps that confin'd with unnumber'd realms, 
And from the Black Sea to the ocean ftream 
Stretch'd their extended arms?—W here's Ararat, 
That hill on which the faithful patriarch's ark, 
Which ſeven long months had voyag'd o'er its top, 
Firſt reſt-d, when the earth with all her ſons, 
As now by ſtreaming cataracts of fire, 
Was whelm'd by mighty waters: All at once 
Are vanith'd and diſſolv'd; no trace remains, 
No mark of vain diſtinction: heaven itſelf, 
That azure vault, with all thoſe radiant orbs, 
Sinks in the univerſal ruin loſt. 
No more ſhall planets round their central ſun 
Move in harmonious dance; no more the moon 
Hang out her filver lamp; and thoſe fix'd ſtars, 
Spangling the golden canopy of night, 
Which oft the Tuſcan with his optic glaſs 
Call'd from their wondrous height, to read their 


And magnitude, ſome winged miniſter {names 


Shall quench; and (ſureſt ſign that all on earth 
[s loſt) ſhall rend from heaven the myſtic bow. 
Such is that awful, that tremendous day, 
Whoſe coming who ſhall tell? For as a thief 
Unheard, unſeen, it ſteals with ſilent pace [I fit, 
Threugh night's dark gloom. —Perhaps as here 
And rudely carol theſe incondite lays, {mouth _ 

Soon ſhall tlie hand be check'd, and dumb the 


That liſps rhe falt'ring ſtrain.—O may it ne'er 


Intrude unwelcome on an ill- ſpent hour; 
Bur find me wrapt in meditations high, 
Hymning my great Creator | 
| & Pow'r Supreme! 

« O everlaſting King! to thee I kneel, 

« To thee I lift my voice. With fervent heat 
« Melt, all ve elements! And thou, high heaven, 


| © Shrink like a ſhrivell'd ſcroll! Butthink, OLord, 


« Think on the beſt, the nobleſt of thy works; 

„Think on thine own bright image! Think on 
cc him 5 1 

« Who died to ſave us from thy righteous wrath ; 

e And'midſt thewreck of worlds remember man!” 
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§ 55. Hymns. By Mrs. BARBAULD. 


Quid prius dicam ſolitis Parentis 
Landt>ns? qui res hominum ac deotum, 
Qui mare ac terras, variiſque mundum 

Temperat horis? 


HYMN I. 

EHOVAH re-igns: let ev'ry nation hear, 

And at his fobtſtool bow with holy fear; 
ct heaven's high arches echo with his name, 
And the wide peopled earth his praiſe proclaim; 
Then ſend it down to hell's deep glooms re- 
| ſounding, (ing. 
Thro' all her caves in dreadful murmurs ſound- 


HORAT. 


He rules with wide and abſolute command 
O' er the broad ocean and the ſtedfaſt land: 
| Jehovah reigns, unbounded and alone, 
And all creation hangs beneath his throne : 
He reigns alone; let no inferior nature 
Uſurp or ſhare the throne of the Creator, 


He ſaw the ſtruggling beams of infant light 

Shoot thro' the maſſy gloom of ancicnt night; 

His ſpirit huſh'd the elemental ſtrife, 

And brooded o'er the kindling feeds of life: 
Scaſons and months began the long proceſſion, 
And meaſur'd o'er the vear in bright ſucceffion. 


The joyful ſun ſprung up th' ethereal way, 
Strong as a giant, as a bridegroom gay; 
And the pale moon dittus'd her ſhadowy light 
Superior o'er the duſky brow of night; 
Ten thouſand glittering lamps the ſkies adorning, 
Numcrous «as dew-drops from tlie womb of 


morning. 
Earth's blooming face with riſing flow'rs he 
dreſs'd, 


And ſpread a verdant mantle o'er her breaſt; 
Then from the hollow of his hand he pours 
The circling waters round her winding ſhores, 
The new-born world in their cool arms em- 
bracing, | | | 
And with ſoft murmurs ſtill her banks careſſing. 
At length ſhe roſe complete in ſini{h'd pride, 
All fair and ſpotleſs, like a virgin bride: 
Freſh with untarniſh'd luftre as ſhe ſtood, 
Her Maker bleſs'd his work, and call'd it good 
Tune morning-ftars, with joyful acclamation, 
Exuiting ſung, and hail'd the new creation. 


9 


Vet this fair world, the creature of a day, 

Tho' built by God's right hand, muſt paſs away; 

And long oblivion creep o'er mortal things, 

The fore of empires, and the pride of kings: 
Etcroal night ail weil their proudeſt ſtory, 
Aud drop the curtain oer ail human glory. 

The fan himſelf, with weary clouds oppreſt, 

Shall in his ſilent, dark pavilion reſt ; 

Alis golden urn mall broke and ufelefs lie, 

Amidſt the common ruins of the {ky ! 
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The ſtars ruſh headlong in the wild commotion, 
And bathe their glittering foreheads in the ocean. 


But fix d, O God ! for ever ſtands thy throne; 
Jehovah reigns, a univerſe alone; 
Th' eternal fire that feeds cach vital flame, 
Collected or diffus'd, is ſtill the ſame, 
He dwells within his own unfathom'd «fence, 
And fills all ſpace with his unbounded preſence, 


But oh ! our higheſt notes the theme debaſe, 
And ſilence is our leaſt injurious praiſe: [troul, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your ſongs, the daring flight con- 
Revere him in the ſtillneſs of the foul ; 
With filent duty meckly bend before him, 
And dcep within your inmoſt hearts adore him, 


| HYMN II. 
PRAISE to God, immortal praiſe “, 
For the love that crowns our days; 
Bountcous ſource of every joy, 

Let thy praiſe our tongues employ z 
For the bleſſings of the field, 

For the ſtores the gardens yield, 
For the viae's exalted juice, 

For the gen'rous olive's uſe 

| Flocks that whiten all the plain, 
Yellow ſheaves of ripen'd grain, 
Clouds that drop their fat ning dews, 
Suns that temp'rate warmth diffuſe; 


All that Spring with bounteous hand 
Scatrers o'er the {ſmiling land 

All that lib'ral Autumn pours 

From her rich o'erflowing ſtores: 
Theſe to thee, my God, we owe, 
Source whence all our bleffings flow 
And for theſe my ſoul ſhall raite 
Grateful vows and ſolemn praiſe. 
Yet, ſhould riſing whirlwinds tear 
From its ſtem the rip'ning ear 
Should rhe fg-tree's blaſted ſhoot 


Drop her green untimely fruit; 


Should the vine put forth no more, 
Nor the olive yield her ſtore; | 

hough the fick'ning flocks ſhould fall, 
And the herds defert the ſtall ; 


Should thine alter'd hand reftrain 
The early and the latter rain; 
Blaſt each op'ning bud of joy, 
And the riting year deſtroy ; 


Vet to thee my foul ſhould raiſe 


Grateful vows, and ſolemn praite z 
And, when ev'ry blefling's flown, 
Love thee—for thyſelf alone. 
HYMN. HE 
For Eaſter-Sunday. 
AGAIN the Lord of life and light 


Awakes the kindling ray ; 


* Although the &g-tree ſhall not bloſſom, neither ſhall frait be in the vines, the labour of the olive ſta! 


hell 


4 44S 


fail, ard the 


5 ſhall yield no meat, the flocks ſhall be cut off from the fold, and there ſhall be no herd in 
che italls; yer | wilt rejoice ia the Lord, I wilt joy in the God of my ſalvation, 


17 18. 
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Unſcals the eyelids of the morn, 
And pours increaſing day, 

O what a night was that which wrapt 
The heathen world in gloom ! 

O what a ſun which broke this day, 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 


This day be grateful homage paid, 

And loud hoſannas ſung ; : 

Let gladneſs dwell in ev'ry heart, 

And praiſe on ev'ry tongue. 

Ten thouſand diff” ring lips ſhall join 
To hail this welcome morn, 

Which ſcatters bleflings from its wings 
To nations yet unborn, | 

Jeſus, the friend of human kind, 
With ſtrong compathon mov'd, 

Deſcended, like a pitying God, 
To ſave the fouls fe lov'd. 

The pow'rs of darkneſs leagued in vain 
To bind his foul in death; 

He ſhook their kingdom when he fell, 
With his expiring breath. | 

Not long the toils of hell could keep 
The hope of Judah's line; 

Corruption never could take hold 

On avght ſo much divine. 


And now his conqu'ring chariot wheels 
Aſcend the lofty ſkies ; 25 

While broke, beneath his pow'rful croſs, 
Death's iron ſceptre lies. as 

Exalted high at God's right hand, 
And Lord of all below, 

Thro' him is pard'ning love diſpens'd, 
And boundleſs ble ſſings flow. 

And (till for erring, guilty man, 
A brother's pity flows; | 

And ſtill his bleeding heart is touch'd 
With mem'ry of our woes. | 


To thee, my Saviour and my King, 
Glad homage let me give; 
And ſtand prepar'd like thee to die, 
With thee that I may live. © 
„ as + 8 A 
BEHOLD where, breathing love divine, 
Our dying Mafter ſtands ! | 7 
His weeping followers gath'ring round 
Receive his laſt commands. 


From that mild teacher's parting lips 
What tender accents fell! 

The gentle precept which he gave 
Became its author well : 

* Bleſs'd is the man whoſe ſofr'uing heart 
* Fecls all another's pain; | 

To whom the ſupplicating eye 


Was never rais'd in vain ; | 
* Whoſe breaſt expands with gen'rous warmth 


: «A ſtranger's woes to feel; 
And bleeds in pity o'er the wound 
He wants the pow'r to heal, 


— 
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5 And breathe an awful ſtillneſs t 


He ſpreads his kind ſupporting arms - 
„To ev'ry child of grief; 

His ſecret bounty largely flows, 

„And brings unaſk'd relief. 


& To gentle offices of love 
His feet are never ſſow; 


s 


La 


He views, thro' mercy's melting eye, 


A brother in a foe. 
Peace from the boſom of his God, 
« My peace t him I give; 
And when he kneels before the throne, 
« His trembling ſoul ſhall live. 


To him protection ſhall! be ſhewn 
And mercy from above 


| © Deſcend on thoſe who thus fulfil 


The perfect law of love.“ 


HYMN V. 
AWAKE, my foul ! lift up thine eyes, 


See where thy foes againſt thee riſe, 
In long array, a num'rous hoſt; 
Awake, my ſoul, or thou art loft. 


Here giant danger threat'ning ſtands 

Muſt ring his pale terrific bands ; 

There pleaſure's ſilken banners ſpread, 

And willing fouls are captive led. | : 


Sce where rebellious paſſions rage, 
Aud fierce defires and luſts engage; 
The meaneſt foe of all the train 

Has thouſands and teh thouſands flain. 


| Thou tread'ſ upon enchanted ground, 


Perils and ſnarcs beſet tliec round; 
Beware of all, guard ev'ry part, 


| But moſt the traitor in thy heart. 


Come then, my ſoul, now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortal ſhield; 
Put on the armour from above 


I Of heav'nly truth and heav'nly love. 
| The terror and the charm repel, 


And pow'rs of earth, and pow'rs of hell: 
The man of Calvary triumph'd Here; 


Why ſhould his faithful followers fear? 


— 


$ 56. An Addreſs to the Deity. 
| Mrs. BARBAULD. 


Deus eſt quodcunque vides, quocunque moveris. 
| LUCAN, 


| 8 of my life, and author of my days! 


Permit my feeble voice to liſp thy praiſe; 
And trembling take upon a mortal tongue 
That hallow'd name to harps of Seraphs ſung. 
Vet here tlie brighteſt Seraphs could no more 
Than hide their faces, tremble, and adore. 
Worms, angels, men, in ev'ry diff 'rent ſphere 


Are equal all, for all are nothing here. 


All Nature faints beneath the mighty name 

Which Nature's works, thro' all her parts, pro- 

claim. | | 
feel that name my inmoſt ie e controul, 
ro my foul ; 
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Marks the young dawn of ev'ry virtuous aim, 


And vernal beauty paints the flatt'ring ſcene, 


KReſign'd to die, or reſolute to live; 
Prepar'd to kiſs the ſccptre or the rod, 


In each event thy providence adore. 


Thus fhall I reſt, unmov'd by all alarms, 


And earth recedes before my ſwimming eye; 


32 . 
As by a charm, the waves of grief ſubſide ; 
Impetuous paſſion ſtops her headlong tide: 
At thy felt preſence all emotions ccale, 

And my huſh d ſpirit finds a ſudden peace, 
Till wy worldly thought within me dies, 
And earth's gay pageants vaniſh from my eyes; 
Till all my ſenſe is loſt in infinite, 

And one vaſt object fills my aching fight. 

But ſoon, alas ! this holy calm is broke; 
My ſoul ſubmits to wear her wonted yoke; 
With ſhackled pinions ſtrives to ſoar in vain, 
And mingles with the droſs of carth again. 
But he, * gracious Maſter, kind as juſt, 
Knowing our frame, remembers man is duſt. 
His ſpirit, ever brooding o'er our mind, 

Secs the fiſt wiſh to better hopes incl in'd; 


And fans the ſmoaking flax into a flame. 
His ears are open to the ſofteſt cry, 

His grace deſcends to meet the lifted eye; 
He reads the language of a ſilent tear, 

And ſighs are incenſe from a heart ſincere. 
Such are the vows, the ſacrifice I give; 
Accept the vow, and bid the ſuppliant live : 
From each terreſtrial bondage ſet me free; 
Still ev ry wiſh that centers not in thee 
Bid my fond hopes, my vain diſquiets ceaſe, 
And point my path to cverlaſting peace, 
If the ſoft hand of winning pleaſure leads 
By living waters, and thro' flow'ry meads, 
When all is ſmiling, tranquil, and ſerene, 


Oh! teach me to clude cach latent ſnare, 

And whiſper to my ſliding heart—beware! 
With caution let me hear the Syren's voice, 
And doubtful, with a trembling heart, rejoice. 
If friendleſs in a vale of tears I ſtray, | 
Where briars wound, and thorns perplex my way, 
Still let my ſteady foul thy goodneſs ſee, | 
And with ſtrong confidence lay hold on thee ; 
With equal eye my various lot receive, 


While God is ſeen in all, and all in God, 

I reed hus awful name emblazon'd high 
With golden letters on th' illumin'd ſæy; 
Nor leis the myſtic characters I ſee 
Wrought in each flow'r, in{crib'd on ev'ry tree: 
In ev ry leaf that trembles to the breeze 
I hear the voice of God among the trecs ; 
With thee in ſhady ſolitudes I walk, _ 
With thee in buſy crowded cities talk ; = 
In ev'ry creature own thy forming pow'r, 


Thy hopes ſhall animate my drooping ſoul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear controul. 


Secure within the temple of thine arms, 
From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free, 


And feel myſelf ompipotent in thee. | 
Ten when the laſt, the cloſing hour draws nigh, 


When trembling on the doubtful edge of fate 
I ſtand, and ſtretch wy view to cither ſtate; 
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Teach me to quit this tranſitory ſcene 
With decent triumph and a look ſerene ; 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high, 
And, having liv'd to thee, in thee to dic, 


8 57. J Summer Evening's Meditation, 
928 " Mrs. BARBAULD, 
One ſun by day, by night den thouſand ſhine . YOUNG, 


＋T 18 paſt ! the ſultry tyrant of the ſouth 


Has ſpent his ſhort-liv'd rage: more grate. 
ful hours 


| Move filent on: the ſkies no more repel 


The dazzled fight; but, with mild maiden beams 
Of temper'd light, invite the cheriſh'd eye 
To wander o'er their ſphere ; where hung aloft 
Dian's bright creſcent, like a ſilver bow 

New ſtrung in heaven, lifts high its beamy horns, 
Impatient for the night, and ſcems to puth 
Her brother down tlie ſky. Fair Venus ſhines 


_ [Ev'n in the eye of day; with ſwecteſt beam 


Propitious ſhines, and ſhakes a trembling flood 
Of toften'd radiance from her dewy locks, 


| The ſhadows ſpread apace; while mecken'd Exe, 


Her cheek yet warm with bluſhes, flow retires 
Thro' the Heſperian gardens of the weſ, 


| And ſhuts the gates of day. Tis now the hour 


When contemplation, from her ſunleſs haunts, 
The cool damp grotto, or the lonely depth 
Of unpicrc'd woods, where wrapt in ſilent ſhadz 
She mus'd away the gaudy hours of noon, 
And fed on thoughts unripen'd by the ſun, 
Moves forward ; and with radiant finger points 
To von blue concave ſwell'd by breath divine, 
Where, one bv one, the living eyes of heaven 
Awake, quick kindling o'er the face of ther 
One boundlets blaze; ten thoutand trembling 
lires, | N 
And dancing luſtres, where th' unſtcady eye, 
Reſtleſs and dazzled, wanders unconfin'd 
O er all this field of glories: ſpacious field, 
And worthy of the maſter: he whoſe hand, 
With hicroglyphics elder than the Nile, 
Inſcrib'd the myſtie tablet; hung on high 
To public gaze; and faid, Adore, O man, 
The finger of thy God! From what pure wells 
Of milky light, what ſoft o'erflowing urn, 
Are all theſe lamps ſo fill'd ? theſe friendly lamp-, 
For ever ſtreaming o'er the azure deep 
To point our path, and light us to our home. 
How ſott they ſlide along their lucid ſphercs' 
And, ſilent as the foot of Time, fulfil ene 
Their deitin'd courſes : Nature's ſelf is huſf d, 
And, but a fcattcr'd leaf, which ruttles thro 
The thick-wove foliage, not a ſound is heard 
To break the midnight air; tho' the rais d cat, 


Iuntenſely liſt'ning, drinks in ev'ry breath. 


How deep the ſilence, yet how loud the praiſe! 
But are they ſilent all? or is there not 

A tongue in ev'ry ſtar that talks with man, 
And wooes him to be wiſe ? nor wooes in Vail: 
This dead of midnight is the noon of thought, 
And wiſdom mounts her zenith with the ſtar. 


urm 


1 


At this kill hour the ſelf- collected ſoul 


Turns inward, and beholds a ftranger there 
Of high deſcent, and more than mortal rank; 
An embryo God; a ſpark of fire divine, 
Which muft burn on for ages, when the ſun 
(Fair tranſitory creature 1 a day!) | 
Has clos'd his golden eye, and, wrapt in ſhades, 
Forgets his wonted journey thro” the eaſt. 

Ye citadels of light, and ſeats of Gods ! 
Perhaps my future home, from whence the ſoul 
Revolving periods paſt, 1 oft look back, 
With recolle&ed tenderneſs, on al! 
The various buſy ſcenes ſhe left below, 
Its deep-laid g and its ſtrange events, 
As on ſome fond and doating tale that ſooth'd 
Her infant hours O be it lawful now 
To tread the hal low d circle of your courts, 
And with mute wonder and delighted awe 
Approach your burning confines. Seiz'd in 
On fancy's wild and roving wing I fail [ thought, 
From the green borders of the peopled carth, _ 
And the pale moon, her dutcous fair attendant; 
From ſolitary Mars; from the vaſt orb 
Of Jupiter, whoſe huge gigantic bulk _ 
Dances in ether like the lighteſt leaf; 
To the dim verge, the ſuburbs of the ſyſtem, 
Where cheerleſs Saturn, midſt his wat'ry moons, 
Girt with a lucid zone, in gloomy pomp, 
Sits like an exil'd monarch : fearleſs thence 
I launch into the trackleſs deeps of ſpace, 
Where, burning round, ten thouſand ſuns appear, 
Of elder beam; which aſk no leave to ſhine 
Of our terreſtrial ſtar, nor borrow light 
From the proud regent of our ſcanty day; 
Sons of the morning, firſt-born of creation, 
And only leſs than him who marks*their track, 
And guides their fiery wheels. Here muſt I ſtop, 
Or is there aught beyond? What hand unſeen - 
Impels me onward thro the glowing orbs 
Of habitable nature, far remote, 
To the dread confines of eternal night, 
To ſolitudes of vaſt unpcopled ſpace, - 
The dcfarts of creation, wide and wild, 
Where embryo ſyſtems and unkindled ſuns 
Sleep in the womb of chaos? Fancy droops, 
And thought aſtoniſh'd ſtops her bold career. 
But, oh thou mighty mind ! whoſe pow'rful word 
Said, thus let all things be, and thus they were, 
Where ſhall I ſeek thy preſence? how unblam'd 
Invoke thy dread perfection! | 
Have the broad eyc-lids of the morn beheld thee ? 
Or does the beamy ſhoulder of Orion | 
Suppert thy throne ? O look with pity down 

n erring, guilty man! not in thy names 


2 


Of terror clad; not with thoſe thunders arm'd | 


That conſcious Sinai felt, when fear appal'd 

he ſcatter d tribes | thou haſt a gentler voice, 
Thar whiſpers comfort to the ſwelling heart, 
Abaſh'd, yet longing to bchold her Maker. 
But now my ſoul, unus'd to ſtretch her pow'rs 
In flight ſo daring, drops her weary wing, 
And ſceks again the known accuſtom'd ſpot, 
Dreſt up with ſtin, and ſhade, and lawns, and 
A manſion fair and ſpacious for its gueſt, [ ſtreams; 
Aud full replete with wonders. Let me here, 
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$3 
And ripen for the ſkies : the hour will come 
When all theſe ſplendours burſting on my fight 
Shall ftand unveil'd, and to my raviſh'd ſenſe 
Unlock the glories of the world unknown. 


§ 58. Hymn to Content. Mrs. BARBAULD. 
natura beatos 
Omnibus eſſe dedit, fi quis cognoverit uti, CLAUDIAN. 
O THOU, the Nymph with placid eye 
O ſeldom found, yet ever nigh ! 
Receive my temp'rate vow : | 
Not all the ſtorms that 


ake the pole 


Can e'er diſturb thy halcyon ſoul, 


And ſmooth unalter'd brow, 


O come, in ſimple veſt array'd, 
With all thy ſober cheer diſplay'd, 
To bleſs my longing fight ; 
Thy mien compos'd, thy even pace, 
Thy meek regard, thy matron grace, 
And chaſte ſubdued delight. 


No more by varying paſſions beat, 


Content and grateful, wait th' appointed time, 
| 7 


% 


O gently guide my pilgrim feet 
To find thy hermit cell; 


| Where in ſome pure and equal ſky 


Beneath thy ſoft indulgent eye 
The modeſt virtues dwell. 


Simplicity in Attic veſt, 


And Innocence with candid breaſt, 

And clear undaunted eye; 
And Hope, who points to diſtant years, 
Fair op'ning thro this vale of tears 

A viſta to the ſky. 

There Health, thro' whoſe calm boſom glide 
The temp'rate joys in even tide, | 

Thar rarcly ebb or flow; 
And Patience there, thy ſiſter meek, 


| Preſents her mild unvarying check 


To meet the offer'd blow. 
Her influence taught the Phrygian ſage 


[A tyrant maſter's wanton rage 


With ſettled ſmiles to meet; 
Inur'd to toll and bitter bread, _ 
He bow'd his meek ſubmitted head, 

And kiis'd thy ſainted feet. 


But thou, oh Nymph retir'd and coy | 

In what brown hamlet doſt thou joy 
To tell thy tender talc ? 

The lowlieſt children of the ground, 

Mols-roſe and violet, bloſſom round, 
And lily of the val. 

O ſay what ſoft propitious hour 

I beſt may choole to hail thy pow'r, 

And court thy gentle {way * 


| When Autumn, friendly to the Muſe, 


Shall thy own modeſt tints diffuſe, 
And ſhed thy milder day. 


When Eve, her dewy ſtar beneath, 


Thy balmy ſpirit loves to breathe, 
And ev'ry ſtorm is laid; 

If ſuch an hour was c'er thy choice, 
Oft let me hear thy loothing voice 
Low whilp'ring thro' the ſhave, 
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; L 89. To Miſdum. Mrs. BARBAULD. 


Dona pratſentis rape laetus horae, ac 
Linque ſevera, HORAT\. 


O WISDOM ! if thy ſoft controul 

Can ſoothe the ſickneſs of the foul, 
Can bid the warring paſlions ceaſe, 
And breathe the calm of tender peace; 
Wiſdom ! I bleſs thy gentle fway, 
And ever, ever will obey. . 

But if thou com'ſt with frown auſtere 
To murſe the brood of care and fear; 
To bid our ſweeteſt paſſions die, 

And leave us in their room a ſigh; 
Or if thi:c aſpect ſtern have pow'r 
To wither each poor tranſient flow'r 
That cheers this pilgrimage of woe, 
And dry the ſprings whence hope thould flow; 
Wiſdom, thine empire I diſclaim, 1 
Thou empty boaſt of pompous name! 
In gloomy ſhade of cloitters dwell, 
But never haunt my cheerful cell. 
Hail to pleaſure's folic train! 
Hail to fancy's golden reign ! 
Feſtive mirth, and laughter wild, 
Free and ſportful as the child! 
Hope with eager ſparkling eyes, 
And caſy faith, and fond ſurpriſe ! 
Let theſe, in fairy colours dreſt, 
For ever ſhare my careleſs breaſt : 
Then, tho' wite I may not be, 
"he wiſe themſelves thall envy me. 


$ 60. Deſpondency. An Ode. BuRxs. 


[FIRESED with grief, oppreſs'd with care, 4 


A burden more than I can bear, 
| I &t me down and ſigh: 
O life ! thou art a galling load, 
Along a rough, a weary road, 
To wretches ſuch as I! 
Dim-back-ward as I caſt my view, 
What ck ning feenes appear! 
What ſorrows yet may pierce me thro', 
Too juſtly L may fear! n 
Still caring, deſpairing, 
Muſt be my bitter doom; 
My woes here ſhall cloſe ne'er, 
But with the cloſing tomb! 


Happy! ye ſons of buſy life, 
Who, equal-to the buſtling ſtrife, 
No other view regard 
Ev'n when the withed end's denied, 
Yet, while the buſy means are plicd, 
They bring their own reward : 
Whilft J, a hope-abandon'd wight, 
Unfitted with an aim, 
Nect ev'ry ſad returning night 
And joyleſs morn the ſame. 
You, buſtling and juſiling, 
_ * Forget each grief and pain; 
J, liſtloſs yet reſtleſs, 5 
Find ev'ry proſpect vain, 
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| $ 61. The Frailty and Folly of Man. PRIOR 


Too little cautious of the adverſe pow'r; 


On pleaſure's flow'ry brink we idly ſtray, 


We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl, 


Book f 


How bleſt the Solitary's lot, 

Who, all-forgetting, all forgot, 
Within his humble cell, 

The cavern wild with tangling roots, 

Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits, 
Beſide his cryſtal well! 


| Or haply to his ev'ning thought, 


By unfrequented ſtream, 
The ways of mcn are diſtant brought, 
A faint-collected dream 
While praiſing, and raiſing 
His thoughts to Heav'n on high, 
As wand'ring, meand'ring, | 
He views the folemn ſky. 
Than I, no lonely Hermit plac'd 
Where never human footſtep trac'd, 
Leſs fit to play the part, | 
The lucky moment to improve, 
And juſt to ſtop, and juſt to move, 
With ſelf-reſpecting art: ig 
But ah! thoſe pleaſures, loves, and joys, 
Which I too keenly tafte, -  . * 
The Solitary can deſpiſe, 
Can want, and yet be bleſt ! 
He needs not, he heeds not, 
Or human love or hate; 
Whilſt I here, muſt cry here, 
At perſidy ingrate ! 7 
Oh! enviable early days, | AE 
When dancing thoughtleſs Pleaſure's m:ze 
To Care, to Guilt unknown ! Ss 
How ill exchang'd for riper times, 
To feel the follies or the crimes 
Of others, or my own ! 
Ye tiny elves, that guiltleſs ſport 
Like linnets in the buſh, 
Ye little know the ills ye court, 
When manhood is your with ! 
The loſſes, the croſſes, 
That active man engage; 
The fears all, the tears all, 
Of dim declining age! 


GREAT Heav'n! how frail thy creature Man 
is made | 
How by himſelf inſenſibly betray'd! 
In our own ſtrength unhappily ſecure, 


And, by the blaſt of ſelf-opinion mov'd, 
We with to charm, and ſeek to be belov'd. 


Maſters as yet of our returning way : 

Sceing no danger, we difarm our mind. 
And give our conduct to the waves and wind: 
Then in the flow'ry mead, or verdant ſhade, 
To wanton dalliance negligently laid, 

Aud ſmiling ſee the nearer waters roll; 

Till the ſtrong guſts of raging paſſion riſe, 
Till the dire tempeſt mingles earth and ſKies; 
And, ſwift into the boundleſs ocean borne, 
Our toolith confidence too late we mourn : 


| | Round 


Round our devoted heads the billows beat; 


And from our troubled view the leſſen d lands 
| retreat. 


__—_ — 


9 62. A Paraphraſe on the latter Part of the 
Sixth Chapter of St. Matthew. THOMSON. 


WIEN my breaſt labours with oppreſſive care, 
And o'er my cheek deſcends the falling tear; 

While all my warring paſſions are at ſtrife, 

Oh let me liſten to the words of life! 

Raptures deep- felt his doctrine did impart, 

And thus he rais'd from earth the drooping heart: 


Think not, when all your ſcanty ſtores afford 
Is ſpread at once upon the {paring board; 


Think not, when worn the homely robe appears, 


While on the roof the howling tempeſt bears; 
What farther ſhall this feeble life ſuſtain, 

And what ſhall clothe theſe thiv'ring limbs again. 
Say, does not life its nouriſhment cxcecd ? 

And the fair body its inveſting weed ? 

Behold ! and look away your low dcefpatr— 

See the light tenants of the barren air: . 

To them nor ſtores nor granaries belong, 

Nought but the woodland and the pleaſing ſong ; 
Yet your kind heav'nly Father bends his eye 

On the leaſt wing that flits along the ſky. 

To him they ſing when ſpring renc ws the plain, 
To him they cry in winter's pinching reign ; \ 
Nor is their muſic nor their plaint in vain: 

He hears the gay and the diſtreſsful call, 
And, with unſparing bounty, fills them all. 


Obſerve the riſing lily's ſnowy grace, 
Obſerve the various vegetable race; 
They ncither toil nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, 
Yet fee how warm they bluſh ! how bright they 
low! | 
What regal veſtments can with them compare ? 
What king fo ſhining, or what queen ſo fair? 


If ceaſeleſs thus the fowls of heaven he feeds, 
If ver the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpreads, © 
Will he not care for you, ye faithleſs, ſay ? 

Is he unwiſe? or are ye lets than they? 


$ 63. Songs of Praiſe. WATTS, 
A gencral Song of Praije to God. 
OW glorious is our heav'nly King, — 
Who reigns above the {ky ! > 


How jhall a child preſume to fing 
His dreadful Majeſty? © 


How great his pow'r is, none can tell, 
Nor think how large his grace; 

Not men below, nor ſaints that dwell 

On high before his face, | 


| Not angels, that ſtand round the Lord, 
Can fearch his ſecret will! | 
at they perform his heav'aly word, 


And fing his praiſes till, 


| 
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Then let me join this holy train, a 
And my firſt off rings bring; 
Th' eternal God will not diſdain ' 
To hear an infant ſing. 


My heart reſolves, my tongue obeys 
And angels ſhall rejoice 

To hear their mighty Maker's praiſe 
Sound from a fecble voice. 


Praiſe for Creation and Providence, 


I SING tW almighty pow'r of God, 
That made the mountains riſe ; 

That ſpread the flowing ſeas abroad, 
And built the lofty ſkies ! 


I fing the Witdom that ordain'd 


The ſun to rule the day; | 
The moon ſhines full at his command, 
And all the ſtars obey. | 


I ſing the goodneſs of the Lord, 
That fill'd the earth with food; 
He form'd the creatures with his word, 


And then pronounc'd them good. 


Lord, how thy wonders are diſplay d, 
Where'er I turn mine eye! 
If I ſurvey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the ſky ! 


There's not a plant or flow'r below 
But makes thy glories known ; 


| And clouds ariſe, and tempeſts blow, 


By order from thy throne. 


| Creatures (as num'rous as they be) 


Are ſubject to thy care 
There's not a place where we can flee, 
But God is preſent there. 
In Heav'n he ſhines with beams of love, 
With wrath in hell beneath | 
Tis on his earth I ſtand or move, 
And 'tis his air I breathe. | 
His hand is my perpetual guard; 
He keeps me with his eye? 
Why ſhould I then forget the Lord, 
Who is for ever nig? 7 
Praiſe io God for our Redemption. 
BLEST be the wiſdom and the pow 'r, 
The juſtice and the grace, 
That join'd in counſel to reſtore 
And fave our ruin'd race. 


| Our father ate forbidden fruit, 


And from his glory fell; 8 | 
And we his children thus were breught 
To death, and ncar to hell. 


| Bl: be the Lord that ſent his Son 


'To take our fleſh and blood; 
He for our lives gave up his own, 
To make our peace with God. 


| He honour'd all his Father's laws, 


Which we have ditobey'd; 
He bore our ſins upon the croſs, 
And our full ranſom paid. 


9 8 4 Behold 
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Behold him riſing from the grave; 
Behold him rais'd on high : 

He pleads his merit, there to ſave 
Tranſgreffors doom'd to die. 


There on a glorious throne he reigns, 
And by his pow'r divine 

Redeems us from the laviſh chains 
Of Satan and of fin. 


Thence ſhall the Lord to judgment come, 
And with a ſov' reign voice 

Shall call and break up ev'ry tomb, 
While waking ſaints rejoice. 


O may I then with Joy appear 
Before the Judge's face ! 

And, with the bleſs'd aſſembly there, 
Sing his redeeming grace | 


Praiſe for Mercies Spiritual and T7. emporal. | 


WHENE'ER I take my walks abroad, 
How many poor I ſee! | 

What ſhall I render to my God 

For all his gifts to me 


Not more than others I deſerve, 
Yet God has giv'n me more; 

For I have food while others ſtarve, 
Or beg from door to door. 


How many children in the ſtreet 
Half naked I behold! 

While I am cloth'd from head to feet, 
And cover'd from the cold 


pile ſome poor wretches ſcarce can tell 
Where they may lay their head, 

I have a home wherein to dwell, 
And reit upon my bed. 

Wlile others early learn to ſwear, 
And curſe, and lie, and ſteal, 

Lord, I am taught thy name to fear, 
And do thy holy will. 

Are theſe thy favours, day by day, 
To me above the reſt? | 

"Chen let me love thee more than they, 
And try to lerve thee beſt, | 


P raiſe for Birth and Education in aChrifiian Land. 
CREAT God! to thee my voice I raiſe, 
Jo thee my voungen hours belong; 

I would begin my life with praiſe, 

Till growmg years improve the ſong. 
Tis to th fov reign grace I owe 

hat 1 was born on Brinſh ground; 
Where ſtreams of heav'aly mercy flow, 
And words of ſwect ſalvation ſound. 

I would not change my native land 

For rich Peru, with all her gold: 

A nobler prize lies in my hand 

Than Eat or Weſtern Indies hold, 

How do I pity thoſe that dwell 

Where ignorance or darkneis reigns ! 
They Know no heav'n, they fear no hell, 
'Thoie endlcis jon s, thoſe endlc!s pains, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


 Boox l. 


Thy glorious promiſes, O Lord, 
Kindle my hopes and my deſire; 
While all the preachers of thy word 


| Warn me to ſcape eternal fire. 
| Thy praiſe ſhall ſtill employ my breath, 


Since thou haſt mark'd my way to heav'n; 
Nor will I run the road to death, 
And waſte the bleſſings thou haſt giv'n. 


Praiſe for the Goſpel. 
LORD, I aſcribe it to thy grace, 


And not to chance, as others do, 
That I was born of Chriſtian race, 
And not a Heathen or a Jew. 


What would the ancient Jewiſh kings 


And Jewiſh prophets once have giv'n, 


Could they have heard thoſe glorious things 
Which Chriſt reveal'd and brought from heay'n! 


How glad the Heathens would have been, 
That worſhip'd idols, wood and ſtone, 


| If they the book of God had ſeen, 


Or Jeſus and his goſpel known ! 


Then, if this goſpel I refuſe, 

How ſhall I cer lift up mine eyes! 
For all the Gentiles and the Jews 
Againſt me will in judgment riſe. 


Praiſe to God for learning to read, 


THE praiſes of my tongue 
I offer to the Lord, 

That I was taught, and learnt ſo young, 
To read his holy word. 


That I am brought to know 
The danger I was in; 

By nature, and by practice too, 
A wretched ſlave to fin, 


That I am led to ſee 
I can do nothing well; 
And whither ſhall a ſinner flee 


|| To fave himſelf from hell? 


Dear Lord, this book of thine 
Informs me where to go 
For grace to pardon all my fin, 

And make me holy too. 


Here I can read and learn, 


How Chriſt, the Son of God, 
Did undertake our great concern; 
Our ranſom coſt his blood. 


And now he reigns above, 
| He ſends his Spirit down 
To thew the wonders of his love, 
And make his goſpel known, 
O may that Spirit teach, 
And make my heart receive, 
Thoſe truths, which all thy ſervants preach, 
And all thy faints beiteve. 
Then ſhall I praiſe the Lord, 
In a more cheerful ſtrain, 
That I was taught to read his word, 
And have not learnt in vain, | 
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% The Excellency of the Bible demonſtrated. 
| WATTS. 


Cr God, with wonder and with praiſe 
On all thy works I look; 
But full thy wiſdom, pow'r, and grace, 
Shine brighteſt in thy book, 
The ſtars, that in their courſes roll, 
Have much inſtruction given; 
But thy good word informs my ſoul 
How 1 may climb to heaven. 


The fields provide me food, and ſhew 
The goodneſs of the Lord; 

But fruits of life and glory grow) 
In thy moſt holy word. 


Here are my choiceſt treaſures hid, 
Here my beſt comfort lies: 

Here my deſires are ſatisfied, 
And hence my hopes ariſe. 


Lord, make me underſtand thy law, 
Shew what my faults haye been ; 

And from thy goſpel let me draw 
Pardon for all my fin. 

Here would I learn how Chriſt has died 
To fave my ſoul from hell : 

Not all the books on earth beſide 
Such heav'nly wonders tell. 

Then let me love my Bible more, 
And take a freſh delight 2 

By day to read theſe wonders o'er, 
And meditate by night. 


d bs. The All-ſeeing God. WATTS, 


AEMIGHTY God, thy piercing eye 
Strikes thro' the ſhades of night, 
And our moſt ſecret actions lie | 
All open to thy fight, 


There's not a fin that we commit, 
Nor wicked word we ſay, 

But in thy dreadful book 'tis writ, 
Againfl the judgment-day. 


And muſt the crimes that I have done 
Be read and publiſh'd there ? 

Be all expos'd before the Sun, 
While men and angels hear? 


Lord, at thy foot aſham'd I lie; 
Upward I dare not look : ; 
Pardon my fins before I die, 
And blot them from thy book. 


Remember all the dying pains - 
That my Redeemer felt ; 

And let his blood waſh out my ſtains, 
And anſwer for my guilt. 


0 may I now for ever fear 
| T' indulge a finful thought, 
dince the great God can ſee and hear, 
And wines down ev'ry fault. 


— 


| 


| 


| 


$ 66. Solemn Thoughts concerning God and Death. 
| WATTS. 


THERE is a God that reigns above, 

Lord of the heav'ns, and earth, and ſeas : 
I fear his wrath, I aſk his love, 
And with my lips I ſing his praiſe, 


There is a law which he has writ, 
To teach us all what we muſt do: 
My ſoul, to his commands ſubmir, 
For they are holy, juſt, and true. 


There is a goſpel of rich grace, 

Whence ſinners all their comforts draw: 
Lord, I repent, and ſeek thy face, 

For I have often broke thy law. 


There 1s an hour when I muſt die, 
Nor do I know how ſoon *twill come; 
A thouſand children, young as I, 

Are call'd by death to hear their doom. 


Let me improve the hours I have, 
Before the day of grace is fled : 
There's no repentance in the grave, 
Nor pardons offer'd to the dead. 


Juſt as the tree, cut down, that fell 
To north or fouthward, there it lies 
So man departs to heav'n or hell, 
Fix'd in the ſtate wherein he dies. 


— — 


8 67. Heaven and Hell. War rs. 


THERE is beyond the ſky 
A heavn of joy and love; 
And holy children, when they die, 
Go to that world above. 8 


There is a dreadful hell, 
And everlaſting pains; 


There ſinners muſt with devils dwell, 


In darkneſs, fire, and chains. 


Can ſuch a wretch as 1 

Eſcape this curſed end ? 5 
And may I hope, whene'er I die, 

I ſhall to heav'n aſcend? 


Then will I read and pray, 
While 1 have life and breath; 


| Left I ſhould be cut off to-day, 


And ſent to eternal death, 


— 


$ 68. The Advantages of early Religion. WATTS. 
PAPPY the child whole tender years 
Receive inſtructions well; 
Who hates the ſinner's path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 


When we devote our youth to God, 
Tis pleaſing in his eyes; 


A flower, when offer'd in the bud, 


Is no vain ſacrifice. 


'Tis eaſier work, if we begin 
To fear the Lord betimes; N 
While ſinners that grow old in ſin 
Are harden'd in their crimes. 


Twill | 
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T will fave us from a thouſand ſnares, 
To mind religion young; 

Grace will preſerve our following years, 
And make our virtue ſtrong. 


To thee, almighty God, to thce, 
Our e childhood we refign 3 
?'F will pleaſe us to look back and ſee 
Tlat our whole lives were thine, 


Let the ſweet work of pray'r and praiſe 
Employ my youngeſt breath; | 
Thus I'm prepar'd tor longer days, 


Or fit tor carly death, 


§ 69. The Danger of Delay. WATTS, 
WHY ſhould I fay, * *Tis yet too ſoon 


& To ſeck for Heav'n, or think of death?“ 


A flow'r may fade before 'tis noon, 
And I this day may loſe my breath. 


Tf this rebellious heart of mine 
Deſpiſe the gracious calls of Heaven, 
J may be harden'd in my fin, 

And never have repentance given. 


What if the Lord grow wroth, and ſwear, 
While I refute to read and pray, 

Tat he'il retuſe to lend an car 

To all my groaus another day! 


What if his dreadful anger burn, 
Wuile I refuſe his offer'd grace, 

And all his love to fury turn, 

And ſtrike me dead upon the place! 
"Tis dang'rous to provoke a God! 

His pow'1 and vengeance none can tell: 


One ſtroke of his almighty rod 


Shall ſend young ſinners quick to hell, 


Then 'twill for ever be in vain 
To cry for pardon and for grace; 
To with I bad my time again, 
Or hope to ſec my Maker's face! 


8 70. Examples of Early Piety. WATTS. 
- HAT bleſs'd examples do I find 
Wiit in the word of truth, | 
Of children that began to mind 
Religion in their youth! 
Jeſus who reigns above the ky, 
And keeps the world in awe, 
Was orce a child as young as I, 
And kept his Father's law. 
At twelve years old he talk'd with men, 
The Jews ali wond'ring ſtand). 
Yet he obey'd his mother then, 
Ard came at her command. 


Children a ſweet hoſanna ſung, 
And leſs'd their Saviour's name! 
They gave him honour with their tongue, 
W kile ſcrib.s and prieſts blulpheme. 
Samuel the child was wean'd and brought 
To wait upon the Lord; | 
Young Timothy betimes was tauglit 
JI0 know hits holy word, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


» 
— — 


Book !. 
Then why ſhould I ſo long delay 

What others learnt ſo ſoon ? 
I would not paſs another day 

Without this work begun. 


Tis a lovely thing for youth 
To walk betimes in wiſdom's Way; 


O 


To fear a lie, to fpcak the truth, 


That we may truſt to all they ſay. 


But liars we can never truſt, 

Tho' they ſhould ſpeak the thing that's true! 
And he that does one fault at firſt, 

And lics to hide it, makes it two, 

Have we not known, nor heard, nor read, 
How God abhors deceit and wrong ? 
How Ananias was ſtruck dead, 
Caught with a lie upon his tongue? 

So did his wife Sapphira die, | 
When ſhe came in, and grew ſo bold 

As to confirm that wicked lie 

That juſt before her huſband told. 


The Lord delights in them that ſpeak 
The words of truth; but ev'ry liar 


| Muſt have his portion in the lake 


That burns with brimſtone and with fire. 
Then let me always watch my lips, 
Left I be ftruck to death and hell, 

Since God a book of reck ning keeps 
For ev'ry lie that children tell. 


— 


$ 72. Againſt Quarrelling and Fighting, War rt, 


ITE dogs delight to bark and bite, 


For God hath made them ſo; 
Let bears and lions growl and fight, 
For 'tis their nature too: 
But, children, you ſhould never let 
Such angry paffions riſe ; 


Your little hands were never made 


To tear cach other's eyes. | 
Let love through all your actions run, 
And all your words be mild; 


| Live like the bleſſed Virgin's Son, 


That fwcet and lovely Child. 


His ſoul was gentle as a lamb: 
And, as his ſtature grew, | 

He grew in favour both with man 
And God his Father too. 


Now, Lord of all, he reigns above 
And from his heav*nly throne 
He ſees what children dwell in love, 
And marks them for his own. 


— 


9 73. Love betaueen Brothers and Siſters. 
| | WAIIS. 


WH ATEVER brawls diſturb the ſtrect, 


There thould be peace at home; 


8 Where ſiſters dwell, and brothers meet, 


Quarrels ſhould never come. ; 
P:rds 


Poor J. SACRED 


ds in their little neſts agree; 
Pd tis a ſhameful fight, 7 
When children of one family 

Fall out, and chide, and fight ! 


Hard names at firſt, and threat'ning words, 
That are but noiſy breath, TID 
May grow to clubs and naked ſwords, 
To murder and to death. | 


The devil tempts one mother's ſon 
To rage againſt another; 
wicked Cain was hurricd on 
Till he had kill 'd his brother. 
The wiſe will make their anger cool, 
At leaſt before tis night; 
But in the boſom of a fool 
It burns till morning-light. 


Pardon, O Lord, our childiſn rage, 
Our little brawls remove; 

That, as we grow to riper age, 
Our hearts may all be love. 


” —_ 


Names. 
| WATTS. 
ON tongues were made to bleſs the Lord, 
And not ſpeak ill of men; 1 
When others give a railing word, 
We muſt not rail again. | 


974. Againſt Scofing and calling 


Croſs words and angry names require 
To be chaſtis'd at ſchool ; RL 
And he's in danger of hell-fire 
That calls his brother Fool. 


But lips that dare be fo profane, 
To mock and jcer and ſcoff 

At holy things or holy men, 

The Lord ſhall cut them off. 

When children in their wanton play 
Srv'd old Eliſha fo; + 

And bid the prophet go his way, 
Go up, thou bald-head, go ;” 
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God quickly ſtopp'd their wicked breath, 
And ſent two raging bears, 

That tore them limb from limb to death, 
With blood, and groans, and tears, 

Great God, how terrible art thou. 
To finners cer fo young!“ 

Grant me thy grace, and teach me how 
Jo tame and rule my tongue 


— — 


575. Again Swearing and Curſing, and taking 
Got's Name in Vain, WATTS, 
\ NGELS, that high in glory dwell, 
Adore thy name, Almighty God ! 
And deviis tremble, down in heil, 
Bencatlr the terrors of thy rod, 


And yet how wicked children dare 
Abuſe thy dreadful glorious name ! 
And, when they're angry, how they ſwear, 
Aud curſe their fellows, and blaſpheme! 
2 | | 


AND MORALE: 


_—_— 


— 


——_— 


* 


For Satan finds ſome miſchief ſtill 


My God, I hate to walk or dwell 


How will they ſtand before thy face, 
Who treated thee with ſuch diſdain, 
While thou ſhalt doom them to the place 
Of everlaſting fire and pain! 


Then never ſhall one cooling drop 
To quench their burning tongues be given, 
But I will praiſe thee here, and hope 


Thus to employ my tongue in heaven. 


My heart ſhall be in pain to hear 
Wretches affront the Lord above; 

Tis that great God whoſe pow'r I fear. 
That heav'nly Father whom I love. 


If my companions grow profane, 

I'll leave their friendſhip when I hear 
Young finners take thy name in vain, 
And learn to curie, and learn to ſwear. 


— 


$ 76. Aainſt Idleneſs and Miſchief, War rs, 
pow doth the little buſy bee 


Improve cach ſhining hour, 
And gather honey all the day 
From ev'ry op ning flow'r! 
How ſkilfully ſhe builds her cell ! 
How neat the ſpreads the wax ! 
And labours hard to ſtore it well 
With the ſweet food ſhe makes, 


In works of labour, or of ſkill, 
I would be buſy too; 


For idle hands to do. 


In books, or work, or healthful play, 
Let my firſt years be paſt, | 
That J may give for ev'ry day 
Some good account at laſt. 


_— —_— 


§ 77. Againfl Evil Company. WATTS. 
WHY ſhould J join with thoſe in play 


In whom I've no delight; | 
Who curſe and ſwear, but never pray 
Who call ill names, and fight? 


I hate to hear a wanton ſong, 
Their words offend mine cars; 

I ſhould not dare deſile my tongue 
With language ſuch as rheirs, 


Away from fools I'll turn mine eyes, 
Nor with the ſcoffers go : " 

I would be walking with the wiſe, 
That wiſer I may grow. 


| | 
F 


1 
ya 


From one rude boy that's us'd to mock, 
They learn the wicked jet: 

One fickly ſheep infects the flock, 
And poiſons all the reſt, 


— — 


© we . — 


With ſinful children here: 
Then let me not be ſent to hell, 
Where none but ſinners are. 


5 78. 
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$ 78. Againfl Pride in Clothes. WartTs. 


WHY ſhould our garments, made to hide 
Our parents ſhame, provoke our pride ? 

The art of dreſs did ne' er begin | 

Till Eve, our mother, learnt to fin. 


When firſt ſhe put the cov'ring on, 

Her robe of innocence was gone ; 

And yet her children vainly boaſt 
In the ſad marks of glory loft. 


How proud we are! how fond to ſhew | 

Our clothes, and call them rich and new ! 
When the poor ſheep and ſilkworm wore 
That very clothing long before. 


The tulip and the butterfly 

Appear in gayer coats than I: 

Let me be dreſt fine as I will, 

Flies, worms, and flow'rs, exceed me ſtill, 


Then will I ſet my heart to find 

Inward adornings of the mind; 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace : 
Theſe are the robes of richeſt dreſs. 


No more ſhall worms with me compare; 
This is the raiment angels wear; 

The Son of God, when here below, 
Put on this bleſt apparel too. 


It never fades, it nc'er grows old 

Nor fears the rain, nor moth, nor mould : 
It takes no ſpot, but till refines ; | 
The more 'tis worn, the more it ſhines. 
In this on earth ſhould J appear, 

Then go to heav'n and wear it there, 
God will approve it in his ſight ; 
ITis his own work, and his delight. 


**— 


„ Obedience to Parents, WATTS. 


ET children that would fear the Lord 
Hear what their teachers ſay; | 
With rev'rence meet their parents word, 
And with delight obey. | 


Have you not heard what dreadful plagues 
Are threaten'd by the Lord, 
To him that breaks his father's law, 
Or mocks his mother's word ? 
What heavy guilt upon him lies! 
How curted is his name! 
The ravens thall pick out his eyes, 
And eagles eat the ſame. | 
But thoſe who worſhip God, and give 
I heir parents lionour due, | 
Ilere on this earth they long ſhall live, 
And hve hereafter too. 


$ 30. TheChil?s Complaint. WATTS. 
WIV ſhould J love my ſport fo well, 


So conſtant at my play, | 
And Jofe the thoughts of heav'n and hell, 
And then forget te proy ? 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
What do I read my Bible for, 


1 


| Pity the weakneſs of a child, 


| Since God will lend a gracious car 


He never tires, nor ſtops to reſt, 


"= my work betimes, and ſtill 


| AND now another day is gone, 


I lay my body down to ſleep ; 


| And ſhall I ſtill wear Satan's yoke, 


Lord, give me pardon for the paſt, 


§ 82. For the Lord's Day Morning, Mun 
| THIS is the day when Chrift aroſe 


Book] 


But, Lord, to learn thy will? 


| 
And ſhall I daily know thee more, 


And leſs obey thee till ? 


How ſenſeleſs is my heart, and wild! 
How vain are all my thoughts ! 


And pardon all my faults. 


Make me thy heav'nly voice to hear, 
And let me love to pray; 


To what a child can ſay. 


$ 81, A Morning and E vening Song. Warrs, 
Morning Song. | 
M* God, who makes the ſun to know 
His proper hour to riſe, 


And to give light to all below, 
Doth ſend him round the ſkies ! 


When from the chambers of the caſt 
His morning race begins, | 


But round the world he ſhines ; 


So, like the ſun, would I fulfil 
The bus'neſs of the day: 


arch on my heav'nly way. 


Give me, O Lord, thy early grace, 
Nor let my ſoul complain _ 

That the young morning of my days 
Has all been ſpent in vain! 


Evening Song. 


I'll ſing my Maker's praile : 
My comforts ev'ry hour make known 
His providence and grace. | 


But how my childhood runs to waſte ! 
My fins, how great their ſum ! 


And ſtrength for days to come. 5 


Let angels guard my head, 
And through the hours of darkneſs keep: 
Their watch around my bed. 


With cheerful heart I cloſe my eyes, 
Since thou wilt not remove ; 

And m the morning let me rite, 
Rejoicing in thy love. 


— 4 


So carly from the dead ; 
Why ſhould I keep my eye-lids clos d, 
And waſte my hours in bed? 
This is the day when Jeſus broke 


The pow'r of death and hell ; 


And love my fins ſo well? 
is 


B 00K L 
day with pleaſure Chriſtians meet 
von — and hear the word: ; 


And I would go with cheerful feet 
To learn thy will, O Lord. 


I leave my ſport to read and pray, 
And fo prepare for heaven ; 

o may I love this bleſſed day 
The beſt of all the ſeven 


(83. For the Lord's Day Evening. WATTS. 


L, how delightful tis to ſee 

A whole afſembly worſhip thee ! 

At once they ſing, at once they pray; 
They hear of heav'n, and learn the way. 


T have been there, and ftill would go; 
'Tis like a little heav'n below: 

Not all my pleaſure and my play 

Shall tempt me to forget this day. 

O write upon my mem'ry, Lord, 

The texts and doctrines of thy word; 
That I may break thy laws no more, 
But love thee better than before. 
With thoughts of Chriſt and things divine 
| Fill up this fooliſh heart of mine ; 
That, hoping pardon thro' his blood, 
I may lie down, and wake with God. 


$ 84. The Ten Commandments, out of the Old 
Teflament ; with the Sum of the Commandments 
out of the New Teflament. WATTS. 


EXODUS XX. 


1. FPHOU ſhalt have no more gods but me. 
2. 1 Before no idol bow thy knee. 
3. Take not the name of God in vain, 

4. Nor dare the Sabbath-day profane. 

5- Give both thy parents honor due. 

b. Take heed that thou no murder do. 

7. Abſtain from words and deeds unclean ; 

8, Nor ſteal, tho? thou art poor and mean; 

9. Nor make a wilful lie, nor love it. | 
10. What is thy neighbour's dare not covet. 


MATT. xxii. 37, 


WITH all thy ſoul love God above; 
And as thyſelf thy neighbour love. 


y 85. Our Saviour's Golden Rule. 
| MATT. vii. 12. 
E you to others kind and true, 
As you'd have others be to you ; 
And neither do nor ſay to men 
hate'er you would not take again. 


WATTS. 


—— — 


986. Duty to God and our Neighbour. WATTS. 


OVE God with all your ſoul and ſtrength, 
Wich all your heart and mind; - 
And love your neighbour as yourſelf; 

Be faithful, juſt, and kind. 


— . — 0 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


| | Let ev'ry nation, ev' 


| Old men and babes in Zion 
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Deal with another as you'd have 
Another deal with you; 

What you're unwilling to receive, 
Be ſure you never do. 


$ 87. The Hoſannab ; or, Salvation aſcribed 40 
Chrifl.—Long, Common, and Short Metre. 
| WATTS. 
F.2SANNA to king David's Son, | 
Who reigns on a ſuperior throne ; 
We bleſs the Prince of heav'nly birth, 
Who brings ſalvation down on earth. 
vry n age, 
In this delightful wor engage 3 


mg 
The growing glories of her King! 


HOSANNA to the Prince of Grace 


Sion, behold thy King ! 


Proclaim the Son of David's race, 


And teach the babes to ſing. 


Hoſanna to th' eternal word, : 
Who from the Father eame ; 


I Afcribe ſalvation to the Lord, 


With bleſſings on his name. 


| HOSANNA to the Son 


Of David and of God, 
Who brought the news of pardon down, 
And bought it with his blood. 


To Chriſt, th' anointed King, 
Be endleſs bleſſings given; 


Let the whole carth his glory fing, 


Who made our peace with heaven. 


| 5 88. | Glory to the Father, and to the Son, @c. 


Long, Common, and Short Metre. Warrs. 


| To God the Father, God the Son, 


And God the Spirit, three in one, 
Be honor, praiſe, and glory given, 
By all on earth, and all in heaven. 
NOW let the Father, and the Son, 
And Spirit be ador'd, 


| Where there are works to make him known, 


Or ſaints to love the Lord. 


GIVE to the Father praiſe, 
Give glory to the Son; 

And to the Spirit of his grace 
Be equal honor done. 


$ 89g. The Slupgard. WATTS. 
"PS the voice of a fluggard—I heard him 
complain, TERS [ again,” 


« You have wak'd me too ſoon, I muſt flumber 
As the door on its hinges, fo he on his bed, [head. 
Turns his ſides and his ſhoulders, and his heavy 


A little more ſleep and a little more ſlumber” 

Thus he waſtes half his days, and his hours 
without number; So 

7 And 
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And when he gets up, he ſits folding his hands; 
Or walks about ſaunt'ring, or trifling he ſtands. 


I paſs'd by his garden, and ſaw the wild brier, 


The thorn and the thiſtle grow broader and higher; 


The clothes that hang on him are turning to rags; 
And his moneyſtill waſtes, till lie ſtarves or he begs, 


I made him a viſit, ſtill hoping to find 

He had took better care for improving his mind; 

He told me hisdreams, talk'd ofeatinganddrinking, 

But he ſcarce reads his Bible, and never loves 
thinking. | 

Said I then to my heart, © Here's a leſſon for me; 

That man's but a picture of what I might be: 

But thanks to my friends for their care in m 
breeding, | [reading !” 

Who taught me betimes to love working and 


* 


& go. Innocent Play. WATTS. 


A BROAD in themeadovs, toſee the younglambs 
Run ſporting about by the ſide of their dams, 
With fleeces fo clean and fo white; 
Or a neſt of young doves in a large open cage, 
When they play all in love, without anger or rag 
How much we may-learn from the fyht ! 


If we had been ducks, we might dabble in mud; 

Or dogs, we might play till it ended in blood; 
So foul and fo fierce are their natures ; 

But Thomas and William, and fuch pretty names, 

Should be cicanly and harmleſs as doves or as 
T hole lovely ſweet innocent creatures. [ lambs, 


e, 


Not a thing that we do, nor a word that we ſay, 
Should hinder another in jeſting or play; 

For ke's ſtill in carneſt that's hurt: {mire ! 
How rude are the boys that throw pebbles and 
There's none but a madman will fling about fire, 

And tell you,“ »Tis all but in ſport.” 


6 91. The Roſe. WaTTSsS. 


TyOVW fair is the roſe! what a beautiful flow'r! 
The glory of April and May 
But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour, 
And they wither and die in a day, | 
Yet the roſe has one powerful virtue to boaſt, 
Above all the flow'rs of the field: [ loſt, 
When its leaves are all dead, and fine colours are 
Still how ſweet a perfume it will yield! 
So frail is the youth and the beauty of men, 
Tho? they bloom and look gay like the roſe : 
But all our fond care to preſerve them is vaia ; 
Time kills them as fait as he gocs, | 
Then I'll not be proud of my youth or my beauty, 
Since both of them Wither and fade 1 
But gain a good name by well doing my duty; 
This will ſcent like a roſe when I'm dead. 


— — 


2 & 02. The Thief. WATTS. 
WHY ſnould I deprive my neighbour 
Of his poods againſt his will? 


4k 
Hande wore made tor hangt labour 


x 
4 * 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS 


| 


þ 


Boor þ 


'Tis a fooliſh ſelf deceiving, 
By ſuch tricks to hope for gain: 

All that's ever got by thieving 
Turns to ſorrow, ſhame, and pain. 


Have not Eve and Adim taught us 
Their ſad profit to compute # 

To what diſmal ftate they brought us; 
When they ſtole forbidden fruit! 

Oft we ſee a young beginner 
Practiſe little pilf'ring ways, 

Till grown up a harden'd ſinner: 
Then the gallows ends his days. 


Theft will not be always hidden, 
Though we fancy none can ſpy 5 

When we take a thing forbidden, 
God beholds it with his eye. 


Guard my heart, O God of heaven, 
Leſt I covet what's not mine: 

Left I ſteal what is not given, 
Guard my heart and hands from fin, 


§ 93. The Ant, or Emmet, WaTrTs. 


TA ESE emmets, how little they are in our eyes! 
We tread them to duſt, and a trop of them 
dies, 5 | 
Without our regard or concern : 
Yet as wile as we are, if we went to their {cl 
There's many a fluggard, and many a fool, 
Some leflons of witdom might learn. 
hey don't wear their tine out in ſleeping or play, 
zut gather up corn in a ſunsſhiny day, | 
Aud for winter they lay up their ſtores: 


zool, 


They manage their work in tuch regular forms, 


One would think they foreſaw all the froſts and 
the ſtorms, 935 
And ſo brought their food within doors. 


But I have leſs ſenſe than a poor creeping ant, 
If ] take not due care for the things I ſhall want, 
Nor provide againſt dangers in time. | 
When death or old age thall ftare in my face, 
What a wretch ſhall I be in the end of my days, 
If I trifle away all their prime! 
Now, now, while my ſtrength and my youth are 
| in bloom, | { thall come, 
Let me think what will ſerve me when ficknels 
And pray that my fins be forgiven : 
Let me read in good books, and believe and obey, 
That when death turns me out of this cottage of 
I may dwell in a palace in heaven. {clays 


$ 94. Good Rejoiutions. WaTTS. 

FHOUCH I am now in younger days, 
1 Nor can tell what ſhall befal me, 
Fll prepare for cv'ry place 

Where my growing age ſhall call me. 
Should I e'er be mich or great, 

Others ſhall partake my gobdneſs; 
I'll tupply the poor with meat, 


Not to plunder or to Heal. 


Never ſuewing ſcorn or rudencls, | | 
| | Where 


Book I 


Where I ſee the blind or lame, | 
Deaf or dumb, I'll kindly treat them 
I deſerve to feel the ſame, 
Tf 1 mock, or hurt, or cheat them. 


If I meet with railing tongues, 
Why ſhould I return them railing ? 
Since I beſt revenge my wrongs 
By my patience never failing. 
When I hear them telling lyes, 
Talking fooliſh, curſing, ſwearing 
Firſt I'll try to make them wiſe, 
Or Il ſoon go out of hearing. 


What though I be low and mean, 
Il engage the rich to love me, 
While P'm modeſt, neat, and clean, 
And ſubmit when they reprove me. 
If I ſhou!d be poor and fick, 
[ ſhall meet, I hope, with pity ; 
Since I love to help the weak, 
Though they're neither fair nor witty. 


\ 


Il not willingly offend, 
Nor be eafily offended ! 
What's amiſs I JI ſtrive to mend, 
And endure what can't be mended. 


May I be fo. watchful till 

O'er my humours and my paſſion, 
As to ſpeak and do no ill, 

Though it ſhould be all the faſhion. 


Wicked faſhions lead to hell; 
Ne'er may I be found complying; 
But in life behave ſo well, _ 
Not to be afraid of dying. 


—— 


— — 


595. A Summer Evening. WATTS. 
pow fine has the day been, how bright was 
the ſun, = | | 

How lovely and joyful the courſe that he run, 
Though he roſe in a miſt when his race he begun, 

And there follow'd ſome droppings of rain! 
But now the fair traveller's come to the weſt, 
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are beſt ; 
He paints the ſky gay as he finks to his reſt, 

And foretels a bright rifing again. 


Juſt ſuch is the Chriſtian : his courſe he begins, 
Like the ſun in a miſt, when he mourns for his ſins) 
Aud melts into tears; then he breaks out and ſhincs, 

And travels his heavenly way : 

ut, when he comes ncarcr to finiſh his race, 
Like a fine ſetting ſun, he looks richer in grace, 
And gives a ſure hope at the end of his days 
Of rifing in brighter array! 


* 


996. A Cradle Hymn. WATTS, 
pen my dear, lie ſtill and lumber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed ! 
Heay'nly bleſlings, without number, 
Gentle falling on thy head, 


* Here you may uſe the words Brether, Sifter, Neighteur, Friend, &c. 
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Sleep, my babe; thy food and raiment, 
Houſe and home, thy friends provide; 
All without thy care or payment, 
All thy wants are well ſupplied. 


How much better thou'rt attended 
Than the Son of God could be; 

When from heaven he deſcended, 

And became a child like thee! 


Soft and eaſy is thy cradle, 
Coarſe and hard thy Saviour lay; 
When his birth-place was a ſtable, 


1 


And his ſofteſt bed was hay. 
Bleſſed babe! what glorious features 


Spotleſs fair, divinely bright! 
Nutt he dwell with brutal creatures? 
How could angels bear the fight ? 


Was there nothing but a manger 


{ Curſcd finners could afford, 
To receive the heav'nly ſtranger 3 


Did they thus affront their Lord 3 
Soft, my child; I did not chide thee, 
Though my ſong might ſound too hard: 
Tis thy 3 d firs beſide nee.. 
And her arms ſhall be thy guard. 


Yet to read the ſhameful tory, 
How the Jews abus'd their King, 
How they ferv'd the Lord of glory, 
Makes me angry while I fing. 
Sec the Kinder ſhepherds round him, 
Telling wonders from the ſky! 


| Where they ſought him, there they found him, 


With his Virgin mother by. 


See the lovely babe a- dreſſing. 
Lovely Infant, how he ſmil'd! 
When he wept, the Mother's bleſſing 

Sooth'd and huſl'd the holy child. 


Lo, he ſlumbers in his manger, 
Where the horned oxen ted: 


Peace, my darling, here's no danger, 
; , g , 


Here's no ox a- near thy bed. 


'T was to fave thee, child, from dying, | 
Save my dear from burning flame, 


Bitter groans, and endleſs crying, 


That thy bleſt Redeemer came. 


May'ft thou live to know and fear him, 
Truft and love him all thy days; 
Then go dwell for ever ncar him, 
See his face, and fing his praiſe ! 


could give thee thouſand kiſſes, 
| Hoping what I muſt dehire 


Not a mother's fondeſt wiſhes 


Can to greater joys aſpire ! 


§ 9g7. The Nunc Dimittis, MERRICK. 


Wh enough—the hour is come : 
Now within the filent tomb 


Let 
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Let this mortal frame decay, 
Mingled with its kindred clay 
Since thy mercies, oft of old 
By thy choſen ſeers foretold, 
Faithful now and ſtedfaſt prove, 
God of truth, and God of love! 
Since at length my aged eye 
Sees the day-ſpring from on high 
Son of righteouſneſs, to thee, 
Lo! the nations bow the knee; 
And the realms of diſtant kings 
Own the healing of thy wings. 
Thoſe whom death had overſpread 
With his dark and dreary ſhade, 
Lift their eyes, and from afar 
Hail the light of Jacob's Star; 
Waiting til the promis d ray 
Turn their darkneſs into day. 
See the beams, intenſely ſhed, 
Shine o'er Sion's favour'd head! 
Never may they hence remove, 
God of truth, and God of love 


$ 93. The Benedicite paraphraſed. MERRICK. 


YE works of God, on him alone, 

In earth his footſtool, heav'n his throne, 
| Be all your praiſe beſtow'd ; 

Whoſe hand the bcauteous fabric made, 
Whoſe eye the finiſh'd work ſurvey d, 
And ſaw that all was good. 


Ye angels, that with loud acclaim 
Admiring view'd the new-born frame, 
And hail'd th' Eternal King, 
Again proclaim your Maker's praiſe; 
Again your thankful voices raiſe, 
And touch the tuneful ſtring. 


Praiſe him, ye bleſt æthercal plains, 

Where, in full majeſty, he deigns 
To fix his awful throne : 

Ye waters that above him roll, 

From orb to orb, from pole to pole, 
O make his praites Known 

Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, pow'rs, 

Join ye your joy ful ſongs with ours; 
With us your voices raiſe; 

From age to age extend the lay, 

To heaven's Eternal Monarch pay 
Hymns of eternal praiſe. 


Celeſtial orb! whoſe pow'rtul ray 
Opes the glad eyelids of the day, 

W hoſe influence all things ow 
Praiſe him, whoſe courts effulgent ſhine 
With light as far excelling thine, 

As thine the paler moon, 


Ye glitt'ring planets of the ſxy,, 

Whoſe lamps the abſent ſun ſupply, 
With him the ſong purſue; 

And let himſelf ſubmiſſive own, 

He borrows from a brighter Sun 

The light he lends to u 
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| Who ſtops the tempeſt on its way, 
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Ye ſhow'rs and dews, whoſe moiſture ſhed 
Calls into life the op'ning ſeed, 

To him your praiſes yield, 
Whoſe influence wakes the genial birth, 


Drops fatneſs on the pregnant earth, 
| And crowns the laughing field. 


Ye winds, that oft tempeſtuous ſweep 


| The ruffled ſurface of the deep, 


With us confeſs your God , 


| See thro' the heav'ns the King of kings, 


Upborne on your expanded wings 
Come flying all abroad. mY 


Ye floods of fire, where'er ye flow, 
W ſubmiſſion humbly bow 
o his ſuperior pow'r, 


ſtray, 


Or bids the flaming — 
to roar, 


And gives it ſtrengt 


Ve ſummer's heat, and winter's cold, 
By turns in long ſucceſſion roll'd, 

The drooping world to cheer, 
Praiſe him who gave the ſun and moon 
To lead the various ſeaſons on, 

And guide the circling year. 


Ye froſts, that bind the wat'ry plain, 


e filent ſhow'rs of fleecy rain, 


Purſue the heav'nly theme; 


| Praiſe him who ſheds the driving ſnow, 


Forbids the harden'd waves to flow, 
And ſtops the rapid ſtream. 


Ye days and nights. that ſwiftly borne 

From morn to eve, from eve to morn, 
Alternate glide away, 

Praiſe him, whoſe never-varying light, 


| Abſent, adds horror to the night, 


But, preſent, gives the day. | 
Light, from whoſe rays all beauty ſprings; ; 


| Darkneſs, whoſe wide- expanded wings 


Involve the duſky globe; 
Praiſe him who, when the heav'ns he ſpread, 
Darkneſs his thick pavilion made, 

And light his regal robe. 


Praiſe him, ye lightnings, as ye fly 


| Wing'd with his vengeance thro' the ſky, 


And red with wrath divine; | 
Praiſe him, ye clouds that wand'ring ſtray, 
Or, fix'd by him, in cloſe array 

Surround his awful ſhrine. 


| Exalt, O earth! thy Heav'nly King, 
| Who bids the plants that form the ſpring 


With annual verdure bloom; 


| | Whoſe frequent drops of kindly rain 


Prolific ſwell the rip'ning grain, 
And bleſs thy fertile womb. 


Ye mountains, that ambitious riſe, 


And heave your ſummits to the ſkies, 
Revere his awful nod ; 


Think how you once affrig ted fled, 


When Jordan ſought his fountain-head, 


And own'd th' approaching God. 


. 


8 Ye 
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Ye trees, that fill the rural ſcene ; 

Ye fow'rs, that o'er th' enamell'd green 
In native beauty reign; 

0 praiſc the Ruler of the Kies, 

Whole hand the genial ſap ſupplies, 
And clothes-the ſmiling plain, 


Ye ſecret ſprings, ye gentle rills, 

That murm'ring riſe among the hills, 
Or fill the humble vale ; 

Praiſe him, at whoſe Almighty nod 

The rugged rock diſſolving flow'd, 
And form'd a ſpringing well. 

Praiſe him, ye floods, and ſeas profound, 

Whoſe waves the ſpacious earth ſurround, 
And roll from ſhore to ſhore ; 

Aw'd by his voice, ye ſeas, ſubſide; 

Ye floods, within your channels glidey 
And tremble and adore. 

Ye whales, that ſtir the boiling deep, 

Or in its dark receſſes ſleep, 

Remote from human eye, | 
Praiſe him by whom ye all are fed; 
Praiſe him, without whoſe heavenly aid 

Ye languiſh, faint, and die. 
Ye birds, exalt your Maker's name ; 
Begin, and with th' important theme 

Your artleſs lays improve; 
Wake with your ſongs the riſing day, 
Let muſic ſound on ev'ry ſpray, 

And fill the vocal grove. 


Praiſe him, ye beaſts, that nightly roam 
Amid the ſolitary gloom, — _ 
Th expected prey to ſeize; 

Ye ſlaves of the laborious plough, 
Your ſtubborn necks ſubmiſſive bow, 
And bend your wearied knees, 

Ye ſons of men, his praiſe diſplay, 
Who ſtampt his image on your clay, 
And gave it pow'r to move; | 
Ye that in Judah's confines dwell, 
From age to age ſuccetlive tell 
The wonders of his love. 
Let Levi's tribe the lay prolong, 
Till angels liſten to the ſong, 
And bend attentive down; 
Let wonder ſeize the heavenly train, 
Plcas'd while they hear a mortal ſtrain 
So ſweet, ſo like their own. 
And you your thankful voices join, 
That oft at Salem's ſacred thrine_ 

. Before his altars kneel ; — 
Where thron'd in majeſty he dwells, 
And from the myſtic cloud reveals 

The dictates of his will. 


Ye ſpirits of the juſt and good, 
hat, eager for the bleſs' c abode, 


51 o heavenly manſions ſoar; 
let your ſongs his praiſe diſplay, 
heaven ittelf ſhall melt aways 
Aud time ſhall be no more! 
* him, ve meck and bumble train, 
b 1ants, whom his decrees ordain 
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The boundleſs bliſs to ſhare ; ö 
O praiſe him, till ye take your wa 
To regions of eternal day, ‚ 
Aud reign for ever there. 


Let us, who now impaſlive ſtand, 

Au d by the tyrant's ftern command, 
Amid the fiery blaze; X 

While thus we triumpli in the flame, 

Riſe, and our Maker's love proclaim, 
In hymns of endleſs praiſe. 


—_—_— ——— 


—— 


6 99. The Ignorance of Man. MERRICK. 


EHOLD yon new-born infant griev'd 
With hunger, thirſt, and pain; 
That aſks to have the wants reliev'd 
It knows not to complain. 


Aloud the ſpeechleſs ſuppliant cries, 
And utters, as it can, 

The woes that in its boſom riſe, 

And ſpeak its nature—man. _ 


That infant, whoſe advancing hour 
Life's various ſorrows try 

(Sad proof of ſin's tranſmiſſive pow'r !), 

That infant, Lord, am I. 


A childhood yet my thoughts confeſs, 
Though long in years mature; 
Unknowing whence I feel diſtreſs, 
And where, or what, its cure. 


Author of good ! to thee I turn: 
Thy ever-waketul eye 

Alone can all my wants diſcern 
Thy hand alone ſupply. 


O let thy fear within me dwell, 
Thy love my footſteps guide; 
That love ſliall vainer loves expel 

That fear all fears beſide. 


And, oh! by error's force ſubdued, 
Since oft my ftubborn will | 
Prepoſt'rous ſhuns the latent good, 
And gruſps the ſpecious ill; 
Not to my wiſh, but to my want, 
Do thou thy gifts apply : 


|| Unaſk'd, what good thou knoweſt grant; 


What ill, tho' aik'd, deny. 


$ 100. The Trials of Virtue. MERRICK.,, 
PEACD on the verge of youth, my mind 
L.ife's op ning ſcene ſurvey'ds 
TI viewed its ills of various king, 
Afflicted and afraid. | 
But chief my fear the dangers mov'd, 


That virtuc's path incloſe: 


My hcart the wite purſuit approv'd; 
ut, oh, what tolls oppole !,.; 


For ſee! ah ſee! while yet her ways 


With doubtful! ſtep I tread, - 
A hoſtile world its terrors raiſe, 


Its ſnares deluſive ſpread. 5 
F | Oh 
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Oh how ſhall J, with heart prepar'd, 
Thoſc terrors learn to meet? 

How from the thouſand ſnares to guard 
My unexpcrienc'd fect > 


As thus I mus'd, oppreſſive ſleep 
Soft o'er my temples drew 

Oblivion's veil.— The wat'ry deep, 
An object ſtrange and new, 


Before me roſe: on the wide ſhore 
Obſervant as I ſtood, 

The gathering ſtorms around me roar, 
And heave the boiling flood. 


Near and more near the billows riſe; 
 Feen now my ſteps they lave; 
And death to my affrighted eyes 
Approach'd in ev'ry wave. 
What hope, or whither to retreat ! 
Each nerve at once unſtrung, 
Chill fear had fetter'd faſt my feet, 
And chain'd my ſpeechleſs tongue. 


I feel my heart within me die; 
When ſudden to mine car 
A voice, deſcending from on high, 
Reprov'd my erring fear : | 
What tho? the ſwelling ſurge thou ſce 
© Impatient to devour; | 
« Reſt, mortal, reſt on God's decrec, 
And thankful own his pow'r. 


© Know, when he bade the deep appear, | 
«© Thus far,” th' Almighty ſaid, 

„Thus far, nor farther, rage; and here 

„Let thy proud waves be ſtay' d.“ 


J heard ; and, lo! at once controul'd, 

The waves, in wild retreat, 

Back on themſelves reluctant roll'd, 
And murmuring left my feet. 

Deeps to aſſembling deeps in vain 
Cnce more the ſignal gave: 

The ſhorcs the ruſhing weight ſuſtain, - 
And check th uſurping wave. 

Convinc'd, in Nature's volume wile, 
The imag'd truth J rend; 

Aud ſudden from my waking eyes 
Th' inſtructive viſion fled. 


Then why thus heavy, O my foul ! 
« Say why, diſtruſtful till, 
Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 
Ger ſcenes of future ill; 


Let faith ſuppreſs each riſing fcar, 
Each anxious doubt exclude; _ 
* 'Thv Maker's will has plac'd thec here, 

A Maker wiſe and good Yer 
Ile to thy ev'ry trial knows 
Its juſt reſtraint to give; 
Artenti\e to behold thy wocs, 
And faithful to relieve. . 


ben why thus heavy, O my ſoul! 
Dal why, diſtruſtful ſtill, 


Thy thoughts with vain impatience rell 


Oer ſceues of future il? 


| 


{ 


| 


| Beyond the reach of human wiſdom wrought, 


Transfix'd with nails, and faſten'd to the th 


| No more of carthly ſubjects ſing; 


{ Breathe gales of ſighs, and weep a flood of teatk 


Nor dipt in poi 
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Tho' griefs unnumber'd throng thee round, 
« Still in thy God confide, 

* Whoſe finger marks the ſeas their bound, 
And curbs the headlong tide." 


$ 101. Chriff's Paſſion : from a Greek Ode of li. 
MAsTER's, formerly of New College, Pinr, 


To heaven, my muſe, aſpire; 

To raiſe the ſong, charge ev'ry ſtring, 
And ſtrike the living lyre. 

Begin, in lofty numbers ſhow 

Th' Eternal King's unfathom'd lore, 

Who reigns tl.e Sov'reign God above, 
And ſuffers on the croſs below. 

Prodigions pile of wonders ! rais'd too high 

For the dim ken of frail mortality. 


What numbers ſhall I bring along ? 
From whence ſhall I begin the ſong ? 
The mighty myſtgry I'll fing, inſpir d 


Beyond the compaſs of an angel's thought, 
How by the rage of man his God expir'd. 
I'll the 7 the trackleſs depths of mercy known, 
How to redcem his foe God render'd up his Son 
I'll raiſe my voice to tell mankind 
The viQor's conqueſt o'er his doom; 
How in the grave he lay confin'd, | 
To ſcal more ſure the rav'nous tomb, 
Three days, th' infernal empire to ſubdue, 
He paſs'd triumphant through the coaſts of woe; 
With his own dart the tyrant Death he flew, 
And led Hell captive through her realms belo 


A mingled ſound from Calvary I hear, 
And the loud tumult thickens on my car, 
The ſhouts of murd'rers that intult the ſlain, 
The voice of torment, and the th:icks of pain. 
I caſt my eyes with horror up 
To the curſt mountain's guilty top; 
See there! whom hanging in the midſt I vis! 
Ah ! how unlike the other two ! 
1 fee him high above his foes, 
And gently beading from the wood 
His hcad in pity down to thoſe, 
Whole guilt conſpires to ſhed his blood, 
His wide-extended arms | fee 


Man, ſenſeleſs man! canſt thou look on, 
Nor make thy Saviour's pains thy own ? 
| The rage of all thy grief exert, 

_ Rend thy garments and thy heart: 
Beat thy breaſt, and grovel low, 
Beneath the burden of thy woe 
Bleed through thy bowels, tear thy hair, 


Beho!d thy. King, with purple cover'd rounk, 
Not in the Ty rian tinctures dyed, 
Gn of Sidonian pride; { wound 

But in his own rich blood that ftreams from et) 
Doſt thou not ſee the thorny circle red? | 
The guilty wreath that bluſhes round his head 


And with what rage the bloody ſcourge applied 


Curls round his limbs, and ploughs into hi * 
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At ſuch a ſight let all thy anguiſh riſe; 

Break up, break up'the fountains of thy eyes, 

Here bid thy tears in guſhing torrents flow, 

Indulge thy grief, and give a looſe to woe. 
Weep from thy foul, till earth be drown'd 
Weep, till thy ſorrows dreach the ground. 

Canſt thou, ungrateful man! his torment ſee, 

Nor drop a tear for him, who pours his blood 

for thee ? _ 5 


— 
od — 


— 


$ 102. A Funeral Hymn. MALLET. 


YE midnight ſhades, o'er nature ſpread ! 
1 Dumb ſilence of the dreary hour! 
In honour of th* approaching dead, 
Around your awful terrors pour. 
Yes, pour around, 
On this pale ground, 
Through all this deep ſurrounding gloom, 
| The ſober thought, 
The tear untaught, 
Thoſe meeteſt mourners at a tomb. 


Lo! as the ſurplic'd train drew near 
To this laſt manſion of mankind, 
The flow ſad bell, the fable bier, 
In holy muſings wrap the mind! 
And while their beam, 
With trembling ſtream, 
Attending tapers faintly dart 
Each mould'ring bone, 
_ Each ſculptur d ſtone, _ 
Strikes mute inſtruction to the heart! 


Now let the ſacred organ blow, 

With ſolemn pauſe, and ſounding flow ; 
Now let the voice due meaſure keep, 

In ſtrains that ſigh, and words that weep 
| Till all che vocal current blended roll, 

Not to depreſs, but lift the ſoaring ſoul. 


To lift it in the Maker's praiſe, | 
Who firſt inform'd our frame with breath; 
And, after ſome few ſtormy days, | 
Nou, gracious, gives us oer to Death. 
No King of Fears 
In him appears, 
Who ſhuts the ſcene of human woes: 
Beneath his ſhade 
Y Securely laid, 
The dead alone fad true repoſe. 
Then, while we mingle duſt with duſt, 
To One, ſupremcly good and wile, 
Raiſe hallelujahs !- God is juſt, 
And man moſt happy when he dies! 
| His winter paſt, | | 
Poair ſpring at laſt 
Receives him on her flow'ry ſhore; 
Were pleaſure's roſe - 
Immortal blows, 
And fin and ſorrow are no more! 


— 


—ĩ— 


$ 103. Veui Creator Spiritus, paraphraſed. 

| | | DRYDEN. 
(CREATOR Spirit, by whoſe aid 
The world's foundations firſt were laid, 
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Come pour thy joys on human kind; 


| The Father, and the Son, by thee, 


| Here all my better facultics confine ; 


And break thoſe awful precepts I approve | 


| Stll'd his ſoft voice, and quench'd his ſacred fires. 


Come viſit ev'ry pieus mind; 


From tin and ſorrow ſet us free, 
And make thy temples worthy thee. 
O ſource of uncreated light, 
The Father's promis'd Paraclete}! 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 
Our hearts with heavenly love inſpire 
Come, and thy ſacred unction bring 
To ſanctify us, while we ſing. 

Plentcous of grace, deſcend from high, 
Rich in thy ſevenfold energy! 
Thou fircngth of his Almighty hand, 
Whoſe pow'r does heaven and earth command, 
Proceeding Spirit, our defence, 
W ho doſt the gift of tongues diſpenſe, } 
And crown'ſt thy gift with cloquence ! | 

Refive and purge our earthly parts; 5 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts ! 
Our frailties help, our vice controul, 
Submit the ſenſes to the ſoul; 
And when rebcllious they are grown, 


Then lay thy hand, and hold them down. 


Chaſe from our minds th' infernal foe, 
And peace, the fruit of love, beftow ; 
And, left our feet ſhould ſtep aſtray, 


Protect and guide us in the way, 


Make us eternal truths receive, 
And practiſe all that we believe: 
Give us thylelf, that we may fee 


Immortal honour, endleſs fame, 
Attend th' Almighty Father's name: 
The Saviour Son be glorified, 
Who for loſt man's redemption died 
And cqual adoration be, 
Eternal Paraclete, to thee ! 
$ 104. A Night Piece, Miſs CARTIER. | 
HILE night in ſolemn ſhade inveſts the pole, 
And calm reflection ſoothes the penſive foul, 
While reaſon undiſturb'd afferts her ſway, 
And life's deceitful colours fade away; 
To thee | all-conſcious Preſ-nce ! I devote 
T his peaceful interval of fober thought ; 


And be this hour of ſacred filence thine! 

If, by the day's illufive ſcenes miſled, + 
My erring ſoul from virtue's path has ſtray'd; 
Snar'd by example, or by pathon warm'd, _ 
Some falſe delight my giddy ſenſe has charm'd ; 
My calmer thoughts the wretched choice reprove, 
And my beſt hopes are center d in thy love. 
Depriv d of this, can life one joy afford? 
Its utmoſt boaſt a vain unmeaning word. 
But, ah! how oft my lawlets paſſions rove, 


Purtae the fatal impulſe J abhor, 

And violate the virtue 1 adore ! 

Oft, when thy better Spirit's guardian care | 
Warn'd my God ſoul to ſhun the tempting ſnare, 
My ſtubborn will his gentle aid repreſs d, 
And check'd the riſing goodneſs in my breaſt ; 
Mad with vain hopes, or urg'd by falſe deſires, 
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With grief opprefs'd, and proſtrate in the duſt, 
Shouldit thou condemn, Ion thy ſentence juſt.. 
But, oh! thy ſofter titles let me claim 
And plead my cauſe by Mercy's gentle name. 
Mcrcy ! that wipes the penitential tear, 
And diſſipates the horrors of deſpair; . , .. . - 
Fiom riglucous.juſtice ſteals the vengeful hour, 
Softens the dreadful attribute of pow r, _ 
Pitarms the wrath of an cffended God,. 
And ſeals my pardon in a Saviour's blood! 

All- powerful Grace, exert thy gentle ſway, _ 
And teach my rebel paſſions to obey | 
Lcit lurking Folly, with inſidious art, 

Regain my volatile inconſtant heart! 

Shall every high reſolve Devotion frames 

Be only lifeleſs ſounds and ſpecious names? 
Oh rather, while thy hopes and fears controul, 
In this ſtill hour, each motion of my ſoul, 
$ccure its ſafety by a ſudden doom, 

And be the loft retreat of ſleep my tomb! 
Calm let me ſlumber in that dark repoſc, 

Till the laſt morn its orient beam diſeloſe: 
Then, when the great archangel's potent ſound 
Shall echo thro' creation's ample round, 
Wak'd from the ſleep of death, with joy ſurvey 
The opening ſplendours of eternal day. 


ö 
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§ 105. Ode 10 Melancholy. CARTER. 
OME, Melancholy ! filent pow'r, 


C Companion of my lonely hour, 
To ſober thought contin'd ! 
Thou ſweetly fad ideal gueſt, 5 
In all thy ſoothing charms confeſs'd, 
Indulge my penhve mind. 
No longer wildly hurried through 
The tides of mirth that ebb and flow 
In folly's noiſy ſtream, 5 
from the buſy crowd retire, 
To court the objects that inſpire 
Thy phitoſophic dream. | 
Thro' yon dark grove of mournful vews 
With ſolitary ſteps T muſe, 
By thy direction led: 
Here, cold to pleafure's tempting forms, 
Conſociate with my ſiſter worms, 
And mingle with the dead. 
Ve midnight horrors, awful gloom ! 
Ye filent regions of the tomb, | 
ly future peaceful bed; 
Here thall my weary eyes be clos'd, 
And ev'ry ſorrow lie repos'd | 
In death's refreſhing ſhade, 
Ye pale inhabitants of night, 
Before my intcllectual fight 
In ſolemn pomp aſcend : 
O tell how trifling now appears 
The train of idle hopes and fears, 
| That varying life attend! 
Ye faithleſs idols of our ſenſe, 
Here own how vain your fond pretence, 
Ys empty names of joy EE 


| 
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Your tranſient forms like ſhadows paſs, 
Frail offspring of the magic glaſs, 
Before the mental cy e. 
The dazzling colours, falſely bright, 
Attract the gazing vulgar ſight 
With ſuperficial ſtate: 
Thro' reaſou's clearer optics vicw'd, 
How ſtripp'd of all its pomp, how rude, 
Appears the painted cheat | 


Can wild ambition's tyrant pow-r, 
Or ill-got wealth's faperfiuous ſtore, 
The dread of death controul ? 
Can pleaſurc's more bewitching charms 
Avert or ſoothe the dire alarms 
That ſhake the parting foul ? 
Religion! ere the hand of Fate 
Shall make reflection plead too late, 
My erring ſenſes teach, 


Amidſt the flatt'ring hopes of youth, 


To meditate the folemn truth 
Thete awful relics preach. 


Thy penetrating beams diſperſe 


The miſt of error, whence our fears 
Derive their fatal ſpring: _ 
"Tis thine the trembling heart to warm, 
And ſoften to an angel form 
The pale terrific king. 


When, ſunk by guilt in fad deſpair, 

Repentance breathes her humble pray'r, 

| And owns thy threat'nings juſt; 

Thy voice the ſhudd'ring ſuppliant cheers, 

With mercy calms her torturing fears, 
And lifts her from the duſt. 


Sublim'd by thee, the ſoul aſpires 
Beyond the range of low deſires, 
In noblcr views elate : 
Unmov'd her deſtin'd change ſurveys, 
And, arm'd by faith, intrepid pays 
The univerſal debt. | 
In death's foft ſlumber lull'd to reſt, 
She ſleeps, by ſmiling viſions bleſt, 


That gently whiſper peace: 


| Till the laſt morn's fair op'ning ray 


Unfolds the bright eternal day 
Of active lite and blils. 
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ET coward Guilt, with pallid Fear, 
To ſhelt'ring cavcrns fly, | 
And juſtly dread the vengeful fate 
That thunders through the ſky. 


5 Protected by that hand, whoſe law 


The threat'ning ſtorms obey, 


Intrepid Virtue ſmiles ſecure, 


As in the blaze of day. 


In the thick cloud's tremendous gloomy 
The lightning's lurid glare, 

It views the ſame all-gracious Pow'r 
That breathes the vernal air. | 
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Thro' Nature's ever-varying ſcene, 
By different ways purſued, | 

The one eternal end of Heaven 
Is univerſal good. 

With like beneficent effect 
O'er flaming ether glows, 

As when it tunes the linnet's voice, 
Or bluſhes in the role. 


By reaſon taught to ſcorn thoſe fears 
That vulgar minds moleſt, 

Let no fantaſtic terrors break 

My dear Narciſſa's reſt, 


Thy life may all the tend'reſt care 
Of Providence defend; 
And delegated angels round 
Their guardian wings extend ! 
When thro' creation's vaſt expanſe 
The laſt dread thunders rolt, - 
Untune the concord of the ſpheres, 
And ſhake the riſing foul; : 


Unmov'd mayſt thou the finaF ſtorm 
Of jarring worlds furvey, 
That uſhers in the glad ſerene 

Of everlaſting day! 


* 
» . 
ay © 
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Lady Coventry. 
MAS. 


$ 107. Elegy on the Death of 


Written in MDCCLX. : 
THE midnight clock has toll'd —and, hark ! 
5 the bell „ 
Of death beats flow ! heard ye the note profound? 
It pauſes now; and now, with riſing. knell, 
Flings to the hollow gale its ſullen found. | 
Yes—Coventry is dead. Attend the train, 
Daughters of Albion ! ye that, Iight as air, 
So oft have tripp'd in her fantaſtic train, 
Wich hearts as gay, and faces half as fair: 
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For ſhe was fair beyond your brighteſt bloom 
(This envy owns, ſince now her bloom is fled); 
Fair as the forms that, wove in Fancy's loom, 
Float in light viſion round the poct's head. 
Whene'cr with ſoft ſerenity the ſmil'd, 
Or caught the orient bluſh of quick ſurpriſe, 
How fweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 
The liquid luſtre darted from her eyes! 
Fach look, each motion, wak'd a newborn grace, 
That o'er her form its tranſient glory catt : 
Some lovelier wonder ſoon uſurp'd the place, 
Chas'd by a charm ſtill lovelier than the laſt, 


That bell again.] It tells us what ſhe is; 


Luxuriant fancy, paulc ! an hour like this 
Demands the tribute of a ſcrious ſong. 


Maria. claims it from that ſable bier, 
Whire cold and wan the flumL rerrcfts herhead; 
' In ſtill ſmall whiſpers to reflection's ear 8 
She breathes the ſolemn dictates of the dead. 
O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud 
Proclaim the theme by ſage, by fool, rever'd; 
car it, ye young, ye vain, ye great, ye proud! 
Tis Nature ſpeaks, and Nature will be heard, 
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On what the was, no more the ſtrain prolong : 
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Ves; ye ſhall hear, and tremble as ye hear, 
While, high with health, your hearts exulting 

E'cn in the midft of pleature's mad career, | leap; 
The mental monitor ſhall wake and weep! 


For ſay, than Coventry's propitious ſtar, - 
What brighter planet on your births aroſe ? 
Or gave of fortune's gifts an awpler ſharc, 
In life to laviſh, or by death to loſe ? 
Early to loſe ! While, borne on buſy wing, 
. Ye bp. the nectar of cach varying bloom ; 


| Nor fear, while baſking in the beams of ſpring, 


The int ry ſtorm that {weeps you to the tomb; 


Think of her fate]! revere the heavenly hand 
That led her. hence, tho' ſoon, by ſteps ſo flow 
Long at her cauch Death took his patient ſtand, 
And menac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow: 
To give. reflection time, with lenient art, 
Each fond. deluſion. from her ſoul to ſteal; 
Teach her from folly. peaceably to part, 
And wean her from a world ſhe lov'd ſo well, 


4 Say, are ye ſure his mercy ſhall extend 
Log ou ſo lang a ſpan?, Alas, Fe figh!. [friend, 
| Make then, while. yet ye may, your God your 


And learn-with equal cafe to ſlecp or die! 
Nor think the Muſe, whoſe ſobet᷑ voice ye hear, 
Contracts with bigot. frown her ſullen brow ; 
Caſts round religion's orhthe miſts of fear, [glow. 
Or-thades with horrors what with ſmiles thould 
Nomſhe. world warm you with ſeraphie fire, 
Herrs-as. ye arent beayen's gternal day; 
Would bid you boldly to that heaven apire, 
Not ſiuk and flumber in. your cells of clay. 


Know, ve were form'd to range yon azure field, 


In yon ethereal founts of bliſs to lave : 
Force then, ſecure in faith's protecting ſhield, 
The ſting from death, the yiet'ry from the grave! 


Is this the bigot's rant? Away, ye vain, _ 
Your hopes, your fears, in doubt, in dulneſs ſteep; 
Go ſoothe your ſouls, in ſickneſs, grief, or pain, 


With the fad ſolace of eternal fleep ! 


Vet will I praiſe you, triflers as ye are, | 
More than thoſe preachers of your fav'ritecrecd, 


| Who proudly {well the brazen throat of war, 


Who form the phalenx, bid the battle bleed, 
Nor with for more; who conquer but to die. 
Hear, Folly, hear, and triumph in the tale | 
Like you they. reafon, not like you enjoy _ 
The brecze of bliſs that fills your ſilken fail ; 
On pleature's glitt'ring ſtream ve gaily ſteer 
Your little courſe to cold oblivion's ſhure; 
They dare the ſtorm, and thro' th'inclement vcar 
Stem the rouphſurge,and brave the torrent's rour, 


Is it for glory? That.juſt Fate denics : 
Long muſt the warrior moulder in his ſhroud, 


Ere from her trump the hcaven-breath'd accents 
hat liftthe hero from the fighting crowd! j rite, 
Is it his graſp of empire to extend? 
To curb the fury of inſulting focs ? 
Ambition, ceaſe! the idle comet end: 
'J'is but a Ergdom t 
5 | 


hou canſt win or loſe, | 
| And 
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And why muſt murder'd myriads loſe their all 
(If lite be all), why deſolation low'r 


With famiſh'd frown on this affrighted ball, 
That thou may'ſ flame the meteor of an hour: 


Go, wiſer ye, that flutter life away, 
Crown with the mantliny juice the goblet high 
Weave the light dance, with feſtive freedom gay, 
And live your moment, ſince the next ye die 
Yet know, vain ſceptics! know, th' Almighty 
Mind, 
Who breath'd on man a portion of his fire, 
Bade his free ſoul, by carth nor time confin'd, 
To heaven, to in. mortalicy aſpire. 


Nor ſhall the pile of hope his mercy rear'd 
By vain philotophy be e'er deſtroy d: 
Eternity, by all or wifh'd or fear'd, 
Shall be by all or fuffer'd or enjoy'd ! 


Nor. In a book of French verſes, intitlcd, 

Oeuwres du Philoſophe ae Sans Souci, and lately 
reprinted at Berlin by authority, under the title 
of Pogfies Diverſes, may be found an Epiſtle 
to Marſhal Keith, written profeſſedly againſt the 
immortality of the ſoul. By way of ſpecjmen of 
the whole, take the following lines: 


De l'avenir, cher Keith, jugeons par le paſſé: 

Comme avant que je fuſſe il n'avoit point penſe ; 

De meme, apres ma mort, quund toutes mes partics 

Par Ja corruption ſeront ancantics, 

Par un meme deſtin il ne penſera plus 

Non, rien n'eſt plus certain, ſoyons en convaincu. 
It is to this Epiſtle that the latter part of the 

Elegy alludes. i 5 


— 


§ 108. Elegy to a young Nobleman leaving the 
5 Lui verſity. Masox. | 
ER yet, ingenuous youth, thy ſteps retire,ſvale, 
From Cam's ſmooth margin, and the peaceful 
Where ſcience call'd thee to her ſtudious quire, 
And met thee muling in her cloifters pale; 


DO let thy friend (and may he boaſt the name!) 
Breathe from his artleſs reed one parting lay: 
A lay like this thy early virtues claim, | 

And this let voluntary friendſhip pay. 


Let know, the time arrives, the dang'rous time, 
When all thoſe virtues, op'ning now fo fair, 
Tranſplanted to the world's tempeſtuous clime, 
M uſt learn each paſſion's boiſt'rous breath to 
bear; 2 | 
There, if ambition, peſtilent and pale, 
Or luxury ſhould taint their vernal glow 
If cold ſelf-intereſt, with her chilling gale, 
Should blaſt th unfoldingbloſſoms ere they blow; 


If mimic hues, by art or faſhion ſpread, 
Their genume ſimple colouring thould ſupply; 
O may with them theſe laurcate honours fade, 
And with them (if it can) my friendihip die! 
Then do not blame, if, tho' thyſelf inſpire, 
Cautious I ftrike the panegvric ſtring; 
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Deſerv'd the meed that Marlbro fail'd to gain; 


The bard will tell thee, the miſguided praiſe 


Born with too gen'rous or too mean a heart, 


| Not to diſguſt with falſe or venal prailc, 


Still ſcorn, with conſcious pride, the maſk of art; 


He to the ampleſt bounds of time's domain 


New had the ſon of Jove, mature, attain'd 


The Muſe full oft purſues a metcor fire, | 


Ad, vainly „cht'rous, Joars ON WAXEN wing 4 
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Too actively awake at friendſhip's voice, 
The poet's boſom pours the fervent ſtrain, 
Till ſad reflection blames the haſty choice, 
And oft invokes oblivion's aid 1n vain, 


Call we the ſhade of Pope from that bleſt bow'r, 
Wherethron'd he ſits with many a tuneful ſage, 

Aſk, if he ne'er bemoans that hapleſs hour 
When St. John's name illumin'd glory's page, 

Aſk, if the wretch, who dar'd his mem'ry ſtain; 
Aſk, if his country's, his religion's foe, 


The deathleſs mecd he only could beſtow: 


Clouds the celeſtial ſunſhine of his breaſt; 
E'cn now, repentant of his erring lays, 
He heaves a figh amid the realms of reſt, 
If Pope tho? friendſhip fail'd, iudignant view, 
Yet pity, Dryden—nark, whene'er he ſings, 
How adulation drops her courtly dew 
On titled rhymers and inglorious kings! 
See, from the depths of his exhauſtleſs mine, 
His glitt'ring ſtores the tuneful ſpendthriſt 
throws : 
Where fear or int'reſt bids, behold they ſhine; 
Now grace a Cromwell's,now a Charles's brows, 


Dryden! in vain to thec thoſe ſtores were lent; 
Thy ſweeteſt numbers but a trifling art 
Thy ſtrongeſt diction idly eloquent. 
The ſimpleſt lyre, if truth directs its lays, 

Warbles a melody ne'er heard from thine : 


Was Parnell's modeſt fame, and may be mine, 


Go then, my friend, nor let thy candid breaſt 
Conderan me, if I check the plauſive ſtring: 

Go to the wayward world; complete the reſt; 
Be what the pureſt muſe would with to ting. 


Be till thyſelf: that open path of truth, 

Which led thee here, let manhood firm purſue; 
Retain the ſweer ſimplicity of youth; 
And all thy virtue dictates, dare to do. 


On vice's front let fearful caution low'r; 
And teach the diffident, diſcreeter part [ pow'. 
Of kmaves that plot, and fools that fawn for 
So, round thy brow wlicn age's honours ſpread, 
When dcath's cold hand unftrings thy Maſon's 
When the green turf lies lightly on his head, [y re, 
Thy worth ſhall ſome ſuperior bard intpire: 


On rapture's plume ſhall give thy name to fly; 
For truſt, with rev'rence truſt, this Sabine ſtrain, 
The Muſe forbids the virtuous man to dic, 
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$ 109. The Choice Hercules: from the Greek 
| of Prodicus. Bp. LOW YT AH. 


Thc joyful prime; when youth, elate and ga! 
Steps into life, and follows unreſtram d : 
Where pation ade, or pilacncep outs the * 
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In the pure mind, at thoſe ambiguous years, 
Or vice, rank weed, firſt ſtrikes her pois'nous 
Or haply virtue's op'ning bud appears [ root; 
By juſt degrees, fair bloom. of faireſt fruit ! 
For, if on youth's untainted thought impreſt, 
The gen'rous purpoſe ſtill ſhall warm the manly 
b 


reaſt. 


As on a day, refleCting on his age 19 5 
For higheſt deeds now ripe, Alcides ſought 
Retirement, nurſe of contemplation ſage, 
Step following ſtep, and thought ſucceeding 
thought; 
Muſing, with ſteady pace the youth purſued 
His walk, and loft in meditation ſtray d 
Far in a lonely vale, with ſolitude | 
Converſing ; while intent his mind ſurvey'd 
The dubious path of life: before him lay, [way. 
Here virtue's rough aſcent, there pleaſure s flow ry 
Much did the view divide his wav'ring mind: 
Now glow'd his breaft with gen'rous thirſt of 
Now love of caſe to ſofterthoughts inclin'd fame; 
His yielding ſoul, and quench'd the rifing flame: 
When, lo! far off two female forms he ſpics; 
Direct to him their ſteps they ſeem to bear; 
Both large and tall, exceeding human ſize; 
Both, far exceeding human beauty, fair. 
Graceful, vet cach with diff rent grace they move; 
This ſtriking ſacred awe that, ſofter winning love. 
The firſt in native dignity furpaſs'd ; 
Artleſs and unadorn'd ſhe pleas'd the more; 
Health o'er her looks a genuine Jaftre caſt; 
A veſt more white than new- fallen ſnow ſhe. 
Auguſt ſhe trod, yet modett was her air; | wore : 
Serenc her eye, yet daiting heavealy firc. 
till ſhe drew near; and nearer ſtill more fair, 
More mild, appear'd: yet ſuch as might inſpire 
Pleaſure corrected with an awful fear; 
Majuſtically ſweet, and amiably ſevere. 


The other dame ſeem'd even of fairer hue ; 
But bold her mien, unguarded rov'd her eye, 

And her fluſl'd checks confeſs'd at nearer view 
The borrow'd bluſhes of an artful dye. 

All foft and delicate, with airy ſwim 

, Lightly the danc'd along; her robe betray'd 

4 may the clear texture every tender limb, 

Height'ning the charms it only ſeem'd to ſhade: 

And as it Row'd adown, ſo looſe and thin, [ikin. 

Her ſtature ſhew'd more tall, more ſnowy white her 


Oft with a ſmile ſhe view'd herſelf aſkance; 


Even on her ſhade a conſcious look the threw: ! 


Then all around her caſt a careleſs glance, 
To mark what gazing eyes her beauty drew, 
As they came ncar, before that other maid 
Approaching decent, cagerly ſhe preſo d 
With haſty ſtep; nor of repulſe afraid, [ dreſs d; 
With freedom bland the wond'ring youth ad- 
With winning fondneſs on his neck the hung ; 
Sweet as the honey-dew flow'd her enchanting 
tongue: | | 
Dear Hercules, whence this unkind delay > 
Dear youth, what doubts can thus diſtract thy 
Sccurely follow where LI lead the way, [mind ? 
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| With me retire from noiſe, and pain, and care, 


| All that the thought can frame, or wi 
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Embath ' d in bliſs, and wrapt in endleſs eaſe : 
Rough is the road to fame, thro' blood and war; 
Smooth is my way, and all my paths are peace. 
With me retire, from toils and perils free, 
Leave honour to the wretch! pleaſures were mage 
for thee. 


Then will I grant thee all thy ſoul's defire; [fight ; 
All that may charm thine ear, and pleaſe thy 
require, 
To ſteep thy raviſh'd ſenſes in delight: 
The ſumptuousfeaſt, enhanc'd with muſic's ſound, 
PFitteſt to tune the melting ſoul to love, | 
Rich odours, breathing choiceſt tweets around; 
The fragrant bow*'r, cool fountain, ſhady grove; 
Freſh flow'rs to ſtrew thy couch, aud crown thy 
head : | thy bed. 
Joy ſhall attend thy ſteps, and eaſe ſhall ſmooth 
Theſe will I freely, conftantly ſupply, 

Pleaſures not earn'd with toil, nor mix'd with 
Far from thy reſt repining want ſhall fly, [ woe; 
Nor labour bathe in ſweat thy careful brow. 

Mature the copious harveſt ſhall be thine, 
Let the laborious hind ſubdue the ſoil ; 
Leave the raſh ſoldier ſpoils of war to wing _ 
Won by the ſoldier thou ſhalt ſhare the ſpoil : 
Thele ſofter cares my beſt allies employ, 
New plcaſures to invent, to wiſh, and to enjoy.“ 


Her winning voice the youth attentive caught; 
He gaz'd impatient on the ſmiling maid; —__ 
Still gaz'd, and liſten'd ; then her name beſought: 
My name, fair youth, is Happineſs,” the ſaid: 
« Well can my fricnds thisenvied truth maintain z 
They ſhare mybliſs,theybeſt can ſpeak my praiſe; 


| Tho? Slander call me Sloth (detraction vain!) 


Heed not what Slander, vain detracter, fays 
Slander,ſtill prompt true merit to defame, [ name.“ 
To blot the brighteſt worth, and blaſt the faireſt 


By this arriv'd the fair majeſtic maid; _ 
She all the while, with the ſame modeſt pace, 
Compos'd advanc'd : © Know, Hercules,” the ſaid 
With manlyrone, * thy birth of heavenly race: 

Thy tender age, that lov'd inſtruction's voice, 
Promis'd theegenerous, patient, brave, and wiſe z 
W hcnmanhood thould confirm thygloriouschoice, 
Now expectation waits to ſee thee riſe. 
Riſe, youth! exalr thyſelf and me; approve 
Thy high deſcent from hcaven,and dare be worthy 
Jove. | 2 2 
But what truth prompts, my tongue ſhall not 
The ſteep aſcent muſt be with toil ſubdued; 
Watching and cares muſt win the lofty prize 
Propos d by Heaven—true bliſs and real good, 
Honour rewards the brave and bold alone ; 
She ſpurns the timorous, indolent, and baſe; 
Danger and toil ſtand ſtern before her throne, 
And guard (ſoJove commands) the ſacred place: 
Who ſeeks her muſt the mighty coſt ſuſtain, [ pai. 
And pay the price of fame labour, and care, an 


Would thou engage the gods peculiar care? 
O Hercules, th immortal pow*rs adore ! 
With a pure heart, with fac+ifice, and pray'r 


And range thro' wilds of pleaſure upcoulin'd. 


| Attend their aitars, and the aid imploie. 
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Or, wouldſt thou gain thy country's loud applauſe, 
Lov'd as her father, L her 7 „ 
Be thou the bold aſſerter of her cauſe; 
Her voice in council, in the fight her ſword : 
In peace, in war, purſue thy country's good; 
For her bare thy bold breaſt, and pour thy gene- 
| rous blood. | 


Wouldſt thou,toquellthe proud and liftth'oppreſt, 

In arts of war and matchleſs ſtrength excel? 
Firſt conquer thou thyſelf: to eaſe, to reſt, 

To each ſoft thought of pleaſure, bid farewel. 
The night alternate, due to ſweet repoſe, 

In watches waſte; in painful march, the day: 
Cougeal'd amidſt the rigorous winter's ſuows, 

Scorch'd by the ſummer's thirſt-inflaming ray. 
Thy harden'd limbs ſhall boaſt ſuperior might: 
Vigour ſhall brace thine arm, reſiſtleſs in the fight.“ 


4 Hear'ſt tliou what monſters then thou - muſt 


engage? . 5 1 
What dangers, gentle youth, ſhe bids thee 


(Abrupt ſays Sloth )—** Ill fit thy tender age 
Tumult and wars, fit age for joy and love. 
Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love, and joy ! 
To theſe I lead: no monſters here ſhall ſtay 
Thine caſy courſe; no cares thy peace annoy; 
J lead to bliſs a nearer, ſmoother way: 
Short is my way, fair, eaſy, ſmooth, and plain: 


Turn, gentle youth—with me eternal pleaſures 


reign,” | 


«What pleaſures, vain miſtaken wretch, are thine?” 
(Virtue with ſcorn replied) **who ſleep'ſt in cafe 
Inſenſate; whoſe ſoft limbs the toil decline 
That ſeaſons bliſs, and makes enjayment pleaſe: 
Draining the copious bowl ere thirſt require; 
Feaiting ere hunger to the feaſt invite; 
Whoſe taftelels joys anticipate defire, 
Whom luxury fupplics with appetite : 
Vet nature loaths, and you employ in vain 
Varicty and art to conquer her diſdain. 


The ſparkling nectar, cool'd with ſummer ſnows, 
The dainty board with choiceſt viands ſpread, 
To thee are taſteleſs all! ſincere repoſe 
Flies from thy flow ry couch and downy bed. 
For thou art only tir'd with indolence; 

Nor is thy ſleep with toil and labour bought, 
THh' imperfect fleep, that lulls thy languid ſenſe 
In dull oblivious interval of thought; | 
That kindly ſtealsth inactive hours away che day. 
From the long ling' ring ſpace, that lengthens out 

From bounteous nature's unexhauſted ſtores 

Flows the pure fountain of ſincere delights: 
Averſc to her, you waite the joyleſs hours; 

Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy nights. 
Immortal tho' thou art, indignant Jove 

_ Hurl'd rhee from heaven, th' immortals bli:sful 
For ever baniſh'd from the realms above, 

To dwell on earth with man's degenerate race: 
Fitter abode ! on carth alike diſgracd; 
Rejected by the wie, and by the fool embrac'd. 
Fond wretch, thit vainly weeneſt all delight 

To gratify the ſenſe, reſerv'd for thee f 
Vet the matt pleaſing object to the fight, 
Thine own 


Für action, never diqſc thou ſce. 
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Tho lull'd with ſofteſt ſounds chou lieſt along, 


Soft muſic, warbling voices, melting lays; 
Ne er didſt thou hear, more ſweet than ſweeteſt fon 

Charming the ſoul, thou ne er didſt hear thy praiſe! 
Noto thy revels let the fool repair; 
To ſuch go ſmooth thy ſpecch, and ſpread thy 

tempting ſnare, 

Vaſt happineſs enjoy thy gay allies ! 

A och of follics, _ old age of cares; 
Young yet enervate, old yet never wiſe, 

Vice waſtes their vigour, and their mind impairs, 
Vain, idle, delicate, in thoughtleſs eaſe, 

Reſerving woes for age, their prime they ſpend; 
All wretched, hopeleſs, in the evil days, 

With ſorrow to the verge of life they tend. 
Griev'd with the preſent, of the pait em d, 
They live and are deſpis d; they die, nor more 

are nam'd. 25 | 

But with the gods, and godlike men, I dwell; 

Me, his ſupreme delight, th' Almighty Sire 
Regards well pleas'd: whatever works excel, 

All, or divine or human, I inſpire. 


| Counſel with ſtrength, and induſtry with art, 


In union meet conjoin'd, with me reſide : 
My dictates arm, inſtruct, and mend the heart, 
The ſureſt policy, the wiſeſt guide. 
With me true friendſhip dwells: the deigns to bind 
T hoſe generous ſouls alone, whom I before have 


Nor need my friends the various coſtly feaſt; Looin d. 
Hunger to them th' effects of art ſupplies; 
Labour prepares their weary limbs to reſt; | rite, 

Sweet is their ſleep; light, cheerful, ſtrong, they 


' Thro' health, thro joy, thro' pleaſure, and renown 


They tread my paths; and by a ſoft deſcent 
At length to age all gently finking down, 

Look back with tranſport on a life well ſpent; 
In which no hour flew unimprov'd away; _ 
Inwhichſome gen'rous deed diſtinguiſh'd ev ry day. 


And when, the deſtin'd term at lengths complete, 


Their aſhes reſt in peace, eternal fame 
Sounds wide their praiſe: triumphant over fate, 
In ſacred ſong for ever lives their name. 

This, Hercules, is happineſs! obey 
My voice, and live: let thy celeſtial birth 


| Lift and enlarge thy thoughts : behold the way 


That leads to fame, and raiſes thee from carth 
Immortal! Lo, I guide thy ſteps. Ariſe, 
Purſuethe glorious path, and claim thynative ſkies.” 
Her words breathe fire celcitial, and impart 

New vigour to his ſoul, that ſudden caught 
The generous flame: with great intent his heart 

Swells full, and labours with exalted thuugnt. - 
The miſt of error from his cyes diſpell'd, 

Thro' all her fraudful arts, in cleareſt light. 
Sloth in her native form he now beheld; 

Unveil'd the ſtood confeſs'd before his ſight : 
Falſe Siren '— All her vaunted charms, that ſhone 
So freſh ere While and fair, now wither'd, pale, and 

gone. | Fa 
No more the roſy bloom in ſweet diſguiſe 
Mrs her diſſembled locks; each borrow d grace 


Leaves her wan cheek; pals ſickneſs clouds hercycs 


Livid and ſank, anò pathens dim her face. : 


Book I. 
As when fair Iris has awhile diſplay'd 
Her wat'ry arch, with gaudy painture gay, 
While yet we gaze the glorious colours fade, 
And from our wonder gently ſtcal away: | 
Where ſhone the beauteous phantom erſt fo bright, 


Now low'rs the low-hung cloud, all gloomy to 
the ſight. e a 


But Virtue, more engaging, all the while 
Diſclos'd new charms, more lovely, more ſerene, 
Beaming ſweet influence: a wilder ſmile 
Soften'd the terrors of her lofty micn. 
Lead, goddeſs; I am thine !” tranſported cried | 
Alcides; “ O propitious pow'r, thy way 
Teach me! poſſeſs my ſoul ! be thou my guide: 
From thee oh never, never let me ſtray !” 
While ardent thus the youth his vows addreſs'd, 
With all the goddeſs fill'd, already glow'd his 
breaſt. 


The heavenly maid with ſtrength divine endued 

His daring ſoul; there all her pow'rs combin'd: 
Firm conſtancy, undaunted fortitude, — 
Enduring patience, arm'd his mighty mind. 
Unmov'd in toils, in dangers undiſmay'd, 

By many a hardy deed and bold emprize, 
From fierceſt monſters, thro' her pow'rtul aid, 

He freed the earth] thro her he gain'd the ſkies. 
'Twas virtue plac'd him in the | cft abode; _ 
Crown d with eternal youth, among the gods a god. 
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$ 110. The Hermit. PARNELL. 


PAR in a wild, unknown to public view, | 
From youth to age a rev'rend Hermit grew; 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His food the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well : 
Remote from man, with God he pals'd his days, 
Pray'r all his buſineſs, all his pleaſure praiſe, 

A life fo ſacred, ſuch ference repoſe, | 
Seem'd heaven itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe— 
That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey; _ 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway : 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, - 

And all the tenour of his foul is loft. 

do when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt 

Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breaſt, 

Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And ſkies beneath with anſw'ring colours glow :. 
But if a fone the gentle fea divide, | 
Swift ruftling circles curl on ev*ry fide, 
And glimm'ring fragments of a broken ſun; 
Banks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diforder run. 

To clear this doubt, to know the world by fight, 
To find if books or ſwains report it right _ 

(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
Whoſe feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew), 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 
And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 

Then with the ſun a riſing journey went, 

Scdatc to think, and watching each event. 

The morn was waſtcd in the pathleſs graſs, 
And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs : 
But when the ſouthern fun had warm'd the day, 
A youth came poſting o'er a crofling way; 
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| Came onward, mantled o'er with- ſober 


| And o'er their heads loud rolling thunger ran. 


His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 
And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hairs 


| Then near approaching, © Father, hail!” he criedz 


And Hail, my ſon!” the rev rend fire replied: 
Words follow'd words,, from queſtion anſwer 
flow'd, | | 
And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road; 
Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
Whale in their age they differ, join in heart. 
Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 
Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 
Now funk the ſun; the cloſing hour of day 


ey; 
Nature in ſilence bid the world repoſe: 85 
When near the road a ſtately palace roſe. [paſs, 
There, by the moon, through ranks of trees they 
Whoſe verdure crown'd their ſloping ſides of graſs. 
It chanc'd the noble maſter of the | rome 
Still made his houſe the wand ring ſtranger's home; 
Yet ſtill the Kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 
Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe, 
The pair arrive: the liveried ſervants wait 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 


The table greans with coſtly: piles of food, 
| And all is more than hoſpitably 


ood. 
Then, led to reſt, the day's long wit they drown, 
Deep ſunk in fleep, and filk, and heaps of down. 

At length 'tis morn, and at the dawn of day 

Along the wide canals the Zephyrs play; 
Freſh o'er the gay parterres the . creep, 
And ſhake the neighbouring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call; 
An carty bauquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; 
Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gucſts to taſte. 
Then, pleas'd and thanktul, from the porch they 


| £03 | 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe: 


His cup was vaniſh*d ; for in ſecret guiſe 

The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt'ring prize. 
As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 

Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 


| Diforder'd tops to ſhun the danger near, 


Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear; 
So ſcem'd the fire, when far upon the road 
The ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd., [heart, 
He ftopp'd with filence, walk'd with trembling 
And mucli he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk, to part: 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
That gen'rous actions meet a baſe reward. 
Waile thus they pals, the fun his glory ſhrouds, 
The changing ſkies hang out their fable clouds; 
A ſound in air prefag'd approaching rain, | 
And beaſts to covert {cud acroſs the plain. 
Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreay 
To ſeck for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat: 
'T'was built with turrets on a riſmg ground, 
And ftrong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 


| Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſert there. 


As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, 
Fierce rifing guſts with ſudden fury blew; 
The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhow'rs began, 


Here 
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Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, | His ſteps the youth purſues; the country lay 
Driv'n w the wind, and batter'd by the rain. Perplex'd with roads; a ſervant ſhew d the Way! 
At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt | A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage o'er 

('T was then his threſhold firſt teceiv'd a gueſt): | Was nice to find; the ſervant trod before: 


Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, | Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupplied, [ glide, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; And dcep the waves beneath the betting branches 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, The youth, who ſeem d to watch a time to fin, 


And nature's fervour through their limbs recals: | Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in: 
Bread of the coarſeſt fort, with meager wine, Plunging he falls, and rifing lifts his head; 
(Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both to dine; | Then flaſhing turns, and ſinks among the dead. 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, Wild ſparkling rage inflames the father's cy, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
With ſtill remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd, | © Deteſted wretch]! - But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 
In one ſo rich, a life fo poor and rude; When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cricd) | His youthful face grew more ſerencly ſweet ; 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet; 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon take place | Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 
In ev'ry ſettling feature of his face, | Celeftial odours breathe through purpled air; 
When from his veſt the young companion bore | And wings, whoſe colours glitter'd on the day, 
That cup the gen'rous landlord own'd before, Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay, 


WY 
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And paid profuſely with the precious bowl [The form ethereal burſts upon his fight, 
The ſtinted kindneſs of this churlith foul ! And moves in all the majeſty of light. 

But now the clouds in airy tumult fly Tho' loud at firſt the Pilgrim's paſſion grew, 
The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky; Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to do; 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 


And, glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day: | And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 

The weather courts them from the poor retreat, | But ſilence here the beauteous angel broke 

And the glad maſter boltsthe wary gate. [ wrought | (The voice of faufic raviſh'd as he ſpoke) : 
While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's boſom Thy pray'r,thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, 


With all the travail of uncertain thought ; In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne : 
His partner's acts without their cauſe appear; Theſe charms ſucceſs in our bright region find, 
"Twas there a vice, and ſcem'd a madneſs here: | And force an angel down to calm thy mind; 
Deteſting that, and pitying this, he goes, For this commiſſion'd, I forſook the ſky— 
Loſt and confounded with the various ſhows. | Nay, ceaſe to kneel !—thy fellow-ſervant I. 


Now night's dim ſhades againinvolvethe ſky; Then know the truth of government Divine, 
Again the wand'rers want a place to lie; ; And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. 
Again they ſearch, and find a lodging nigh. J | The Maker juftly claims that world hc made, 


The ſoil improv'd around, the manſion neat, | In this the right of Providence is laid; 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great, Its ſacred majeſty through all depends 
It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, On uſing ſecond means to work his ends; 
1 Content, and not for praife but virtue kind, Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 
4 Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, The Pow'r exerts his attributes on high; 
| Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet. Your actions uſes, nor controuls your will, 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, | And bids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill. 
4 The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies: What ftrange events can ſtrike with more ſure 
ur „Without a vain, without a grudging heart, | prize, | | 
To him who gives us all I yield a part; I ͤThan thoſewhich lately ſtruck thy wond'ringeyes? 
From him you come, for him accept it here, Yet, taught by theſe, confeſs th Almighty juſt; 
A frank and ſober, more than coſtly cheer.” _ | And, where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt. 
He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, | The great, vain man, who far'd on coſtly food, 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed; Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good; 


When the grave houſchold round his hall repair, | Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 
Warn' d by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. | Andforc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine; 
At length the world, renew'd by calm repoſe, | Has, with the cup, the gracclets cuſtom loſt, 

Was ſtrong for toil; the dappled morn aroſe; | And {till he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept The mean ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door 
Near the clos'd cradle, where an infant ſlept, Ne'er mov'd in pity to the wand ring poor, 
And writh'd his neck: the landlord's little pride, | With him [I left the cup, to teach his mind 
O ſtrange return! grew black, and gaſp'd, anddicd. | That heaven can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
Horror of horrors! what! his only ſon ? | Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bow!, 
How look'd our Hermit when the fact was done? | And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul. 
Not hell, tho! hell's black jaws in ſunder part, | Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 
Ard breathe blue fire, could more aſſault his heart. | With heaping coals of fire upon its head; 
Confus'd and ſtruck with filence at the deed, | In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
Be Hics; bur, trembling, fails to fly with ſpeed. { And, looſc from drofs. the filver runs WOT. 
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Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
But now the child half wean d his heart from God; 
(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, a 
And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again. 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run ! 
But God, to ſave the father, took the ſon. 
To all but thee in fits he ſecm'd to go; 
And 'twas my miniſtry to deal the blow. 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the duſt, 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 
But how had all his fortunes felt a wrack, 
Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back | 
This night his treaſur'd heaps he meant to ſteal, 
And what a fund of charity would fail! | 
Thus Heaven inſtructs thy mind: this trial o'er, 
Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more.” 


On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew ; 


The ſage ſtood wond' ring as the ſcraph flew. 
Thus look'd Eliſha, when to mount on high, 
His maſter took the chariot of the ſky: 
The fiery pomp aſcending left the view; 

The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. 
The bending Hermit here a pray'r begun: 
Lord] as in heaven, on earth thy will be done. 
Then, gladly turning, fought his ancient place, 

And pals'd a life of picty and peace. 


* 


$ 111. The Hre-Side. Cor ro. 


Da Chloe, While the buſy crowd, | 


The vain, the wealthy, and the-proud, 
| In Folly's maze advance 
Tho' ſingularity and pride | 
Be call'd our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 
Nor join the giddly dance. 
From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 115 
Where love our hours employs; 
No noiſy nerghbour cnters here, 
No intermeddling ſtranger car, 
To ſpoil our heart-felt joys, 
If folid happincſs we prize, 
Within our breaſt this jewel lies; 
And they are fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to beſtow ; 
From our own ſelves our joys muſt flow, 
And that dear hut, our home. 
Of reſt was Noah's dove bereft, 
Vhen with impatient wing the left 
That ſafe retreat, the ark; 
Giving her vain excurſion o'er, 
The diſappointed bird once more 
Explor'd the ſacred bark. 
Tho' tools ſpurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs, 
We, who improve his golden hours, 
Buy ſweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly underſtood, 
Gives to the render and the good 
A paradiſe bclow. | | 
Our babes ſhall richeſt comforts bring; 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a ſpring 


* Though Dr. Cotton is well known to haye been 


F\dliſhed without pretixing his name. 0 
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75 
Whence pleaſures ever riſe: 

We'll form their minds, with ſtudious care, 

To all that's manly, good, and fair, 
And train them for the ſkies. 


While they our wiſeſt hours engage, 


| They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 


And crown our hoary hars : 


| They'll grow in virtue ev ry day, 


And thus our fondeſt loves repay, 
And recompenſe our cares, 


No borrow'd joys, they're all our own, 

While to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot: 

Monarchs! we envy not your ſtate ; 

We look with pity on the great, 
And bleſs our humbler lot. 

Our portion is nat large, indecd; 

But then how little do we need 

Poor nature's calls are few: 

In this the art of living lies, 

To want no more than may ſuffice, 
And make that little do. 


We'll therefore reliſh, with content, 
VWhate'er kind Providence has ſent, 
Nor aim beyond our pow 'r; 


For, if our ſtock be very ſmall, 


Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 
Nor loſe the preſent hour. 
To be reſign'd when ills betide, 
Patient when favours are denied, 
And pleas'd with favours given; 
Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's part; 


| This 1s that incenſe of the heart 


Whoſe fragrance {mells to heavens 
We'll aſk yo long protracted treat, 
Since winter life is ſeldom ſweet 

But, when our feaſt is o'er, 


| Grateful from table we ll ariſe, 
Nor grudge our ſons with envious eyes 


The relics of our ſtore. 


Thus, hand in hand, thro' life we'll go; 
Its chequer'd paths of joy and woe 


| With cautious ſteps we'll tread ; 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 


| Without a trouble or a tear, 


And mingle with the dead, 


| While conſcience, like a faithful friend, 


Shall thro' the gloomy vale attend, 
And cheer our dying breath; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 
And ſmooth the bed of death. 


——_— 


—— 


$ 112. Viſſons for the Entertainment and Infirucs 
tion of younger Minds, COTTON. 


Virginibus pueriſque canto, Ho. 
| ' TO THE READER, 


A VTHORS, you know, of greateſt fame, 
Thro' modeſty ſuppreſs their name e; 


the author of theſe Viſions, they have generally ho 
; And 
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And would you wiſh me to reveal 

W hat theſe ſuperior wits conceal ? 

Forego the ſearch, my. curious fricnd, 

And huſband time to better end. 

All my ambition 1s, I own, | 

To profit and to pleaſe unknown; 

Like ſtreams ſupplied from ſprings below, 

Which fcatter bleſſings as they flow. 
Were you diſcas'd, or preſs d with pain, 

Straight you'd apply to Warwick Lane. 

The thoughtful Doctor feels your pulſe 

(No matter whether Mead or Hulie) 

Writes—Arabic to you and me— 

Then ſigns his hand, and takes his fee. 

Now, ſhould the ſage omit his name, 

Would not the cure remain the ſame ? 

Not but phyficians fign their bill, 

Or when they cure, or when they kill. 
"Tis often known, the mental race 

Their fond ambitious fires diſgrace. 

Dar'd I avoiv a parent's claim, 


Critics might ſncer, and friends might blame, 


This davg rous ſecret let me hide, 
T'l} tell you ev'ry thing beſide: 

Not that it boots the world a tittle, 
Whether the author's big or little; 
Or whether fair, or black, or brown ; 
No writer's hue concerns the town. 

I pafs the ſilent rural hour, 

No ſlave to wealth, no tool to pow'r : 
My manſion's warm, and very neat 
You'd ſay, A pretty ſnug retreat!“ 
My rooms no coſtly paintings grace, 
The humbler print ſupplies their place, 
Behind the houſe my garden hes, 
And opens to the ſouthern ſkies : 
The diſtant hills gay proſpects yield, 
And plenty ſmiles in ev'ry field. 

The faithful maſtiff is my guard : 
The feather'd tribes adorn my yard; 
Alive my joy, my treat when dead, 
And their ſoft plumes improve my bed. 

My eow rewards me all ſhe can 
 CBrutes leave ingratitude to man) 
She, daily thankful to her lord, 
Crowns with neCtareous ſwects my board : 
Am ] difeas'd ? the cure is known, 
Her {weetcr juices mend my own. 

love my houte, and ſeldom roam 
Few viſits pleaſe me more than home: 
I pity hat unhappy elf 
Who lbves all company but ſelf; 

By idle paſſions borne away 

To opera, maſquerade, or play; 

Fond of thoſe hives where Folly reigns, 
And Britain's pecrs receive her chains; 
Where the pert virgin flights a name, 
And ſcorns to redden into ſhame. 

But know, my fair, to whom belong 
"The poet and his artlefs ſong, 

When female cheeks refuſe ro glow, 
Farewel to virtue here below ! 

Our ſex is loſt to ev ry rule; 

Gur lole diſtinction, knave or fool. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| "Tis to your innocence we run; 
] Save us, ye fair, or we re undone, + 7 


4 


| 


| 


ws 
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Does not this little preface ſhow ut ? 
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Maintain your modeſty and ſtation, 

So women ſhall preſerve the nation. 
Mothers, 'tis Fid, in days of old, 

Eftecm'd their girls more choice than gold; 


* 


| Too well a daughter's worth they knew, 
| To make her cheap by public view : - 


Few, who their diamonds' value weigh, 
Expoſe thoſe diamonds ev'ry day. | 
Then, if Sir Plume drew near, and ſmil'd, 
The parent trembled for her child: 
The firſt advance alarm'd her breaſt ; 
And fancy pictur'd all the reſt. | 
But now no mother fears a foe ; 
No daughter ſhudders at a beau. 

Pleaſure is all the reigning theme; 
Our noon- day thought, our midnight dream, 
In folly's chace our youths engage, 2 
And ſhameleſs crowds of tott'ring age. 
The die, the dance, th'intemp'rate bow!, 
With various charms engroſs the ſoul. 
Are gold, fame, health, the terms of vice? 


The frantic tribes ſhall pay the price. 
But tho' to ruin poſt they run, 


They'll think it hard to be undone. 
Do not arraign my, want of taſte, 
Or ſight, to Ken where joys are plac d. 
They widely err who think me blind; 


And I diſclaim a ſtoic's mind. 


Like yours are my ſenſations quite; 

I only ſtrive to feel aright. | 

My joys, like ſtreams, glide gently by; 

Tho' tmall their channel, never dry; 

Keep a ſtill, even, fruitful wave, 

And bleſs the nezghb'ring meads they laye, 
My fortune (for I'll mention all, 

And more than you dare tell) is ſmall ; 


_ | Yet ev'ry friend partakes my ſtore, 


And want gaes ſmiling from my door. 


| Will forty ſhillings warm the breaſt 
Of worth or induſtry diftreſs' d— _ 


This ſum I cheertully impart, 
Tis fourſcore pleaſures to my heart; 
And you may make, by means like theſe, 


Five talents ten, whene'er you plcaſc. 


'Tis true, my httle purſe grows light; 
But then I ſleep ſo tweet at night! 
This grand ſpecific will prevail 
When all the doctor's opiates fail. 
You aſk what party I purſue; 
Perhaps you mean, Whoſe fool are you?“ 
The names of party I deteſt; | 
Badges of ſlavery at beſt : 
I've too much grace to play the knave, 
And too much pride to turn a tlave. 
I love my country from my foul, 
And grieve when knaves or fools controut : 
Pm pleas'd when vice and folly ſmart, 
Or at the gibbet or the cart: 
Vet always pity where I can; 
Abhor the guilt, but mourn the man. 
Now the religion of your poet 


My 
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My Vihons if you ſcan with care, 
FTis ten to one you'll find it there, 
And if my actions ſuit my ſony, 


You can't in conſcience t ink me wrong. 


0 112+ Viſon I. Slander. Inſcribed to Mis. 


M* lovely girl, I write for you, 

And pray believe my Viſions true; 
They'll form your mind to ev'ry grace, 
They'll add new beauties to your face; 
And when old age impairs your prime, 
You'll triumph oer the ſpoils of time. 
Childhood and youth engage my pen; 
'Tis labour loſt to talk to men : | 
Youth may perhaps reform when wrong ; 
Age will not liſten to my long. 

Ke who at fifty is a fool, 

Is far too ſtubborn grown for ſchool. 
What is that vice which ſtill prevails, 
When almoſt ev'ry paſſion fails ; 

Which with our very dawn begun, 

Nor ends but with our ſetting ſun ; 
Which, like a noxious weed, can ſpoil 
The faireſt flow'rs, and choak the {oil ? 
"Tis Slander—and, with ſhame I own, 
The vice of human kind alone. 

Be Slander, then, my leading dream, 
Tho? you're a ſtranger to the theme 
Thy lotter breaſt, and honeſt heart, 
Scorn the defamatory art; 

Thy ſoul aflerts her native {kics,' 

Nor aſks detraction's wings to riſe: 

In foreign ſpails let others thine, . 
Intrinſic excellence is thine. 

The bird in peacocks plumes who ſhone 
Could picad no merit of her own ; 

The hilly theft betray'd her pride, 

And ſpoke her poverty beſide. 

Th inſidious fland'ring thief is worſe 
Than the poor rogue who ſteals your purſe. 
day, he purloins your glitt'ring ſtore : | 
Who takes your gold, takes traſh—no more; 
Perbaps he pilfers—to be fed | 
Ah, guiltleſs wretch who ſteals for bread ! 
ut the dark villain who ſhal aim 
To blaſt my fair, thy ſpotleſs name, 

He'd ftcal a precious gem away, 

Steal what both Indics can't repay ! 
Here the ſtrong pleas of want arc vain, 
Or the more impious pleas of gain. 

No ſinking family to fave! 

No gold to glut th' infatiate knave 

Improve the hint of Shakſpeare's tongue; 
"Twas thus immortal Shakſpeare ſuny “: 
And truſt the bard's unerring rule, 
or nature was that P'oet's ſeliool. 

As I was nodding in my chair, 
I faw a rucful wild appear: 


* Othello. 


} Xerxes, king of Perſia, and ſon of Darius. He invaded 
tat a million of men (tome lay more than Wo millions) : 
great meaſure through the inability of the countries to ſupply fach a vait hoſt with proviſion. 
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SACRED AND MORAL. 


No verdure met my aching ſight, 
But hemlock and cold aconite; 
Tuo very poiĩs'nous plants, 'tis true, 
But nct ſo bad as vice to you. 
The dreary proſpect ſpread around! 
Deep ſnow had whiten'd all the ground: 


| A bleuk and barren mountain nigh, 


Expos'd to ev'ry friendlefs KV 
Here foul-mouth'd Slander lay reel in'd, 
Her inaky treiies hifs'd behind; 
© A bloated toad-ſtool rais'd her head, 
© The plumes of ravens were her bed +? 
She fed upon the viper's brood, 
And ſlak'd her impious thirſt with blood. 
The rifing ſu and weſtern ray, 
Were witnefs to her diſtant ſway. 
The tyrant claim'd a mightier hoſt 
Than the proud Perſian e' er could boaſt, 
No conqueit grac'd Darius' ſon , 
By his own numbers half undone: 
Sueceſs attended Slander's pow'r; 
She reap'd freſh taurcls ev'ry hour. 
Her troops a deeper ſcarlet wore 
Than ever armics knew before. 
No plea diverts the fury's rage, 
The fury ſpares nor ſex nor age. 
Een Merit, with deſtructive charms, 
Provolies the vengeance of her arms. 
\hene'er the tyrant founds to war, 
Her canker'd trump is heard afar. 
Pride, wich a heart unknown to yield, 
Commands in chief, and guides the field; 
Ile ſtalks with vaſt gigantic firide, 
And ſcatters fear aud ruin wide: 
So the impetuous torrents ſweep 
At once whole nations to the deep. 
Revenga, that baſe Heſperian d, known 
A chief ſupport of Slander's throne, 
Amidft the bloody crowd is ſeen, 
And treach'ry brooding in his mien; 
The monſter often chang'd his gait, 


| But march'd refoly'd and ſix'd as fate. 
| Thus the fell kite, whom hunger ſtings, 


Now flowly moves his out-ftretch'd wings; 
Now twift as lightning bears away, 
And darts upon his trembling prey. 

Envy commands a {acred band, 
Wirth {word and potion in her hand. 
Around her haggard eyc-balls roll; 
A thouſand fiends poſſeſs her toul. 
The artfal untuſpected ſprite | 
With fatal aim attacks by might. 
Her troops advance with filent tread, 
And ſtab the hero in his bed; 


— 


Or ſhoot the wing'd malignant lye, 


And female honours pine and die. 
So prowling wolves, when darknefs reigns, 


Intent on murder, ſcour the plains; 


+ Garth's Diſpenſatory. 


who, together with their cattle, 


Greece with, an army conſiſting of more 
periſhed in a 


Heſperia includes Italy as well as Spain; and ihe inhabitants of both are remarkable for their revenge - 


10 diſpoſitions. 
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Approach the folds where lambs repoſe, 
Whoſe guileleſs breaſts ſuſpect no foes; 
The ſavage gluts his fierce deſires, 
And blcating innocence expires. 

Slander ſmil'd horribly to view 
How wide her conqueſts daily grew: 
Around the crowded levees wait, 
Like oriental ſlaves of ſtate; 
Of either fex whole armics preſs'd, 
But chiefly of the fair and beſt, 

Is it a breach of friendſhip's law, 
To ſay what female friends I ſaw 3 
Slander aſſumes the idol's part, 
And claims the tribute of the heart; 
The beſt, in ſome unguarded hour, 
Have bow'd the knee, and own'd her pow'r. 
Then let the poet not reveal | 
What candour wiſhes to conceal. 

If I beheld ſome faulty fair, 

Much worſe delinquents crowded there: 
Prelates in facred lawn I ſaw, 

Grave phy ſic, and loquacious law; 
Courtiers, like ſummer flies, abound; 
And hungry pocts ſwarm around. 

But now my partial ſtory ends, 

And makes my females fyll amcnds. 

If Albion's ifle ſuch dreams fufils, 
Tis Albion's ifle which cures theſe ills : 
Fertile of ev'ry worth and grace | 
Which warm the heart and fluſh the face. 
Fancy diſclos'd a ſmiling train 
Of Britiſh nymphs that tripp'd the plain. 
Good-nature firit, a ſylvan queen, | 
Attir'd in robes of cheerful green; 

A fair and ſmiling virgin ſhe! | 

With ev'ry charm that ſhines in thee, 
Prudence aſſum'd the chief command, 
Aud bore a mirror in her hand; 

Grey was the matron's head by age, 
Her mind by long experience ſage; 

Of ev'ry diſtant ill atraid, 

And anxious for the ſimp'ring maid. 
The Graces danc'd before the fair; 

And white-rob'd Innocence was there. 


The trees with golden fruits were crown'd, 


And riſwg flow'rs adorn'd the ground 
The ſan diſplay'd each brighter ray, 
And ſhone in all the pride of day: 
When Slander ſicken'd at the fight, 
And ſkulk' d away to ſhun the light. 


| $ 114. Viſion Il. Pleaſure. 
| HE ye fair mothers of our iſle, 

| Nor ſcorn your Poct's homely ſtyle. 
What tho? my thoughts be quaint or new, 
I'll warrant that my doctrine's true: 
Or, if my ſentiments be old, 
| Remember truth is ſterling gold. 
Lou judge it of important weight, 
To keep your riſing offspring ſtraight; 
For this ſuch anxious moments feel, 


And aſk the friendly aids of geel; 


Ferſius, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


For what is form, or what is face, 


| When Rome, like Britain, groan'd with crimes, 


ä 


— 
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For this import the diſtant cane, 


Or ſlay the monarch of the main. 
And ſhall the foul be warp'd aſide 


By paſſion, prejudice; and pride? 
 Deformitv of heart I call 

The worſt deformity of all. 
Your cares to body are confin'd ; 
Few fear obliquity of mind. 
Why not adorn the better part? 
This is a nobler theme for art. 


But the ſoul's index, or its calc ? 
Now take a fimile at hand, 
Compare the mental foil to land. 
Shall fields be till'd with annual care, 
And minds lie fallow ev'ry year ? 
Oh, ſince the crop depends on you, 
| Give them the culture which is due: 
Hoe ev'ry weed, and dreſs the foil, 
So harveſt ſhall repay your toil, 
If human minds reſemble trecs 
(As ev'ry moralift agrees) 
Prune ail the ſtragglers of your vine, 
Then ſhall the purple cluſters ſhine. 
The gard'ner knows that fruitful life 
Demands his falutary knife: 
For ev'ry wild luxuriant ſhoot 
Or rubs the bloom, or ſtarves the fruit. 
A fatiriſt “ in Roman times, 


Ailerts it for a ſacred truth, 
That plcaſures are the bane of youth 
That ſorrows fuch purſuits attend, 
Or ſuch purſuits in ſorrows end: 
That all the wild advent'rer gains, 
Are perils, penitence, and pains. 
Approve, ye fair, the Roman page, 
And bid your ſons revere the tage; 
In ſtudy ſpend their midnight oil, 
And firing their nerves by manly toil. 
Thus ſhall they grow, like Temple, wiſe; 
Thus future Lockes and Newtons riſe; 
Or hardy chiefs to wield the lance, 
And fave us from the chains of France. 
Yes, bid your ſons betimes forego 
Thole treach'rous paths where pleaſures grow; 
Where the young mind is Folly's ſlave; 
Where ev'ry virtue finds a grave, 
Let cach bright character be nam'd, 
For wiſdom or for valour fam'd. 
Are the dear youths to ſcience prone ? 
Tell how th' immortal Bacon ſhone ! 
Who, leaving meaner joys to Kings, 
Soar'd high on contemplation's wings; 
Rang'd the fair fields of nature o'er, 
Where never mortal trod before: 
Bacon! whoſe vaſt, capacious plan 
Beſpoke him angel more than man! 
Does love of martial fame inſpire ? 
Cheriſh, ye fair, the gen'rous fire; 
Teach them to ſpurn inglorious reſt, 
And rouſe the hero in their breaſt: 


Pain! 


Book I. 
Paint Creſſy's vanquiſh'd field anew, | 
Their ſouls ſhall kindle at the view; 
Reſolv d to conquer or to fall, 

When Liberty and Britain call. | 
Thus ſhall they rule the crimſon plain, 
Or hurl their thunders thro” the main; 


Gain with their blood, nor grudge the coſt, 


What their degen'rate fires have loſt . 

The laurel thus ſhall grace their brow, 

As Churchill's once, or Warren's now. 
One ſummer's evening, as I ftray'd 

Along the filent moon-light glade, 

With theſe reflections in my breaſt, 

Bencath an oak I funk to reſt ; 

A gentle lumber intervenes, 

And fancy dreſs'd inſtructive ſcenes. 
Mcthought a ſpacious road I ſpied, 

And ſtately trees adorn'd its fide; 

Frequented by a giddy crowd 

Of thoughtlets mortals, vain and loud; 

Who tripp'd with jocund heel along, 

And bade me join their ſmiling throng. 
ſtraight obey d- perſuaſion hung 

Like honey on the ſpeaker's tongue : 

A cloudlets fun improv'd the day, 

And pinks and roſes ftrew'd our way, 
New as our journey we purſue, 

A beauteous fabric roſe to view; 

A ſtately dome, and ſweetly grac'd 

With ev'ry ornament of taſte. 

This ſtructure was a female's claim, 
And Pleaſure was the monarch's name. 
The hall we enter'd uncontroul'd, 
And ſaw the queen enthron'd on gold: 

Arabian ſweets perfum'd the ground, 
And laughing Cupids flutter'd round; 
A flowing veſt adora'd the fair, | 
And flow'ry chaplets wreath'd her hair. 


Fraud taught the queen a thouſand wiles, 


A thouſand ſoft infidious ſmiles; 6+ 43 
Love taught her liſping tongue to ſpeak, 
And form'd the dimple in her check; 
The lily and the damafk role 
The tincture of her face compoſe ; 
Nor did the god of wit diſdain 
To mingle with the ſhining train. 
Her vot'ries flock from various parts, 
And chiefly youth reſign'd their hearts ; 
The old in ſparing numbers preſs'd, 
But aukward devotces at beſt ! | 

* Now let us range at large, we cried, 
* Thro' all the garden's boaſted pride.” 
Here jaſmines ſpread the ſilver flow'r, 
To deck the wall, or weave the bow'r; 
The woodbines mix in am rous play, 
And breathe their fragrant lives away. 
Here riſing myrtles form a ſhade ; 
There rotes bluſh, and ſcent the glade ; 
The orange, with a vernal face, 
Wears ev'ry rich autumnal grace; 
While the young bloſſoms here unfold, 
There ſhines the fruit like pendant gold, 
Citrons their balmy ſweets exhale, 


Aud wjumph in the diſtant gale. 


” 
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Now fountains, murm'ring to the ſong, 

Roll their tranſlucent ſtreams along; 

Thro' all the aromatic groves 

The faithful turtles coo their loves, 

The lark aſcending pours his notes, 

And linnets ſwell their rapt'rous throats. 
Pleature, imperial fair! how gay 

Thy empire, and how wide thy tway ! 

Enchanting queen, how ſoft thy reign ! 

How man, fond man! implores thy chain 

Yet thine each meretricious art, 

That weakens and corrupts the heart: 

The childith toys, and wanton page, 

W hich fink and proſtitute the tage ! 

The matquerade, that juſt offence 

To virtue, and reproach to ſenſe ! 

The midnight dance, the mantling bowl, 

And all that diſſipate the ſoul ; | 

All that to ruin man combine, 


| Yes, ſpecious harlot ! all are thine, 


Whence ſprung th' accurſed luſt of play, 
Which beggars thouſands in a day ? 
Speak, ſorc reſs, ſpeak (for thou canſ tell), 


| Who call'd the treach'rous card from hell 


Now man profanes his reas'ning pow'rs, 
Profancs ſweet friendſhip's ſacred hours; 
Abandon'd to inglorious ends, | 
And faithleſs to himſelf and friends; 

A dupe to ev'ry artful knave, 

To ev'ry abject with a ſlave : 


| But who againſt himſelf combines, 


Abcts his cacmy's deſigns. 

Wen rapine meditates a blow, 

He thares the guilt who aids the foe, 

Is man a chief who ſtcals my pelf— 
How great his theft who robs himſelf ! 
Is man, who gulls his friend, a cheat. 
How hcinous, then, is ſelf-deceit! 

Is murder juſtly deem'd a crime— 


| How black his guilt who murders time! 


Should cuſtom plead, as cuſtom will, 
Grand precedents to palliate ill; 

Shall modes and forms avail with me, 
Wen reafon diſavows the plea ? 

Who games 1s telon of his wealth, 

His time, his liberty, his health: 

Virtue fortakes his ſordid mind, 

And Honcur icorns to ſtay behind, 

From man when theſe bright cherubs part, 
Ah, what's the poor deſerted heart! 


A ſavage wild that ſhocks the fight; 


Or chavs, and impervious night! 

Each gen'rous principle deftroy'd, | 

And dzmons crowd the frightful void! 
Shall diam's clephant ſupply 

The bancful deſolating dic! 

| Againit the honeſt 1ylvan's will, 


| You taught his iv'ry tuſk to kill, 


Heaven, fond its favours to diſpenſe, 

Gave him that weapon for defence : 

That weapon, for his guard deſign'd, 
You tender d fatal to mankind. 

He plann'd no death for thoughtleſs youth ; 


4 You gave the venom to his tcoth, 


. 


| Bluſh, 
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Bluſh, tyrant, bluſh ! for, oh ! tis true, 
That no fell ſerpent bites like you. 
The gueſts were order'd to depart ; 
Reluctance ſat on ev'ry heart: 
A porter ſhew'd a aiff rent door, 
Not the fair portal known before. 
The gates, methought, were open'd wide; 
The crowds deſcended in a tide : 
But oh! ye heavens, what vaſt ſurprize 
Struck the advent'rers frighted eyes! 
A barren heath before us lay, 
And gath'ring clouds obſcur'd the day ; 
The darkneſs roſe in fmoaky ſpires; 
The lightnings flaſh'd their livid tires; 
Loud peals of thunder rent the air, | 
While vengeance chill'd our hearts with fear, 
Five ruthleſs tyrants ſway'd the plain, 
And triumph'd o'er the mangled ſlain, 
H-re fat Diſtaſte, with ſickly. mien, 
And more than half devour'd with ſpleen: _ 
There ſtood Remorſe with thought oppreſs'd, 
And vipers feeding on his breait : 
Then Want, dejected, pale, and thin, 
With bones juſt ſtarting thro” his ſkin; 
A ghaſtly fiend !—and cloſe behind, 
Diteaſe his aching lead reclin'd; 
His everlaſting thirſt confeſs'd _ 
The fircs which rag'd within his breaft : 
Death clos'd the train! the hideous form 
Smil'd, unreienting, in the form ; 
When ſtraight a doleful thriek was heard: 
] 'woke—the viſion diſappear d. 
Let not the unexperienc'd boy 
Deny that pleaſures will deſtroy; 
Or ſay that dreams are vain and wild, 
Like fairy talcs to pleaſe a child. 
Important hints the wiſe may reap 
From fallies of the ſoul in ſlœep: 
And fince there's meaning in my dream, 
The moral merits your eſteem. 


C 115. Prfron III. Healih. 


A TTEND my Vihons, thoughtlefs youths, 


Ere long you'll think them weighty trutas; 
Prudent it were to think fo now, | 
Erc age has filver'd o'er your brow : 
For he, who at his early vears 
Has ſown in vice, fſhall reap in tears, 
If Folly has potlets'd his prime, 
Diſcaſe ſhall gather ſtrengtli in time; 
Po:ſon ſhall rage in ev'ry vein; 
Nor penitence dilute the ſtain: | | 
And when cach hour ſhall urge his fate, 
Thought, like the doctor, comes 100 late. 

Ine ſubject of my ſong is Healih, 

A good ſuperior far to wealth. 
Can the young mind diſtruſt its worth? 
Conſult the monarchs of the earth: 
Imperial czars, and ſultans, own 
No gem ſo bright that decks their throne 
Lach for this pearl his crown would quit, 
And turn a xuſtic, or a cit. 


EXTRACTS, Book], 


Mark, tho' the bleſſing's loſt with caſe, 
Tis not recoyer'd when you pleaſe. 
Say not that gruels ſhall avail; 
For ſalutary gruels fail: 
Say not, Apollo's ſons ſucceed; 
Apollo's ſon is Egypt's ® reed. 
How fruitleſs the phyſician's ſkill, 
How vain the penitential pill, 
The marble monuments proclaim ; 
The humbler turf confirms the ſame ! 
Prevention is the better curc; 
So ſays the proverb, and tis fure. 
Would you extend your narrow ſpan, 
And make the moſt of life you can; 
Would you, when med'cines cannot fave, 
Detcend with cafe into the grave 
Calmly retire, like evening light, 
And cheerful bid the world good night ? 
Let 'Temp'rance conſtantly prefide ; 
Our beſt phyſician, friend, and guide ! 
Would you to wiſdom make pretence, 
Proud to be thought a man of ſenſc ? 


Let Temp'rance (always friend to fame, 


With ſteady hand direct your aim; 

Or, hke an archer in the dark, 

Your random ſhaft will miſs the mark: 

For they who ſlight her golden rules, 

In wiſdom's volume ſtand for fools. 
But morals, unadorn'd by art, 


Are ſeldom known to reach the heart: 


I'll therefore ſtrive to raiſe my theme 
With all the ſcenery of a dream. 
Soft were my flumbers, ſweet my reſt, 
Such as the infant's on the breaſt ; 
When Fancy, over on the wing, 
And feuitful as the genial ſpring, 
Preſented, in a blaze of light, 
A new creation to my light. 

A rural landſcape I deſcried, 


Dreſs'd in the robes of ſummer pride; 


The herds adorn'd the ſloping hills, 
That glitter'd with their tinkling ills ; 
Belou, the fleecy mothers ſtray' d, 
And round their ſportive lambkins play d, 
Nigh to a murm'ring brook I faw 
An humble cottage, thatch'd with firaw ; 
Behind, a garden, that ſupplied 
Al things for ufe, and none for pride: 
Beauty prevail'd thro” ev'ry part; 
But more of nature than of art. 
© Hail thou Greet, calm, unenvied ſcat“ 
Haid, and bleſs'd the fair retreat; 
Here would I paſs my remnant days, 
Unknown to cenſure or to praiſe; _ 
Forget the world, and be forgot, 
As Pope deſcribes his veſtal's lot. 
While thus I mvus'd, a beauteous maid 
Stepp'd from a thicket's neighbouring ſhade; 
Net Hampton's gallery can boaſt, 
Nor Hudion paiat, fo fair a toaſt : 
She claim'd the cottage for her own ; 
| To Health a cottage is a throne. 


* Inallukon to 2 Kings, xviii. 21, 


Book . 


The annals ſay (to prove her worth) 
The Graces ſolemniz'd her birth. 
Garlands of various flow'rs they wrought : 


The orchard's bluſhing pride they brought: 


Hence in her face the lily ſpeaks, 


And hence the roſe which paints her cheeks ; 


The cherry gave her lips to glow ; 
Her eyes were debtors to the ſloe; 
And, to complete the lovely fair, 

'Tis ſaid the cheſtnut ſtain'd her hair. 

The virgin was averſe to courts, 

But often ſeen in rural ſports : 

When in her roſy veſt the morn 

Walks o'er the dew-beſpangled lawn, 
The nymph is firſt to form the race, 
Or wind the horn, and lead the chace. 

Sudden I heard a ſhouting train; 
Glad acclamations fill'd the plain; 
Unbounded joy improv'd the ſcene, 

For Health was loud proclaim'd a queen. 

Two ſmiling cherubs grac'd her throne 
(To modern courts, I fear, unknown) : 
One was the nymph that loves the light, 
Fair Innocence, array'd in white; 
With ſiſter Peace in cloſe embrace, 

And heaven all opening in her face. 

The reign was long, the empire great, 
And Virtue miniſter of ſtate. | 
In other F ingdoms, ev'ry hour, 

You hear of Vice preferr d to power: 
Vice was a perfect ſtranger here; 

| Noknaves engroſs'd the royal ear; 

No fools obtain'd this monarch's grace 
Virtue diſpos'd of ev/ry place. 

Whyzt ſickly appetites are ours, 

Sill varying with the varying hours! 
And tho from good to bad we range, 
No matter, ſays the fool, tis change.” 

Her ſubjects now expreſs'd apace 
Diſlatisfaction in their face; 
dome view the ſtate with Envy's eye; 
Some were difpleas'd, they knew not why ; 
When Faction, ever bold and vain, 

Vith rigour tax'd their monarch's reign. 
Thus, ſhould an angel from above, 
Fraught with benevolence and love, 
Deſcend to earth, and here impart 
Important truths to mend the heart, 
Would not th' inftruEtive gueſt diſpenſe 
With patfion, appetite, and ſenſe, 

We ſhould his heavenly lore deſpiſe, 

And tend him to his former ſkies. 

A dung ' rous hoſtile pow'r aroſe 


To Health, whoſe houſchold were her foes : 


A harlot's looſe ati re ſhe wore, 

And Luxury the name ſhe bore. 

This princeſs of unbounded ſway 

Whom Afia's ſofter ſons obeys 
Made war againſt the queen of Health, 
Atlſted by the troops of Wealth. 

The queen was firſt to take the field, 
Arm'd with her helmet and her ſhield ; 
Jemper'd with ſuch ſuperior art, 

Aar both were proof to cy'ry dart. 
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Long ſhall they cloudleſs ſkies behold, 


MAX is deceiv'd by outward ſhow— 


And bade diſeaſes blaſt the race; 


For where her ſtricter law prevails, 
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Two warlike chicfs approach'd the green, 
And wondrous fav'rites with the queen; 


Both were of Amazonian race; 
Both high in merit and in place. 


Here Reſolution march'd, whole ſoul 
No fear could ſhake, no pow'r controul ; 


The heroine wore a Roman veſt ; 
A lion's heart inform'd her breaſt. 


| There Prudence ſhone, whoſe boſom wrought 


With all the various plans of Thought; 
Twas hers to bid the troops engage, 
And teach the battle where to rage. 
And now the Syren's armies preſs 
Their van was headed by Exceſs; 
The mighty wings that form'd the fide, 
Commanded by that giant, Pride 
While Sickneſs, and her ſiſters, Pain 
And Poverty, the centre gain : 
Repentance, with a brow ſevere, 


And Death, were ſtation'd in the rear. 


Health rang'd her troops with matchleſs art, 
And acted the defenſive part: 


Her army, poſted on a hill, 
Plainly beſpoke ſuperior ſkill. 


Hence were diſcover'd, thro' the plain, 

The motions of the hoſtile train: 

While Prudence, to prevent ſurpriſe, 

Oft ſallied with her truſty ſpies; 

Explor'd cach ambuſcade below, 

And reconnoitred well the foe, 

Afar when Luxury deſeried 

Inferior force by art ſupplied, 

The Syren ſpake— Let Fraud prevail, 

* Since all my num'rous hoſts muſt fail; 

Henceforth hoſtilities ſhall ceaſe ; 

« I'll ſend to Health and offer peace.” | 
Straight the diſpatch'd, with pow'rs complete, 


Pleaſure, her miniſter, to treat. | 


This wicked ſtrumpet topp'd her part, 

And ſow'd ſedition in the heart! 

Thro' ev'ry troop the poiſon ran; 

All were infected to a man: 

The wary generals were won 

By Pleaſurc's wiles, and both undone, 
Jove held the troops in high diſgrace, 

Look'd on the queen with melting eyes, 

And ſnatch'd his darling to the ſkies : 


Who ſtill regards thoſe wiſer few, 
That dare her dictates to purfue. * 


Tho' paſſion prompts, or vice affails, 
And their calm fun-ſet beam with gold. 


8 116. Viſion IV. Content. 


'Tis a plain homeſpun truth, I know z 
The fraud prevails at ev'ry age, 
So ſays the ſchool-boy, and the ſage: 
Vet till we hug the dear deceit, 
And ſtill cxclaim againſt the cheat. 
But whence this inconſiſtent part? 


* 


Say, moraliſts, who know the heart: 
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22 ELEGANT 
vol this labyrinth purſue, 
f i, o before, and find the clue. 


| Jrcam'd (twas on a birth-day night) 
anmptuous palace rofe-to fight : 
hie builder had, thro' ev'ry part, 
-vicrv'd the chaſteſt rules of art; 
in hael and Titian had difplay' d 
it rhe full force of light and thade. 
Around the hveried ſervants wait; 
\n aged porter kept the gate. 
As I was traverſing the hall, 
ere Bruſſels looms adorn'd the wall 
(WW loſe tap'ſtry ſhews, without my aid, 
\ nun is no ſuch uſeleſs maid), 
X yracetul perion came in view 
is form, it ſeems, is known to few); 
Mis dreſs was unadorn'd with Jace, 
at charms ! a thouſand in his face. 
Ihis, Sir, your property?“ I cried; 
« Mafter and manſion coineide: 
here all, indeed, is truly great, 
* And proves chat bliſs may dwell with ſtate. 
Pray, Sir, indulge a ſtranger's clam, 
© Ani grant the favour of your name. 
© On nent!” the lovely form repltcd; 
© But think not here that I reſide : 
lere lives a courtier, Baſe and fly; 
An open, honeſt ruſtic, l. 
Our taſte and manners diſagree ; 
Iis levee boaſts no charms for me: 
« For titles, and the ſmiles of kings, 
Jo me are cheap, unhecded things. 
: Ge is virtue can alone impart 
4 he patent of a ducal heart: 
* Unlcts this herald ſpeaks him great, 
« What ſhall avail the glare of tate?) 
© hole ſecret charms are my delight, 
Which thine remote from public ſigit 
Pauttons ſubdued, deſires at reſt: 
c And hence his chaplain ſhares my breaſt. 
There was a time (his grace can tell) 
. knew the duke exceeding well; 
© Knew ev ry ſecret of his heart ; 
g In truth, we never were apart: 
ot when the court became his IT 
He 2 'd his back upon his friend. 
One day 1 call'd upon his grace, 
6 Ju as t 7 duke had got a place : 
| thought (bur. thought amis, tis clear) 
! {hovuld be welcome to the Peer; 
« Yes, welcome to a man in power 
© And ſo I was- for h alf an h. wt; ; 
> :t he grew weary of his gueſt, 
And toon diſcarded me his breaſt ; 
braided me with want of merit, 
it moſt for poverty of ſpirit. 
You relith not the great man's lot! 
+ Von, haſten to my humbler cot. 
Titik me not partial to the great, 
vorn foe to pride and ſtate; 
"40 1m: n ren ſharcs my kiad embrace; 
e fearce a Monarch knows my face; 
fr ner dw ell 
cells; 
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EXTRACTS, 


| So little company, you 125 


5 


And atk my heart if all be right : 


j Why not a corrcſpondent part? 


c 
Or the rude turf ſuſtain the head; 
6 


For foreign viſits then begin 


Pray, Sir, how ſtand you with the gory q 


CY — 
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And hence we fear no ſecret foe; 


Book! 


Therc's no complaint, tho" brown the bread, 


Tho' hard the couch, and coarſe the meat, 
„Still the brown loaf and ſleep are ſweet, 
Far from the city I reſide, 
* And a thatch'd cottage all my pride, 
True to my heart, J ſeldom roam, 
Becauſe J find my joys at home: 


Lad 


* 


* 


We hen the man feels a void within. 
But tho' from towns and crowds I fly, 

© No humoriſt, nor cynic, I. 

© Anudfſt ſequeſter'd thades I prize 

* The friendſhips of the good and wiſe. 

© Bi Virtue and her ſons attend, 

© Virtue will tell thee, I'm her ad: 

* Tell thee I'm faithful, conſtant, kind, 

And meck, and low ly, and refign'd ; 

Vill jay, there's no diſtinction known 

Butwixt her houſchold and my own.!“ 


AUTHOR. 
If theſe the friendthips you purſue, 
Your friends, I fear, are very few. 


LS 


LY 


Yet fond of home from d ay to day ! 
How do you ſhun Detraction's rod? 
| doubt your neighbours think you od. 


CONTENT. 
J commune with myſelf at night, 


It Right replics my faithful breaſt, 
[ ſmile, and cloſe my eyes to reſt, 


AUTHOR, 
You ſeem regardleſs of the rown : 


CONTENT. 

The clergy fay they love me well; 
Whether they do, they beſt can tell: 
They paint me modeſt, friendly, witc, 
And always praiſe me to the {kics ; 
But if conviction's at the heart, 


for ſhall the learned tongue prevail, 

{ft actions preach a diff rent tale? 
Woll feek my door, and grace my wah, 
When neither dean nor prelate call. 

With thoſe my friendſhips moſt cbt 3 
ho prize their duty more than gaiu ; 
Soft flow the hours whene'er we meet, 
And conſcious virtue is our treat; 

ur harmicis breaſts no envy know, 


Our walks Ambition ne'er attends, 
And hence we aſk no pow'rful friends; 
Ve with the beſt to church and ſtate, 

but leave the ſteerage to the great; 
Carelets who riſes or who falls, 
And never dream of vacant ftalis : 
Much leſs, by pride or int reſt drawn, 
Sivh for the mitre and the lawn. 
Obierve the ſecrets of my art, 
Il fundamental rruths impart ; 


Book I. 


If you'll my kind advice purſue, 
l quit my hut and dwell with you. 
The paſſions are a num rous crowd, 
Imperious, poſitive, and loud; 
Corb theſe licentious ſons of ſtrife; 
Hence chiefly riſe the ſtorms of life: 
If they grow mutinous, and rave, | 
They are thy maſters, thou their ſlave, 
Regard the world with cautious eye, 
Nor raiſe your expectation high. 
& that the balanc'd ſcales be ſuch, 
You neither fear nor hope too much : 
For difappointment's not the thing; 
Tis pride and paſſion point the ſting. 
Life is a ſea, where ſtorms muſt riſe; 
Tis Folly talks of cloudlets ſkies : 
He who contracts his ſwelling fail, 
Eludes the fury of the gale. | 
Be ſtill, nor anxious thoughts employ ; 
Diftruſt embitters preſent joy: 
On God for all events depend; 
You cannot want when God's your friend. 
Weigh well your part, and do your belt, 
Leave to your Maker all the reſt. 
The Hand, which form'd thee in the womb, 
Guides from the cradle to the tomb. 
Can the fond mother flight her boy ? 
Can the forget her prattling joy? 
dy, then, hall Sov'reign Love deſert 
The humble and the honeſt heart + 5 
Heaven may not grant thee all thy mind; 
Yet ſay not thou that Heaven's unkind. 
God is alike both good and wiſe 
In what he grants and what denies: 
Perhaps, what Goodneſs gives to-day, 
To-morrow Goodneſs takes away. | 
You ſay, that troubles intervene ; 
That forrows darken half the ſcene. 
Truc—and this conſequence you ſee, 
The world was nc'er deſign'd for thee: . 
Youre like a paſſenger below, 
That ſtays perhaps a night or ſo; 
But ſtill his native country lies 
Mond the bound'ries of the ſkies. 
Of Heaven aſk virtue, wiſdom, health; 
But never let thy pray 'r be wealth. 
If food be thine (tho little gold), 
and raiment to repel the coid ; 
duch as may Nature's wants ſuffice, 
Not what from pride and follwriſe; 
If foft the motions of thy ſoul, 
And a calm conſcience crown the whole; 
dad but a friend to all this tore, 
ap can t in reaſon with for more: | 
and if kind Heaven this comfort brings, 
Is more than Heaven beſtows on kings. 
* |pake—the airy ſpectre flies, 
aud ſtraight the ſweet illuſion dies. 
Une Viſion, at the carly dawn, 
onſign d me to the thoughtful morn; 
0 all the cares of waking clay, f 
Aud inconſiſtent dreams of day. 


# See the Hermit, page 73. 
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$ 117. YVifion V. Happineſt, 
YE ductile youths, whoſe rifing ſun 
Hath many circles ſtil] to run; 


| Who wiſely with the pilot's chart, 


To ſteer thro' life th' unſteady heart 
And, all rhe thoughtful voyage paſt, _ 
To gain a happy port at latt : | 
Attend a Scer's inſtructive ſong ; 

For moral truths to dreams belong, 

I faw this wondrous Viſion ſoon, 
Long ere my tun had reach'd its noon 
Juſt when the riſing beard began 
To grace my chin, and call me man. 

One night, when balmy flumbers ſhed 
Their peaceful poppics o'er my head, 


| My fancy led me to explore 
A thouſand ſcencs unknown before. 


I faw a plain extended wide, 
And crowds pour'd in from ev'ry fide ; 


All ſcem'd to ſtart a diff rent game, 


Yet all declar'd their views the ſame: 
the chace was Happineſs, I found; 
Bur all, alas ! enchanted ground. 
Indeed, I jud d it wondrous ſtrange, 
To ſee the giddy numbers range 
Thro' roads which promis'd nought, at beſt, 
But forrow to the human breaſt, 
Methought, if blits was all their view, 
Why did they diff reat paths purſuac 2 
The waking world has los avrecd, 
That Bagthot's not the road to Tweed: 
And he who Berwick ſecks thro' Staines, 
Shall have his labour for his pains, 
As Parncll ſays“, my boſom wrought 
With travail of uncertain thought ; 
And, as an angel help'd the dean, 
My angel choſe to intervene. | 
The dreſs of cach was much the ſame; 
And Virtue was my ſeraph's name. 
When thus the angel filence broke; 


Her voice was muſic as ſhe fpoke : 


© Attend, O man! nor leave my ſide, 


* And 1afery thall thy footſteps guide ; 


« Such truths I i! teach, ſuch ſecrets ſhow, 

As none but favour'd mortals know. 
She faid—and ſtraight we march'd along 

To join Ambition's active throng : 6 

Crowds urg'd on crowds with eager pace, 

And happy he who led the race. | 

Axes and daggers lay unſeen 

In ambuſcaile along the green: 

While vapours ſhed delufive light, 


And bubblcs mock'd the diſtant fight. 


We ſaw a ſhining mountain riſe, 
Whoſe .tow'ring ſummit reach'd the ſkies ; 
The flopes vere ſteep, and form'd of glats , 
Painful and hazardous to paſs : 
Courtiers and ſtateſmen led the Way; 
The faithleſs paths their fteps betray z ” 
This moment ſeen aloft to ſoar, 
The next to fall, and riſe ng more. 
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"Twas here Ambition kept her court, 
A phantom of gigantic port : 
The fav'rite that ſuſtain d her throne 
Was Falſchood, by her vizard known; 
Next ſtood Miſtruſt, with frequent ſigh; 
Diſorder'd look, and ſquinting eye ; 
While meagre Envy ckim d a place; 
And Jealouſy, with jaundic'd face. 
But where is Happineſs ?” I cricd. 
My guardian turn'd, and thus replied : 
5 Mortal, by Folly ſtill beguil'd, 
© Thou haſt not yet outſtripp'd the child; 
Thou who haſt twenty winters ſeen 
(1 hardly think thee paſt fifteen) 
To aſk if Happineſs can dwell 
With ev'ry dirty imp of hell ! 
Go to the ſchool-boy ; he ſhall preach 
What twenty winters cannot teach ; 
He'll tell thee, from his weekly theme; 
That thy purſuit is all a dream ; 
That bliſs ambitious views difowns, 
And, ſelf-dependant, laughs at thrones ; 
Prefers the thades, and lowly feats, 
Whither fair Innocence retreats; 
So the cov lily of the vale 
Shuns eminence, and loves the dale.“ 
I bluſh'd ; and now we cro{s'd the plain, 
To find the moncy- getting train; 
Thoſe filent, ſnug, commercial bands, 
With buſy looks, and dirty hands. 
Amidſt theſe thoughtful crowds, the old 
Plac'd all their happineſs in gold; 
And ſurely, if there's blifs below, 
Theſe hoary heads the ſceret know. 
We journcy'd with the plodding erew,; 
When ſcon a temple role to view z 
A Gothic pile! with moſs o'ergrown ; 
Strong were the walls, and built with ſtone; 
Withour, a thouſand maſtifts wait; 
A thoutind bolts ſecure the gat?, 
We fonwhr admiſſion long in vain ; 
For here all favours ſell for gain. 
The greedy porter yields to gold 
His fee receiv'd, the gates untold, 
Aflembled nat'6ns here we found, 
And view'd the cringing herds arbund, 
Who daily ſacriſic'd to Wealth 
Their konour, conſcience, peace, and health. 
I faw no charms that could engage; 
Tune god appear'd like ſordid age, 
With hooked noſe, and famiſh'd jaws, 
Rut ſerpent's eyes, and harpy's claws ; 
Behind ficod Fear, that reſtleſo ſprite, 
Winch haunts the watches of the night ; 
And viper Care, that ftings fo deep, 
W hoſe deadly venom murders fleep, 
We hatten now eto Pleaſure's bow Ts, 
Where the gay tribes ſat crown'd with flow'rs: 
Here Beauty cv'ry charm difpiay d, 
And Love inflam'd the yielding maid; 
Delicious vine our taſte empioys z 
His crimſon bowl exalts our Joys. 
T felt its gen'rous pow'r, and thought 
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At length the ſlighted angel heard; 


Bookf, 
Determin'd here to fix my home, 
] blefs'd the change, nor with'd to roam: 
The ſcraph difapprov'd my ſtay ; 
Spread her fair plumes, and wing'd away; 
Alas! whenc'er we talk of bliſs, 
How prone is man to judge amiſs ! 
Sec, a long train of ills conſpires 
To ſ{rourge our uncontroul'd defires ; 
Like fummer ſwarms diſeaſes crowd, 
Each bears a crutch, or cach a ſhroud : 
Fever, that thirſty fury, came, 
With inextinguiſhable flame; 
Conſumption, ſworn ally of Death! 
Crept rg on with panting breath; _ 
Gout roar'd, and ſhew d his throbbing fect; 
And Dropſy took the drunkard's ſcat ; 
Stone brought his tort'ring racks; and near 
Sat Palſv, thaking m his chair. 
A mangled youth, bencath a ſhade, 
A melancholy ſcene diſplay'd: 
His noſeleſs 45 and loathſome ſtains, 
Proclaim'd the poiſon in his veins; 
He rais'd his eyes, he ſmote his breaſt, 
He wept aloud, and thus addreſs'd: 

© Forbear the harlot's falſe embrace, 
* Tho” lewdneſs wear an angel's face: 
© Be wiſe, by my experience taught; 
1 die, alas! for want of thought!“ 

As he who travels Lybia's plains, 
Where the fierce hon lawleſs reigns, 
Is feiz'd with fear and wild diſmay, 
When the grim foe obſtructs his way 
My foul was pierc'd with equal fright, 
My tott'ring limbs oppos'd my flight: 
I call'd on Virtue, but in vain ; 
Her abfence quicken'd ev'ry pain. 


i 


| 


The dear refulgent form appear'd. 
preſumptuous youth !” ſhe ſaid, and from? 
Myr heart-ftrings flutter'd at the found) ; 
Who turns to me reluctant cars, 
Shall ſhed repeated floods of tears. 
'T heſe rivers ſhall for ever laſt; _ 
There's no retracting what is paſt: 
Nor think avenging ills to ſhun ; 
Play a falſe card, and you're undones 
Of Pleaſure's gilded baits beware, 
Nor tempt the Syren's fatal ſnare : 
Forego this curs'd, deteſted place; 
Abhor the ſtruſipet, and her racc. 
Had you thoſe ſofter paths purſucd, 
Perdition, ſtripling, had enſued : | 
Yes, tly—you ſtand upon its brink ; 
To-morrow is tco late to think, 
© Indeed, unwelcome truths I tell, 
But mark my ſacred leſſon well: 
With me whoever lives at ſtrife, 
Loſes his better friend for life; _ 
With me who lives in friendſhip's ties, 
Finds all that's ſought for by the wile, 
Folly exclaims, and well ſhe may, 
Becauſe J take her maſk away; 
If once ] bring her to the fun, 
The painted harlot is undone. , 
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The pearl was found that long I fought, | 
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gut prize, MY child, oh prize my rules, 
And leave age, ren to her fools, 
Ambition deals in tinſel toys; 
Her traffic gewgaws, fleeting joys! 
An errant juggler in diſguiſe, 
« Who holds falſe optics to your eyes. 
„But, ah! how quick the ſhadows pals ! 
tTho' the bright viſions thro' her glaſs 
Charm at a , one ; yet, when ncar, 
The baſeleſs fabrics diſappear. 
Nor riches boaſt intrinſic worth 
Their charms, at beſt, ſuperior carth: 
Theſe oft the heaven-born mind enſlave, 
(And make an honeſt man a knave,' 
« Wealth cures my wants!“ the miſer cries ; 
( Be not deceiv'd—the miter Ives ; 
(One want he has, with all his ſtore, 
That worſt of wants the want of more.” 


Take Pleafure, Wealth, and Pomp away, 


« And wherg is Happineſs??? you fay. 
(Tis here—and may be yours—-fur, know, 
Tm all that's happineſs below. 
+ To Vice I leave tumultuous joys ; 
Mine is the ſtill and ſofter voice, 
That whiſpers peace when ſtorms invade, 
And muſic through the midnight ſhade, 
Come, then, be mine in ev'ry part, 
Nor give me leſs than all your heart; 
When troubles diſcomppſe your breaſt, 
Tl enter there, a cheerful gueſt: | 
My converſe ſhall your cares beguile, . 
The little world within ſhall ſmile 
And then it ſcarce imports a jot, 
Whether the great world frowns or not. 
And when the clofing ſcenes prevail, 
{When wealth, ſtate, pleaſure, all ſhall fail; 
All that a fooliſh world admires, 0 
Or Paflion craves, or Pride inſpires: 
At that important hour of W | 
{Virtue ſhall prove a friend indced ! 
My hands thall ſmooth thy dying bed, 
My arms ſuſtain thy drooping head : 
And when the painful ſtruggle's o'er, 
And that vain thing, the world, no more; 
Il bear my fav'rite ſon away 
To rapture and eternal day.” 


9 118, Vifen VI. Friend|hip. 


Sweet regent of the ſocial hour! 
Sublime thy joys, nor underſtood 
But by the virtuous and the good! 
Cabal and Riot take thy name, | 
But "tis a falſe, affected claim; 
In heaven if love and friendſhip dwell, 
Can they aſſociate e'er with hell! 
Thou art the ſame thro? change of times, 
bro” fiozen zones, and burning chimes ; 
rom the equator to the pole, 
The ſame kind angel thro' the whole: 


FRIENDSHIP thou ſoft propitious pow'r! 
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And, ſince thy choice is always free, 
I bleſs thee for thy ſmiles on me. 

When ſorrows ſwell the tempeſt high, 

Thou, a kind port, art always nigh; 

For aching hearts a ſov'reign cure, 

Net ſoft nepenthe “ half fo ſure ! 

And, when returning comforts rile, 
Thou the bright ſun that gilds our ſkies, 

While theſe ideas warm'd my breaſt, 
My weary eyclids ſtole to reſt; 

When fancy re-aſſum'd the theme, 
And furniſh'd this inſtructive dream: 

I faiPd upon a ſtormy fea 
(Thouſands embark'd alike with me); 
My {kitt was fmall, and weak beſide, 
Not built, methought, to ſtem the tide, 
The winds along the ſurges fweep, 

The wrecks lie ſcatter'd thro' the deep 
Aloud the foaming billows roar ; 
Unfriendly rocks torbid the ſhore, 

While all our various courſe purſue, 
A ſpacious ile ſalutes our view: 

Two queens, with tempers dift'ring wide, 
This new-diſcover'd world divide 

A river parts their proper claim, 

And truth its celebrated name. 

One fide a beauteous tract of ground 
Preſents, with living verdure crown'd : 
The ſcaſons temp'rate, ſoft, and mild, 
And a kind ſun that always ſmil'd: 

Few ſtorms moleſt the natives here; 
Cold is the only ill they fear. 
This happy clime, and grateful ſoil, 
With plenty crowns the labourer's toll. 

Here Friendſhip's happy kingdom grew; 
Her realms were ſmall, her ſubjects few: 
A thouſand charms the palace grace 
A rock of adamant its baſe, _ 

Tho' thunders roll, and lightnings fly, 
This ſtructure braves th? inclement ſæy: 
E'en time, which other piles devours, 
And mocks the pride of human pow'rs, 
Partial to Frieudſhip's pile alone, 
Cements the joints, and binds the ſtone 3 
Ripens the beaunies of the place, 

And calls to life each latent grace, 

Around the throne in order ſtand 

Four Amazons, a truſty band ! 

Friends ever faithful to adviic, 

Or to defend when dangers riſe, 

Here Fortitude, in coat of mail; 

| There Juſtice lifts her golden ſcale; 

Two hardy chiefs, who perſevere, 

With form erect, and brow tcverc; 

Who tmile at perils, pains, and death, 
And triumph with their lateſt breath, _ 

Tcmp'rance, that comcly matron, 's ncar, 
Guardian of all the virtues here; | 
Adorn'd with ev'ry blooming grace, 


| Without one wrink le in her face. 


8 Nepenthe is an herb which, being infuſed in wine, diſpels grief, It is unknown to the moderns; but 
me believe it a Kind of opium, and others take it tor a ſpecies of bugloſs. Pliu, Wi. 21, f. & xxv. 2. | 
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But Prudence moſt attracts the ſight, 
And ſhines pre-eminently bright. 
To view her various thoughts that riſe, 
She holds a mirror to her eyes ; 
The mirror, faithful to its charge, 
Reflects the virgin's ſoul in large. 
A Virtue with a ſofter air 
Was handmaid to the regal fair. 
This nymph, indulgent, conſtant, kind, 
Derives from Heaven her ſpotleſs mind; 
When actions wear a dubious face, 
Puts the beſt mcaning on the caſe ; 
She ſpreads her arms, and bares her breaſt, 
Takes in the naked and diſtreſs'd; 
Prefers the hungry orphan's cries, 
And from her queen obtains ſupplies, 
The maid, who acts this lovely part, 
Graſp'd in her hand a bleeding heart. 
Fair Charity, be thou my gueſt, 
And be thy conftant couch my breaſt ! 
But virtues of inferior name 
Crowd round the throne with equal claim ; 
In loyalty by none ſurpaſo d, 


They hold allegiance to the laſt. 


Not ancient records er can ſhow 
That one deſerted to the foe. 

The river's other {ide Cifplay'd 
Alternate plots of flow'rs and thade, 
Where poppies ſhone with various hue, 
Where yielding willows plenteous grew; 
And humble plants “, by trav'llers thought 
With ſlow but certain poiſon fraught. 
Beyond theſe ſcenes the eye deſcried 
A pow'rful realm extended wide 
Whoſe bound'ries from north- caſt begun, 
And ſtretch'd to meet the ſouth-weſt ſun. 
Here Flatt'ry boaſts deſpotic ſway, 


And baſks in all the warmth of day. 


Long pradctis'd in Deception's ſchool, 
The tyrant Knew the arts to rule; 
Elated with th' imperial robe, 

She plans the conqueſt of the globe; 
And, aided by her ſervile trains, 

Leads kings, and ſons of kings, in chains. 
Her darling miniſter is Pride 

(Who ne'er was known to change his ſide) 
A friend to all her int'reſts juſt, 

And active to diſcharge his truſt ; 
Oareſs'd alike by high and low, 

The idol of the belle and beau: 

In ev'ry ſhape he thews his (kill, 

And forms her ſubjects to his will ; 
F.nters their houſes and their hearts, 
And gains his point before he parts. 

Sure never miniſter was known 

So zealous for his ſov'reign's throne ! 

Three ſiſters, ſimilar in mien, 

Were maids of honour to the queen : 
Who tarther favours ſhar'd beſide, 
As daughters of her ſtateſman, Pride. 


* : ; p y | . | be 4 | * is 
*The humble plant bends down before the touch, as the ſenſitive plant ſhrinks from the touch; 2nd 
Faid by ſome to be the Row coifon of the Indians. | | | | 


| Fancy preſided at the helm, 


And roll'd her formidable flood: 


{ But Flatt'ry threw a poiton'd dart, 


Fantaſtic, frolicſome, and wild, 


| With longing eyes, where Friendſhip reigns; 


Book! 


1 The firſt, Conceit, with tow'ring creſt, 


Who look'd with ſcorn upon the reſt ; 
Fond of herſelf, nor leſs, I deem, 
Than ducheſs in her own eſteem. 

Next Affectation, fair and young, 
With half-form'd accents on bo tongue; 
Whoſe antic ſhapes, and various face, 
Diſtorted ev'ry native grace. 

Then Vanity, a wanton maid, 
Flaunting in bruſſels and brocade; 


With all the trinkets of a child. 

The people, loyal to the queen, 
Wore their attachment in their mien: 
With cheerful heart they homage paid, 
And happieſt he who moſt obey'd; 
While they who ſought their own applauſe, 
Promoted moſt their {ov 'reign's cauſe, 
The minds of all were fraught with guile 
Their manners diſſolute and vile; 
And ev'ry tribe, like Pagans, run 
To kneel before the riſing ſun. 

But now ſome clam'rous ſounds ariſe, 
And all the pleaſing viſion flies. 

Once more I clos'd my cyes to ſleep, 
And gain'd th' imaginary deep; 


And ftcer'd me back to Friendſhip's realm. 
But, oh! with horror J relate | 
The revolutions of her ſtate ; 
The Trojan chief could hardly more 
is Aſiatic tow'rs deplore. 

For Flatt'ry view'd thoſe fairer plains 


With envy heard her neighbour's fame, 
And often figh'd to gain the ſame. 
At length, by pride and intreſt fir'd, 
To Friendſhip's kingdom ſhe afpir'd. 
And, now commencing open foc, 
She plans in thought ſome mighty blow z 
Draws out her forces on the green, 
And marches to invade the queen. 
The river Truth the hoſts withſtood, 


Her current ſtrong, and deep, and clear 

No fords were found, no ferries near. 

But as the troops approach'd the waves, 

Their fears ſuggeſt a thouſand graves ; 

| They all retir'd with haſte extreme, 

And ſhudder'd at the dang'rous ſtream. 
 Hypocrify the gulph explores ; 

She forms a bridge, and joins the ſhores, 

Thus often art or fraud oy 

When military proweſs fails: 

The troops an cafy paſſage tind, 

And vict'ry follows cloſe behind. 
Friendſhip with ardour charg'd her foes, 

And now the tight promiſcuous grows; 


And pierc'd the empreſs to the heart. 


The 


Book I. 
The virtues all around were {cen 
To fall in heaps about the queen. 
The tyrant ſtripp'd the mangled fair; 
ohe wore her ſpoils, aſſum'd her air; 
And mounting next the ſufferer's throne, 
Claim d the queen's titles as her own. 
« Ah, injur'd maid !*' aloud I cried ; 
«Ah, injur d maid !* the rocks replied. 
But judge my griefs, and ſhare them too, 
For the ſad tale pertains to vou; 
Judge, reader, how ſevere the wound, 
When Friendſhip's foes were mine, I found; 
When the fad ſcene of pride and guile 
Was Britain's poor degen'rate iſle! 
The Amazons, who propp'd the ſtate, 
Haply ſurviv'd the gen ral fate. 
ſultice to Powis Houte is fled, 
And Yorke ſuſtams her radiant head, 
The virtue, Fortitude, appears 
In open day at Ligonier's; 
[lluftrious heroine of the iky, 
Who leads to vanquiſh or to die! 
Twas ſhe our vet rans breaſts inſpir'd, 
When Belgia's faithleſs ſons retir d: 
For Tournay's treach'rous towers can tell 
Britannia's children greatly fell. 
No partial virtye of the plain ! 
She rous'd tlie lions of the main: 
Hence Vernon's little fleet ſucceeds *, 
And hence the gen'rous Cornwall bleeds h. 
Hence Grenville glorious for the ſmil'd 
On the young hero from a child. 
Tho' in high life ſuch virtues dwell, 
They'll ſuit plebeian breaſts as well, 
Sav, that the mighty and the great 
Blaze, like meridian ſuns of ſtate; 
Efulgent excclleaax diſplay, 
Like Hallifax, m*Hoods of day; 
Our leſſer orbs may pour their light, 
Like the mild creſcent of the nigut. | 
Tho' pale our beams, and ſmall our ſphere, 
Still we may ſhine ſerene and clear. 
Give to the judge the ſcarlet gown ; 
To martial fouls the civic crown : 
What then? Is merit theirs alone ? 
Have we no worth to call our own ? 
Shall we not vindicate our part 
In the firm breaſt and upright heart? 
Reader, theſe virtues may be thine, 
Tho' in ſuperior life they ſhine. | 
can't diſcharge great Hardwicke's truſt; 
True — but my ſoul may Kill be juſt : 
And tho' I can't the ſtate defend, 99 85 
III draw the ſword to ſerve my tricnd. uy 
Two golden vi are beg, 


Of equal import 0 N d; FA 


"rudence, to point out Wikdom's way, 

Or to reclaim us when we tray ; | 
Temp'rance, to guard the youthful heart, 
When Vice and Folly throw the dart: 


At Porto Bello. 


| 


\'P Died in a later engagement with the French fleet, 
+ Againit the combined fleets of Francs aud Spain, 


i Tis an important point, to know 
| There's no perfection here below, 
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Each virtue, let the world agree, G 
Daily refides with you and me. 

And, when our ſouls. in friendſhip join, 
We'll deem the ſocial bond divine 
Thro' ev'ry ſcene maintain our truſt, 
Nor e'er be timid or unjuſt. 

That breaſt, where Honour builds his throne, 


That breaſt, which Virtue calls her own, 


Nor Int'reft warps, nor Fear appals, „ 
When Danger frowns, or Lucre calls. 
No ! the true friend collected ſtands, 
Fearleſs his heart, and pure his hands: 
Let Int'reft plead, let ſtorms ariſe, 


| He darcs be honeſt, tho' he dies! 


§ 119. Viſion VII. 
bs 3 * Miſs * 5, 
F REST, this Viſion is thy due; 

[| form'd th' inſtructive plan for you. , 
Slight not the rules of thoughtful age; 
Your welfare actuates ev'ry page 
But ponder well my ſacred theme, 

And tremble while you read my dream. 
Thoſe awful words, * till death do part, 

May well alarm rhe youthful heart: 

No after-thought when once a wife, 

The dic is caſt, and caſt for life 

Yet thouſands venture ev'ry duy, 

As ſome baſe paſſion leads the way. 

Pert Sylvia talks of wedlock ſcenes, 

Tho' hardly enter d on her teens; 


smiles on her whining ſpark, and hears 


The ſugar'd ſpeech with raptur'd ears 

Impatient o fa parent's rule, 

She leaves her tire, and weds a fool. 

Want enters at the guardleſs door, 

And Love is fled, to come no more. 
Some few thicre are of ſordid mould, 

| Who barter youth and bloom for gold, 

Carclets with what or whom they mate; 

Their ruling patilion's all for ſtate. 

Bur Hymen, gen'rous, juſt, and kind, 

; Abhors the mercenary mind: 

Such rebels groan beneath his rod ; 

For Hymen's a vindittve god: 

« Be jovleſs ev'ry night, he laid ; 

* And barren be their nuptial bed!“ 
Attend, my fair, to wildom's voice; 

A better fate ſhall crown thy choice. 

A married life, to ſpeak the beſt, 

Is all a lottery confeſo'd; 

Net, Af my fair one will be wiſe, * 
Nr my gn, a. 

Tho” not a prize to match thy worth; 

Perhaps thy cqual's not on earth!“ 


* an odd compound, after all; 
| Ad ever has been ſince the fall. 
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Bay, that he loves you from his ſoul, 
Still man is proud, nor brooks controul-; 
And, tho' a ſlave in love's ſoft ſchool, 

In wedlock claims his right to rule. 
The beſt, in ſhort, has faults about him; 
If few thoſe faults, you muſt not flout him. 
With ſome, indeed, vou can't diſpenſe, 
As want of temper and of ſenſe : 

For when the ſun deſerts the ſkies, 

And the dull winter evenings riſe, 
Then for a huſband's ſocial power 

To form the calm, converfive hour; 


The treaſures of thy breaſt explore, 
From that rich mine to draw the ore; 


Fondly each gen rous thought refine, 
And give thy native gold to ſhine; 
Shew thee, as really thou art, 

Tho' fair, vet fairer ſtill at heart. 

Say, when life's purple bloſſoms fade, 
As ſoon they muſt, thou charming maid! 
When in thy cheek the roſes die, 

And ſickneſs clouds that brilliant eye; 
Say, when or age or pains invade, 
And thoſe dear limbs ſhall call for aid; 
If thou art fetter'd to a fool, 

Shall not his tranſient pafſion cool ? 
And, when thy health and beauty end, 


Shall thy weak mate perſiſt a friend? 


But to a man of ſenſe, my dear, 

E'en then thou lovely ſhalt appear; 

He'll ſhare the griefs that wound thy heart, 
And, weeping, claim the larger part: 

Tho' age impairs that beauteous face, 


IIe ll prize the pearl beyond its caſe, 


In wedlock when the ſexes meet, 
Friendſhip is only then complear. 
< Bleſs'd ftate ! where ſouls each other draw; 
* Where love is liberty and law !' 
The choiceſt bleſſing ſound: below, 
That man can with, or Heaven beſtow ! 
Truſt me, theſe raptures are divine, 
For lovely Chloe once was mine ! 
Nor faith the varniſh of my ſtyle; 
Tho' poer, I'm eſtrang'd to guile. 
Ah, me! mv faithful lips impart 
The genuine language e of my heart! 
When bards extol their patrons high, 
Perhaps ' tis gold extorts the Ive; 


Perhaps the poor reward of bread— 
But who burns incenſe to the dead? 


He, whom a fond aftection draws, 
Careleſs of cenſure or applauſe; 
Whoſe fou! is upright and fincere, 


AVIth nought to with anck nought to fear. , 


Now to my vit 10nary ſcheme 

Attend, and profit by my dream. 
Amidſt the fumbers of the night, 

A ſtately tempic roſe to fight : 

And ancient as the nüman race, 

If Noturc's purpoſes vou trace: 

This fane, by all the wiſe rever'd, 

To wediock's pow'rful god was rear d. 

fla ard by ] fas a grace ful ſage, 

lis locks w cre frofted vcr by age; 
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His garb was plain, his mind ſerene, 


= 
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And wiſdom dignified his mien. 

With curious ſearch his name ] ſought, 

And found 'twas Hymen's fav'rite, I hought, 
Apace the giddy crowds advance, 

And a lewd fatyr led the dance. 

I griev'd to fee whole thouſands run, 
For, oh! what thouſands were undone ! 
The ſage, when theſe mad troops he ſpied, 
In pity flew to join their fide ; 

The diiconcerted pairs began 

To rai] againſt him to a man; 

Vow'd they were ſtrangers to his name, 
Nor knew from whence the dotard came. 

But mark the ſeque!- for this truth 
Highly concerns impetuous youth. 

Long ere the honey- moon could wane, 
Perdition ſeiz d on ev'ry twain ; 

At ev'ry houſe, and all day long, 
Repentance plicd her ſcorpion thong : 
Diſguſt was there with frowning mien, 
And ev'ry wayward child of ſplcen. 

Hymen approach' d his awful fane, 
Attended hy a num'rous train. 

Love, with each ſoft and nameleſs grace, 
Was firſt in favour and in place : 

Then came the god, with ſolemn gait, 
Whoſe ev'ry word was big with fate; 
His hand a flaming taper bore, 

That facred ſymbol, fam' d ot yore. 
Virtue, adorn'd with ev'ry charm, 


] Snftain'd the god's incumbent arm 'Y 


Beauty improv'd the glowing ſcene. 
With all the roſes of eighteen : : 
Youth led the gaily ſmiling fair; 
His purple pinions wav'd in air; 
Wealth, a cloſe bunks, walk'd hobbling nighy 
With vulnire: claw and eagle, 
Who threeſcore years had ſeen, or more 
(Tis faid his coat had ſeen a ſcore); | 
Proud was the wretch, tho' clad in rags, 
Preſuming much upon his bags. 
A female next her arts diſplay'd ; 
Poets alone can paint the matd : 


| Tr aſt me, Hogarth (tho' great thy fame), 


'T would pote thy Mill to draw the ſame ; I 
And yet thy mimic pow T is more 
Than ever painter S Was + before. 
Now the was fair az cygust's down, 
Now as Mat Prior's Emma brown; 
And, changing as the changing flow r, 
Her dreſs ihe varied cv'ry hour. 
'T was Fancy, child--you know the fair, 
Wg, pins! your gown, and ſets your hair. 
Lo“ the god mounts his throne of ſtate, 
And fits the arbiter of fate : a 
His head, with radiant glories dreſs'd, 
Gently reclin'd on Virtue' s breaſt. 
© ove took his ſtation on the right; 
| His quiver beam 'd with golden light : : 
Beauty ufurp d the Goond Place: 
Ambitious of diſtipguith'd grace; 
She claim'd this ceremomal joy, 
Becauſe related to the boy 


dad 
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did it was hers to point his dart, But hexwwho triumphs o'er his brother 


. 


Ard ſpeed its paſſage to the heart; In turn is laugh'd at by another, 
While on the god's inferior hand Such cruel ſcores we often find 
Fancy and Wealth obtain'd their ſtand. Repaid the criminal in kind: 


And now the hallow'd rites proceed, 


For Poverty, that famiſh'd fiend ! 
And now a thouſand heart-ſtrings bleed, 


Ambitious of a wealthy friend, 


| faw a blooming, trembling bride, ; Advanc'd into the miler's place, 
A toothleſo lover join'd her tide ; And ſtar d the ſtripling in the face; 
Arerſe the turn d her weeping face, Whote lips grew pale, and cold as clay: 
And ſhudder'd at the cold embrace. I thought the chit would ſwoon away. 
But various baits their force impart; The god was ſtudious to _— 3: 
Thus titles lic at Celia's heart. His cares to aid the vanquiſh'd boy; 
A paſlion much too foul to name, And therefore iſſued his decree, 
Colts ſupercilious prudes their fame : That the rwo parties ſtraight agree : 
Prudes wed to publicans and ſinners; When doth obey'd the god's commands, 
The hungry poet weds for dinners. And Love and Riches join'd their hands. | 
The god with frown indignant view'd What wondrous change in each was wrought, 
The rabble covetous or led; FIT Es | Believe me, fair, ſurpaſſes thought. 25 
By er y yice his altar ſtain d, If Love had many charms before, 
By er'ry fool his rites prophan'd: He now had charms ten thouſand more: 
When Love complain'd of Wealth aloud, If Wealth had ſerpents in his breaſt, 
Afirming Wealth debauch'd the crowd ; | They now were dead, or lull'd to reſt. 
Drew up in form his heavy charge, © © © Beauty, that vain, affected thing, 
Defring to be heard at large. Who join'd the hymencal ring, | 
The god conſents, the throng divide, Approach'd, with round unthinking face; 


The young eſpous'd the plaintiff's fide 3 And thus the trifler ſtates her caſe : 

The old declar'd for the defendant, She ſaid that Love's complaints, 'twas known; 

For age is money s ſworn attendant. Exactly tallied with her own ; | 
Love ſaid, that wedlock was deſign'd Pl That Wealth had learn'd the felon's arts, 

By gracious Heaven to match the mind; And robb d her of a thouſand hearts; 

Te pair the tender and the juſt, «7 Deſiring judgment againſt Wealth, 

And his the delegated truſt : - 3 For falichood, perjury, and ſtealth: 

That Wealth had play'd a knaviſh part, Al! which the could on oath depoſe; | 

And taught the tongue to wrong the heart, | And hop'd the court would flit his noſe.” * | 

But what avails the faithleſs voice? | But Hymen, when he heard her name, TOO | 

The injur'd heart diſdains the choice.  { Call'd her an interloping dame; | | 
Wealth ſtraight replied, that Love was blind, Look d through the crowd with angry ſlate, | 


— 


And talk'd at random of the mind : | And blam'd the porter at the gatc 

That killing eyes, and bleeding hearts, For giving entrance to the fair, 

And all th'artiltery of darts, | When ſhe was no eſſential there. 

hy long ago exploded fancies, To fink this haughty tyrant's pride, 
nd laugh'd at even in romances, He order'd Fancy to preſide 9 

Poets indeed ſtyle love a treat, Hence, when debates on beauty riſe, 

Perhaps for want of better meat : And cach bright fair diſputes the prize, 

8 love might be delicious fare, | To Fancy's court we ſtraight apply, = 
ould we, like poets, live on air. | And wait the ſentence of her eye; q 

But grant that angels feaſt on love In Beauty's realms ſhe holds the ſeals, lo 

( Thoſe purer eflences above), And her awards preclude appeals. g 

err ſons, he underſtood, 5 ; | Pim VIII. Life. | 

reterr'd a more ſubſtantial food. | Y 120. ſſion He. 

Thus __ with gibes he dreſs'd his cauſe, LE Ow young my . ow ; | : 
is grey admirers hemm'd applauſe. MW ho ſlight good counſels are undone = 

With leeming conqueſt pert proud, | Your poet ſung of love's delights, | : 3 

8 his fides, and chuckled loud; 5 nas 2 8 joyous nigt, ; | | 

en Fortune, to reſtrain his pride o the gay fancy lovely themes: [ 

nd fond to favour Love beſide, 895 And fain I'd hope they're more tiian dreams. s 

Mp ning the miſer's tape- tied veſt, But, if you pleaſe, before we part, a \ 

er 2 _—_ which ſtung his breaſt : | 5. gs language Ka — 
cuth ſtood abaſh'd at his diſgrace e'll talk of Life, tho” muc ear 
nd a deep crimſon fluſh'd 7g "ri Th' ungrateful tale will wound your ear. x 

Love RY ſimper'd at the ſight ; You raiſe your ſanguine thoughts too high, ; 

>> gay adherents laugh'd outright. And hardly know the reaſon why: - : 
ne god, tho' grave his temper, ſmil'd ; | But ſay, Life's tree bears golden fruit, | 

x Hymen dearly priz d the child. | Some canker ſhall corrode the root; mY 
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Some unexpected ſtorm, ſhall riſe, 
Or ſcorching ſuns, or chilling ſkies ; 
And (if experienc'd truths avail) 
All your autumnal hopes ſhall fail. 

© But, poct, whence ſuch wide extremes ? 
Well may you ſtyle your labours dreams. 
A ſon of ſorrow thou, I ween, 
© Whole Viſions are the brats of Spleen. 
© Is bliſs a vague, unmcaning name? 

« Speak then the paſſions uſe or aim: 

© Why rage defires without controul, 
And rouſe fuch whirlwinds in the ſoul ? 
Why Hope eretts her tow'ring creſt, 

* And laughs and riots in the breaſt ? 
Think not my weaker brain turns round; 
Think not I tread on fairy ground; 
Think not your pulſe alone beats true 
Mine makes as healthful muſic too. 
Our joys, when Life's ſoft ſpring we trace, 
Put forth their carly buds apace. 

« See the bloom loads the render ſhoot ; 
The bloom conceals the future fruit. 
Mes, manhood's warm mcridian fun 
Shall ripen what in ſpring begun. 

Thus infant roſes, cre they blow, 

© In germinating cluſters grow ; 

© And only wait the fummer's ray, 

To burſt, and bloſſam to the day.“ 

What ſaid the gay unthinking boy ? 
Methought Hilario talk d of joy! _ 
Tell, if thou canſt, whence joys arile, 

Or what thoſe mighty joys you prize. 
You'll find (and truſt ſuperior years) 

The vale of lifc a vale of tcars. 

Could wiſdom teach where joys abound, 
Or riches purchaſe them when found, 
Would ſcepter'd Solomon complain 

That all was flecting, falſc, and vain ? 

Vet ſceptcr'd Solomon could fay, 
Returning clouds obſcur'd his day. 

Thoſe maxims, which the preacher drew, 
The royal ſage expericnc'd true. 

He knew the various ills that wair 

Our infant and meridian ftate 

That tovs our carlieſt thoughts engage, 
And difrent toys maturer age; 
That grief at ev'ry ſtage appears, 
But ditf'rent griefs at diff rent years; 
That vanity is ſeen, in part, 
Inſcrib'd on ev'ry human heart; 

In the child's breaſt the ſpark began, 
_ Grows with his growth, and glares in man. 
But when ty life we journey late, 
If follies die, dv griefs abate ? 

Ah ! what is life at fourſcore years? tears 
One dark, rough road, of ſighs, groans, pains, and 

Perhaps you'll think I act the ſame 
As a ſly ſharper plays his game: 

You triumph ev'ry deal that's paſt, 
He's ſure to triumph at the Jaſt ! 
Who ofren wins fome thouſands more 
Than twice the ſums you won before. 
But I'm a loſer with the reſt ; 

For life is all a deal at heſt, 
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Where not the prize of wealth or fame 
Repays the trouble of the game— 

(A truth no winner e'cr denicd, 

An hour before that winner died). 
Not that with me theſe prizes ſhine; 
For neither fame nor wealth are mine, 
My cards, a weak plebeian band, 
With ſcarce an honour in my hand! 
And, fince my trumps are very few, 
What have I more to boaſt than you ? 


| Nor am I gainer by your fall; 


That harlot, Fortunc, bubbles all! 
'Tis truth (receive it ill or well), 
Tis melancholy truth I tell. 
Why ſhould the preacher take vour pence, 
And {mother truth to flatter ſenſe ? 

I'm ſure phyſictans have no merit, 
Vho kill thro' lenity of ſpirit. 

That life's a game, divines confel; ; 
This ſays at cards, and that at chefs : 
Bur, if our views be centcr'd here, 
is all a loſing game, I fear. 

Sailors, you know, when wars obtain, 
And hoſtile veſſels crowd the main, 

If thev ditcover from afar 


A bark as diſtant as a ſtar, 


Hold the perſpective to their eyes, 

To learn its colours, ſtrength, and ze; 
And, when this ſecret once they know, 
Make ready ta receive the foc. | 
Let yo't and ] from failors learn 
Important truths of like concern. 

I clos'd the day, as cuſtom led, 
With reading, till the time of bed; 
Where Fancy, at the midnight hour, 
Again difplay'd her magic pow 'r— 
(For know that Fancy, like a ſprite, 


Prefers the filent ſcenes of night). 


She lodg'& me in a ncighb'ring wood, 
No matter where the thicket ſtood ; 
The Genius of the place was nigh, 
And held two pictures to my cyc. 
The curious painter had portray'd 
Life in each juſt and genuine ſhade. 
They, who have only known its dawn, 
May think theſe lines too deeply drawn z 
But riper years, I fcar, will new 
The wiſer artiſts paint too truc. 

One piece preſents a rucful wild, 


Where not a ſummer's ſun had (mil'd 2 


The road with thorns is cover'd wide, 
And grief fits weeping by the ſide; 
Her tears with conſtant tenor flow, 
And form a maurnful lake betow; 
Whoſe ſilent waters, dark and decp, 
Thro all the gloomy valley creep. 
Patlions that flatter, or that ſlay, 
Are beaſts that fawn, or birds that prey. 
Here Vice aſſumes the ſerpent's ſhape ; 
There Folly perſonates the ape: 


Here Av' rice gripes with harpy's claws 


There Malice grins with tiger's jaws : 
While ſons of Miſchief, Art and Guile 
Are alligators of the Nile, - 
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Een Pleaſure acts a treach'rous part; 
She charms the ſenſe, but ſtings the heart: 
And when fhe gulls us of our wealth, 

Or that ſuperior pearl, our health, 
Reſtores us nought but pains and woe, 
And drowns us in the lake below. 

There a commiſſion'd angel ſtands, 

With deſolation in his hands! 

He ſends the all-devouring flame, 

And cities hardly boaſt a name: 

or wings the peſtilential blaſt, 

And, lo! ten thouſands breathe their laſt. 
He ſpeaks —obedient tempeſts roar, 

And guilty nations are no more: 

He fpcaks—the fury Diſcord raves, 

And ſweeps whole armies to their graves : 
Or Famine lifts her mildew'd hand, 

And Hunger howls thro” all the land. 

Oh! what a wretch is man! I cricd ; 
© Expos'd to death on ev'ry fide ! 

And ſurc as born to be undone 

© By evils which he cannot thun ! 
heſides a thouſand baits to fin, 

A thouſand traitors lodg'd within ! 
For foon as Vice aflaults the heart, 
+ The rebels take the dæmon's part.” 

[ gh, my aching boſom bleeds ; 

When ſtraight the milder plan ſuccecds, 
The lake of tcars, the dreary fthore, | 
The fame as in the piece before: 

But gleams of light are here diſplav'd 

To cheer the eye, and gild the ſhade; 
Affliction ſpeaks a ſofter ſty le, 5 
And Diſappointment wears a ſmile: 

A group of virtucs bloſſom near; 

Their roots improve by ev'ry tear. 

Here Patience, gentle maid | is nigh, 
To calm the ſtorm, and wipe the eye: 
Hope acts the kind phyſician's part, 

And warms the folitary heart : 

Religion nobler comfort brings, 

Diſarms our griefs, or blunts their ſtings ; 
Points out the balance on the whole, 

And Heaven rewards the ſtruggling ſoul. 
But while theſe raptures J purſue, 

The Genius ſuddenly withdrew. _ 


F 121. Viſion the laſt. Death. 


"P15 thought my viſions are too grave“; 


A proof I'm no deſigning Kknave. 
Perhaps, if int'reſt held the ſcales, 
had devis'd quite diff rent tales; 

Had join'd the laughing, low buffoon, 

And feribbled fatire and lampoon ; 

Or ſtirr'd each fource of ſoft defire, 

And fann'd the coals of wanton fire: 

Then had my paltry Viſions fold ; 

Yes, all my dreams had turn'd to gold ; 

Had prov'd the darlings of the town, 

And I—a poet of renown ! 
Let not my awful theme ſurpriſe; 

et Ng unmanly fears ariſe. 


r See the Montlily Review of New Books, for February, 1751. 
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I wear no melancholy hue ; 
No wreaths of cyprets, or of yew. 

The ſhroud, the coffin, pall, or hearſe, 
Shall ne'er deform my ſofter verſe. 

Let me conſign the fun'ral plume, 

The herald's paint, the culptur'd tomb, 
And all the folemn farce of graves, 
To undertakers and their flaves. 

You know that moral writers ſay, 
The world's a ſtage, and life a play 
That in this drama to ſucceed, 

Requires much thought and toil indeed? 
There Kill remains one labour more, 
Perhaps a greater than before. 

Indulge the ſearch, and you ſhall find 
The harder taſk is ſtill behind? 

That harder taſk, to quit the ſtage 


In carly youth, or riper age; 


| To leave the company and place 


With firmneſs, dignity, and grace. 
Come, then, the cloſing ſcenes ſurvey 

'Tis the laſt act which crowns the play. 

Do well this grand deciſive part, 

And gain the plaudit of your heart. 

Few greatly live in Wiſdom's eyc— 

But, oh ! how few who greatly die! 

Who, when their days approach an end, 

Can meet the fo as friend meets friend. 
Inſtructive herocs tell us whence 

Your noble ſcorn of fleſh and ſenſe! 

You part from all we prize ſo dear, 

Nor drop one ſoft, reluctant tear: 

Part from thoſe tender joys of life, 

The friend, the parent, child, and wife. 

Death's black and ſtormy gulph you brave, 


_— 


And ride exulting on the wavez \ | 
i Decm thrones but trifles all! no more 
| Nor fend one wiſhful look to ſhore. 
Vor foreign ports, and lands unknown, 
Thus the firm ſailor leaves his own ; 
Obedient to the riſing gale, 
Unmoors his bark, and ſpreads his fail; 
Deſies the ocean and the wind, 
Nor mourns the joys he left behind. 

Is Death a pow'rful monarch ? True : 
Perhaps you dread the tyrant too! 
| Fcar, like a fog, precludes the light, 
Or ſwells the object to the ſight. 
Attend my viſionary page, 
And ['ll diſarm the tyrant's rage. 
Come, let this ghaſtly form appear; 
He's not ſo terrible when near. 
Diftance deludes th' unwary eye; 
So clouds ſcem monſters in the ſky: 
Hold frequent converſe with him now, 
He'll daily wear a milder brow. 


Why 1s my theme with terror fraught * 
| Becauſe you ſhun the frequent thought. 


Say, when the captive pard is nigh, _ 

W hence thy pale cheek and frighted eye? 
Say, why diſmay'd thy manly breaft, | 
When the grim lion thakes his creſt ? 


_ Becouſe 
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Becauſe theſe ſavage ſights are new ; 
No keeper ſhudders at the view : 
Keepers, accuſtom'd to the ſcene, 
Approach the dens with look ſerene ! 
Fearleſs their griſly charge explore, 
And fmile to hcar the tyrants roar. 
* Ayc—but to die !, to bid adicu ! 
An everlaſting farewel too 
© Farewel to ev ry joy around ! 
* Oh, the heart fickens at the ſound !' 
Stay, ſtriphing—thou art poorly taught : 
Joy, didſt thou fay ? difcard the thought, 
Joys are a rich celeſtial fruit, 
And ſcorn a ſublunary root: 
What wears the face of joy below, 
Is often found but ſplendid woe. 
Joys here, like unſubſtantial fame, 
Are nothings with a pompous name; 
Or elle, like comets in the ſphere, 
Shine with deſtruction in their rear. 
Paſſions, like clouds, obſcure the ſight, 
Hence mortals ſeldom judge aright. _ 
The world's a harſh unfruitful oil, 
Yet ſtill we hope, and ſtill we toil ; 
Deceive ourſelves with wondrous art, 
And diſappointment wrings the heart. 
Thus when a miſt collects around, 
And hovers o'cr a barren ground, 
The poor deluded trav'ller ſpies 
Imagin'd trees and ſtructures riſe ; 
But, when the ſhrouded ſun is clcar, 
The deſart and the recks appear. 


« Ah—but when youthful blood runs high, 


Sure 'tis a dreadful thing to die 

t To die! and what exalts the gloom, 

© I'm told that man ſurvives the tomb! 

O! can the learned prelate find 

What future ſcenes await the mind? 

© Where wings the ſoul, diſlodg'd from clay; 

Some courteous angel point the way! 

That unknown ſomewhere in the ſkies, 

© Say, where that unknown ſomewhere lies; 

© And kindly prove, when life is o'er, 

© That pains and ſorrows are no more: 

For, doubtleſs, dying is a curſe, 

If preſent ills be chang'd for worſe." 

_ Hufh, my young friend, forego the theme, 

And liſten to your poet's dream. | 
Ere while I took an cv'ning walk, 

Honorio join'd in ſocial talk. 

Along the lawns the zephyrs ſweep 

Each ruder wind was lull'd aſleep. 

The {ky, all bcantcous to behold, - 

Was ſtreak'd with azure, green, and 

But, tho' ſerencly ſoft and fair, 

Fever hung brooding in the air; 

Then ſettled on Honorio's breaſt, 

Which ſhudder'd at the fatal gueſt, 

No drugs the kindly with full ; 

Diſeaſe eludes the doetor's {kill : 

The poiſon, ſpread thro” all the frame, 

Ferments, and kindles into flame, - 

From fide to fide Honorio turns, 

And now with thirſt inſatiate burns: 


gold; 
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A ſtate no prince aſſum 
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His eyes reſign their wonted grace, 
Thoſe friendly lamps expire apace ! 
The brain's an uſeleſs orgen grown ; 
And reaſon tumbled from his throne, 
But, while the purple ſurges glow, 
The currents 3 as they flow: 
The blood in ev'ry diſtant part 
Stagnates, and ditappoints the heart ; 
Defrauded of its crimion ſtore, 
The vital engine plays no more. 
Honorio dead, the fyn'ral bell 
Call'd ev'ry friend to bid farewel. 
] join'd the melancholy bier, 
And dropp'd the unavailing tear. 
The clock ſtruck twelve—when nature ſoughy 
Repole from all the pangs of thought; 
And, while my limbs were funk to reſt, 
A Viſion footh'd my troubled breaſt. 
I dream'd the ſpectre, Death, appear d! 
] dream'd his hollow voice I heard! | 
Methought th' imperial tyrant wore 
> before ; 
All nature tetch'd a gen'ral groan, 
And lay expiring round his throne, 
ga 'd—when ftraight aroſe to fight 
The moſt deteſted fiend of night. 
He ſhuffled with unequal pace, | 
And conſcious ſhame deform'd his face. 
With jealous leer he ſquinted round, 
Or tix'd his eyes upon the ground. 
From hell this frightful monſter came; 
Sin was his fire, and Guilt his name. 
This fury, with offictous care, 
Waited around the ſov'reign's chair; 
In robes of terror dreis'd the king, 
And arm'd him with a bancful ting; 
Gave fierceneſs to the tyrant's eye, 
And hung the {word upon his thigh, 
Diſpaſes next, a hideous crowd! 
Proclaim'd their maſter's empire loud; 


Andi all, obedient to his will, 
- 


Flew in commiſſion'd troops to kill. 
A riſing whirlwind ſhakes the poles, 
And lightning glares, and thunder rolls, 


[The monarch and his train prepare 


To range the foul tempeſtuous air. 
Straight to his ſhoulders he eg plies 
Two pinions of enormous f1ze ! 
Mcthought I ſaw the ghaſtly form 
Stretch his black wings, and mount the ſtorm; 
When Fancy's airy horſe J ſtrode, 
And join'd the army on the road. 
As the grim conqu'ror urg'd his way, 
He ſcatter'd terror and diſmay. 
Thouſands a penſive afpect wore, 
Thouſands who ſnecr'd at death before. 
Life's records rife on ev ry tide, 
And Conſcience ſpreads thoſe volumes wide; 
Which faithful regiſters were brought 
By pale-eyed Fear and buty Thought. 
Thoſe faults which artful men conceal, 
Stand here engrav'd with pen of ſteel, 
zy Conſcience, that impartial ſcribe ! 


Whoſe honeſt palm ditdains a bribe: : 
| | bs ET Thor 
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Their actions all like critics view, 

And all like faithful critics too. 

As Guilt had ſtain'd life's various ſtage, 
What tears of blood bedew'd the page ! 
All ſhudder'd at the black account, 

And ſcarce believ d the vaſt amount 

All vow'd a ſudden change of heart, 
Would death relent, and ſheath his dart. 
But, when the awful foe withdrew, 

All to their follies fled anew. 

So when a wolf, who ſcours at large, 
Springs on the ſhepherd's fleecy charge, 
The flock in wild diſorder fly, 

And caſt-behind a frequent eye; 
But, when the victim's borne away, 
They ruſh to paſture and to play. 

Indulge my dream, and let my pen 
Paint thoſe unnieaning creatures, men. 

Carus, with pain and ficknefs worn, 
Chides the flow night, and ſighs for morn. 
Soon as he views the caſtern ray, 

He mourns the quick return of day ; 
Hourly laments protracted breath, 
And courts the healing hand of death. 

Verres, oppreſs'd with guilt and ſhame, 


Shipwreck'd in fortune, health, and fame, 


Pines for his dark ſepulchral bed, 
To mingle with th' unheeded dead. 

With fourſcore years grey Natho bends, 

A burden to himſelf and friends! 
And with impatience ſeems to wait 
The friendly hand of ling'ring Fate. 
So hirclings wiſh their labour done, 
And often eye the weſtern ſun. 

The monarch hears their various grief; 
Deſcends, and brings the wiſh'd relief. 
On Death with wild ſurpriſe they ſtar'd ; 
All feem?d averſe ! all unprepar'd ! | 

As torrents {weep with rapid force, 
The grave's pale chief purſued his courſe, 
No human pow'r can or withſtand, 

Or thun, the conqueſts of his hand. 

Oh! could the prince of upright mind, 
And as a guardian angel kind, | 
With ev'ry heart-felt worth beſide, 
Turn the keen ſhaft of Death aſide, 
When would the brave Auguſtus join 
The aſhes of his ſacred line ? | 
But death maintains no partial war; 
He mocks a ſultan or a czar : 

He lays his iron hand on all— | 
Yes, Kings, and ſons of kings, muſt fall! 
A truth Britannia lately felt, 

And trembled to her centre FI 

Could ableſt ſtateſmen ward the blow, 
Would Grenville own this common foe ? 
For greater talents ne'er were known 
10 grace the fav'rite of a throne. 

Could genius ſave—wit, learning, fire— 


Tell me, would Cheſterfield expire? 


* Referring to the death of his late Royal Highneſs Frederic Prince of Wales. 
t Late Biſhop of Durham, 
Know thyſelf;” a celebrated ſaying of Chllo, one of the Seven Wiſe Men of Greece, 


+ Archbiſhop of Canterbury. 
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|< Then why abroad a fiequent gueſt? 


Jo ſtudy nations, modes, and times; 
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Say, would his glorious ſun decline, 

And ſet like your pale ſtar or mine? 
Could ev'ry virtue of the ſky—, 

Would Herring +, Butler 2, Secker ||, die? 
Why this addreſs to peerage all ? 

Untitled Allen's virtues call ! 

If Allen's worth demands a place, 

Lords, with your leave, tis no diſgrace. 


| Though high your ranks in heralds rolls, 


Know, Virtue too ennobles fouls. 

By her that private man's renown'd 

W ho pours a thouſand bleſſings round. 
While Allen takes Affliction's part, 
And draws out all his gen'rous heart, 
Anxious to ſeize the fleeting day, 

Left unimprov'd it ſteal away; 


Mhile thus he walks, with jealous ſtrife, 
Through goodneſs, as he walks through life; 


Shall not I mark his radiant path *— 
Riſe, Muſe, and ſing the Man of Bath! 
Publiſh abroad, could goodneſs ſave, 
Allen would diſappoint the grave 
Tranſlated to the heavenly thore, 
Like Enoch, when his walk was o'er. 
Nor Beauty's pow'rful pleas reſtrain : 
Her pleas are trifling, weak, and vain; 
For women pierce with ſhrieks the air, 
Smite their bare breaſts, and rend their hair; 
All have a doleful tale to tell, 
How friends, ſons, daughters, huſbands fell! 
Alas! is life our fav'rite theme Ks 
Tis all a vain or painful dream 
A dream which fools or cowards prize, 
But lighted by the brave or wiſe. 
Who lives, for others ills muſt groan, 


Or bleed for forrows of his own 3 _ 


Muſt journey ou with wecping eye, 
Then pant, fink, agonize, and die. 
And ſhall a man arraign the ſkies, 

© Becauſe man lives, and mourns, and dies?“ 
Impatient reptile !' Reaſon cried ; 1 
Arraign thy paſſion and thy pride: "i 
© Retire, and commune with thy heart; | | 
© Aſk whence thou cam'ſt, and what thou art“ ! 
© Explore thy body and thy mind, 
© Thy {ation too, why here aflign'd. 


| « The ſearch ſhall reach thee life to prize, = 


© And make thce grateful, good, and wiie. 
* Why do you roam to foreign climes, 


—— 
— 


© A ſcience often dearly bought, 

And often hat avails you nought ? 
Go, man, and act a wilcr part, 
Study the ſcience of your heart: 
This home philoſophy, you Know, 
Was priz'd ſome thouſand years ago 8. 


—— 


: * 
Wo 1 
F A win Agr Peer aan toe. 4 


Why ſuch a ſtran ger to your breaſt ? 


Why turn ſo many volumes o'er, 
© Til! Dodſley can ſupply no more? 


|| Bithop of Oxford. 
« Not 


'— 2 —— — LED 
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s Not all the volumes on thy ſhelf 
Are worth that ſingle volume, Self. 
For who this ſacred book declines, 
Howe'er in other arts he ſhines, 
Tho' ſmit with Pindar's noble rage, 
© Or vers'd in Tully's manly page; 
* 'Tho' deeply read in Plato's ſchool, 
* With all his knowledge, is a fool. 


Proclaim the truth—Say, what is man? 


His body from the duſt began 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


And when a few ſhort years are o'er, 


The crumbling fabric is no more. 


£ But whence the ſoul > — From heaven it came! 


O prize this intellectual flame 
This nobler ſelf with rapture ſcan ; 


is mind alone which makes the man. 


« 'Truſt me, there's not a joy on carth, 
But from the ſoul derives its birth. 


« Aſk the young rake (he'll anſwer right), 


Who treats by day, and drinks by night, 
What makes his entertainments ſhine ? 


What gives the reliſh to his wine? 


He'll tell thee (if he ſcorns the beaſt) 


That ſocial pleaſures form the feaſt. 
The charms of beauty too ſhall cloy, 
« Unleſs the ſoul exalts the joy. | 
The mind muſt animate the face, 

© Or cold and taſteleſs ev'ry grace. 


What! muſt the ſoul her pow'rs diſpenſe, 


To raiſe and ſwell the joys of ſenſe ? 


Know, too, the joys of ſenſe controul 


And clog the motions of the ſoul; 
© Forbid her pinions to aſpire, 
Damp and impair her native fire; 


And ſure as ſenſe, that tyrant ! reigns, 
© She holds the empreſs Soul in chains; 


Inglorious bondage to the mind, 


» Heaven-born, tublime, and unconfin'd! 


© She's independent, fuir, and great, 
And juſtly claims a large eſtate; 
* She atks no borrow'd aids to thine; 
She boaſts within a golden mine; 

© But, like the treaſures of Peru, 


Her wealth lies deep, and far from view. 


© Say, ſhall the man who knows her w 
© Debaſe her dignity and birth? 

Or cer repine at Heaven's decree, 

* Wha kindly gave her leave to be? 
Call'd her from nothing into day, 

* And built her renement of clay. 

« Hear and accept me for your guide 


orth, 


(Reaſon ſhall ne'cr deſert your fide) : 


«* Who liſtens ro my wiſer voice, 


Can't but applaud his Maker's choice; 
© Pleas'd with that firſt and ſov'reign cauſe, 
.* Plcas'd with uncrring Wiidom's laws: 
Secure, fince ſov'reign goodneſs reigns z 


Secure, ſince ſov'reign pow'r obtains. 


© With curious eyes review thy frame; 


This ſcience ſhall direct thy claim. 
© Doſt thou indulge a double view, 
A long, long life, and happy too? 
Perhaps a farther boon you crave — 
Lo tlc dow: caly in the grave. 
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Know, then, my dictates muſt prevail, 

Or ſurely each fond wiſh ſhall fail. 
Come, then, is happineſs thy aim? 

Let mental joys be all thy game. 

© Repeat the ſearch, and mend your pace, 

The capture ſhall reward the chace. 


[Let ev ry minute, as it ſprings, 


* Convey treſh knowledge on its wings; 
Let ev'ry minute, as it flies, 


Record thee good as well as wiſe. | 


© While ſuch purſuits your thoughts engage, 
In a few years you'll live an age. 

© Who meaſures life by rolling years? 
Fools meaſure by revolving ſpheres, 

Go thou, and fetch th' unerring rule 
From Virtue's and from Wiſdom's ſchool, 
Who well improves life's ſhorteſt day | 
© Will ſcarce regret its ſetting ray ; 

© Contented with his ſhare of light, 

Nor fear nor wiſh th' approach of night: 
And when diſcaſe aſſaults the heart, 
When ſickneſs triumphs over art, 


Reflection on a life well paſt, 


Shall prove a cordial to the laſt: 
This med' cine ſhall the foul ſuſtain, 


[And ſoften or ſuſpend her pain; 
| © Shall break Death's fell tyrannic pow':, 


© And calm the troubled dying hour.” 
Blels'd rules of cool prudential age 
I liſten'd, and rever'd the ſage. 
When, lo! a form divinely bright 
Deſcends, and burſts upon my fight; 


| A ſeraph of illuſtrious birth 


(Religion was her name on earth); 
Supremely {wect her radiant face, 
And blooming with celeſtial grace ! 


+ Three ſhining cherubs form'd her train, 
Wav'd their light wings, and reach'd the plain; 
Faith, with ſublime and piercing eye, 


Aud pinions flutt'ring for the ſły; 


Here Hope, that ſmiling angel, ſtands, 


And golden anchors grace her hands; 
There Charity, in robes of white, 
Faireſt and fav'rite maid of light! 

The ſeraph ſpake—* "Tis reaſon's part 
To govern and to guard the heart; 
© To lull the wayward foul to reſt, 
© When hopes and fears diſtraét the breaſt : 


1 Reaſon may claim this doubtful ſtrife, 
And ſteer thy bark thro various life. 


But when the ſtorms of Death are nigli, 
And midnight darkneſs veils the iky, 
Shall reaſon then direct thy fail, | 
+ Diſperſe the clouds, or fink the gale? 
Stranger, this ſkill alone is mine, 

© $kill that tranſcends his tcanty line. 

© That hoary fage has counſell'd right 


© Be wiſe, nor ſcorn his friendly light. 


Revere thyſelf—thou'rt near allied 

© To angels on thy better ſide. 

© How various e'er their ranks or kinds, 
Angel, are but unbodied minds: | 
When the partition walls decay, 


Men emerge angels from thæir clay; 


6 Ves, 


Rook J. 


( Yes, when the frailer body dies, 

«The ſoul aſſerts her Kindred ſkics ; 

gut minds, tho' ſprung from heavenly race, 
«Muſt firſt be tutor'd for the place 

(The joys above are underſtood 

And reliſh'd only by the good). 

Who ſhall aſſume this guardian care? 

Who ſhall ſecure their birthright there? 
gauls are my charge to me tis given 

o train them for their native heaven. 

« Know, then Who bew the early knee, 
And give the willing heart, to me; 
«Who wiſely, when Tempration waits, 

« Elude her frauds, and ſpurn her baits; 
Who dare to own my injur'd caulſc, 
Tho fools deride my ſacred laws; 

« Or ſcorn to deviate to the wrong, 

« Tho' Perſecution lifts her thong; 

« Tho' all the ſons of hell conſpire 

«To raiſe the ſtake, and light the fire — 
«Know, that for ſuch ſuperior ſouls 

© There lies a bliſs beyond the poles 
«Where ſpirits ſhine with purer ray, 
And brighten to meridian day; 


« Where Love, where boundleſs Friendſhip rules 


* (No friends that change, no love that cools |) 
* Where riſing floods of knowledge roll, | 
And pour, and pour upon the foul !' 
© But where's the paſſage to the ſkies ? '— 
© The road thro' Death's black valley lies. 
* Nay, do not thudder at my tale; 
Tho' dark the ſhades, yer ſafe the vale. 
This path the beſt of men have trod, 
And who'd decline the road to God? 
Oh! 'tis a glorious boon to die! 
This favour can't be priz'd too high.” 
White thus ſhe fpake, my looks expreſs'd 
The raptures kindling in my breaſt: 
My foul a fix'd attention gave; 
hen the fern monarch of the grave 
With haughty ſtrides approach'd—amaz'd 
| 199d, and trembled as I gaz'd. 
The leraph calm'd-cach anxious fear, 
And kindly wip'd the falling tear; 
Then haften'd with expanded wing 
ly ect the pale, terrific King. 
But now what milder ſcenes ariſe 
he tyrant drops his hoſtile guitc : 
Ic lems a youth divinely fair; 
In graceful ringlets waves lis hair; 
His wings their whit'ning plumes difplav, 
His burnith'd plumes retie& the day; 
Lieht flows his ſhining azure veſt, 
And all the angel ſtands confels'd. | 
view'd the change with ſweet ſurprize, 
And, oh! I panted for the ſkics; | 
Thank d Heaven that e er I drew my brcath, 
And triumphed in the thoughts of Death. 


FABLES, by the late Mr. Gay. 
Introduction to the FABLES, Part the Firſt, 
d 122. The Shepherd and the Philoſopher. 
REMOTE from cities liv'd a ſwain, 1 
Unvex'd with all the cares of gain; 
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His head was filver'd o'er with age, 
And long experience made him age 
In ſummer's heat, and winter's cold, 
He fed his flock, and penn'd the fold; 
His hours in cheerful labour flew, 
Nor envy nor ambition knew: | 

His wiſdom and his honeſt fame 


| Through all the country rais'd his name. 


A dcep Philofopher (whole rules 


| Of moral life were drawn from ſchools) 


The ſhepherd's homely cottage ſought, 


And thus explor'd his reach of thought: 


Whence is thy learning? Hath thy toil 
O'er books conſum'd the midnight oil? 
Haſt thou old Greece and Rome ſurvey 'd, 
And the vaſt ſenſe of Plato weigh'd ? 
Hath Socrates thy ſoul refin'd ? 

And haſt thou fathom'd Tully's mind? 
Or, like the wiſe Ulyſſes, thrown 

By various fates on realms unknown, 
Haſt thou through many cities ſtray d, 


Their cuſtoms, laws, and manners weigh'd ? 


The ſhepherd modeſtly replied : 
[ ne'er the paths of learning tried; 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts, 
To read mankind, their laws, and arts; 
For man is practis'd in diſguiſe, 
He cheats the moſt diſcerning eyes; 
Who by that ſcarch ſhall witer grow, 
When we ourſelves can never know ? 
The little knowledge I have gain'd, 
Was all from ſimple nature drain'd ; 
Hence my life's maxims took their riſe, 
Hence grew my ſettled hate to vice. 
The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my foul to induſtry. 


| Who can obſerve the careful ant, 


And not provide for future want? 
My dog (the truſtieſt of his Kind) 


With gratitude inflames my mind. 


mark his true, his faithful way, 


And in my ſervice copy Tray. 


In conſtancy and nuptial love, 

learn my duty from the dove. 

The hen, who from the chilly air 

With pious wing protects her care, 

And every fowl that flies at large, 

Inſtructs me in a parent's charge. 
From nature too I take my rul-, 

To ſhun contempt and ridicule : 

I never, with important air, 

in converſation overbear, 

Can grave and formal paſs for wiſe, 

When men the ſolemn owl deſpiſe? 

My tongue within my lips I rein, 

For who talks much muſt talk in vain : 

Wie from the wordy torrent fly; 

Who liſtens to the chatt'ring pye? 


Nor would I, with felonious flight, 


By ſtealth invade my neighbour's right; 
Rapacious animals we hate: | 
Kites, hawks, and wolves, deſerve their fate, 
Do not we juſt abhorrence find 
Againſt the toad and ſerpent Kind? 


But 


— 


| 
1 
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But envy, calumny, and ſpite, 
Bear ſtronger venom in their bite. 
Thus ev'ry object of creation 
Can furnith hints to contemplation ; 
And from the moſt minute and mean 
A virruous mind can morals glcan. 
Thy fame is juſt, the ſage replies; 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wiſe. 
Pride often guides the author's pen ; 
Books as affected are as men: 
But he who ſtudies nature's laws, 
From certain truth his maxims draws ; 
And thoſe, without our ſchools, ſfukics 
To make men moral, good, and wife. 


md 


To his Highneſs William Duke of Cumberland, 


$ 123. Fable I. The Lion, the Tyger, an. the 
Traveller. ooh: 
| ACCEPT, young prince, the mora! lay, 

And in thcic tales mankind ſurvey; 
With early virtues plant your breatt, 
The ſpecious arts of vice deteſt, 

. Princes, like beautics, from their youth 
Are ſtrangers to the voice of truth: 
Learn to contemn all praife betimes ; 

For flattery's the nurſe of crimes. 
Friendſhip by ſweet reproof is thown 
(A virtue never near a throne); 

In courts ſuch freedom mutt offend, 
There none preſumes to be a friend. 
To thoſe of your cxalted ſtation 

Each courticr 1s a dedication. 

Muſt I too flatter like the reſt, 

And turn my morals to a jet ? 

The muſe diſdains to teal from thoſe 
Who thrive in courts by fultome proſe. 
Bur ſhall IL hide your real praile, 

Or tell you what a nation tays ? 

They in your infant boſom trace 

The virtues of your royal race, 

In the fair dawning of your mind 
Diſcern you gen'rous, mild, and Kind: 
They ſec you grieve to hear diſtreſs, 
And pant already to redrets. 

Go on, the height of good attain, 


Nor let a nation hope in vain; 


For hence we juitly may prelage 
The virtues of a riper age. 

True courage ſhall your botom fire, 
Ard future actions own your fire. 
'Cowards are cruel, but the brave 
Love mercy, and delight to fave. 

A Tyger roaming for his prey, 
Sprung on a Trav' Her in the way; 
The proſtrate game a Lion ſpics, 
Aud on the grecdy ty rant flies: 

With mingled roar reſounds the wood, 
Their teeth, their claws, diſtil with blood; 
Dill, vanquiſh'd by the Lion's ſtrenzeh, 
The ſpotted foe extends his lengch. 
The Man befonghr the ſhaggy lord, 
And on his knees for life implor'd 
His life the gen'rous hero gave: 


Together walking to his cave, 
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| My former deeds and triumphs tell. 


| For bealts of prey, a ſervile train, 


| Wite kings by love and mercy reign. 


A 


Were ſure to win his lady's heart: 


[Was ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from the green. 


| Of old, politer life I knew: 


| Kings lean'd an car to what I faid. 


Boox f. 
The lion thus beſpoke his gueſt : 

What hardy beaſt ſhall dare contef® 
My matchleſs ftrength? you faw the fight, 
And mutt atteſt my power and right, 
Forc'd to forego their native home, 

My ſtarving ſlaves at diftance roam 
Within theſe woods I reign alone, 
The boundleſs foreſt is my own. 

Bears, wolves, and all the ſavage brood, 
Have dyed the regal den with blood, 
Their carcaſes on either hand, 

Thoſe bones that whiten all the land, 


Bencath theſe jaws what numbers fell. 
True, fays the man, the ſtrength I ſaw 

Might well the brutal nation awe : 

But thall a monarch, brave like you, 

Place glory in fo falſe a view? 

Robbers invade their neighbours right 2 

Be tov d; let juſtice bound your might, 

Mean are ambitious heroes boaſts 

Ot waſted lands and flaughter'd hoſts: 

Pirates their pow'r by murders gain; 


Lo me your clemency hath ſhown 

The virtue worthy of a throne. | 

Huaven gives you pow'r above the reſt, 

Like Heaven to ſuccour the diſtreſt. 
The caſe is plain, the monarch ſaid; 

Falſe glory hath my youth miſledd; 


Have been the flart'rers of my reign. 
You realon well. Vet tell me, friend, 
Did cver you in courts attend? 

For all my fawning rogues agree, 
That human heroes rule like me. 


$ 124. Fable II. The Spanie! and the Camelia. 


SPANIEL, bred with all the care 
That waits upon a fav'rite heir, 
Ne'er felt correction's rigid hand: 
Indulg'd to diſobey command, | 
In pamper'd caſe his hours were ſpent; 
He never knew what learning meant. 
Such forward airs, fo pert, ſo ſmart, 


Each little miſchief gain'd him praiſe ; 
How pretty were his fawning ways! 
The wind was ſouth, the morning fair, 
He ventures forth to take the air: 

He ranges all the meadow round, 

And rolls upon the ſofteſt ground; 
When near him a Camelcon feen 


Dear emblem of the flatt'ring hoſt, 
What, live with clowns ? a genius loſt 1 
To cities and the court repair, 

A fortune cannot fail thee there; 

referment ſhall thy talents crown: 

Believe mc, friend; 1 know the town, 
Sir, ſays the ſycophant, like you, 


Like you, a courtier born and bred, 


2 
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My whiſper always met ſucceſs; 

The ladies prais'd me for addreſs. 

| knew to hit cach courtier's paſſion, 
And flatter'd ev'ry vice in faſhion. 

But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 
At once cut ſhort my proſp'rous days; 
And, ſentenc'd to retain my nature, 
Transform'd me to this crawling creature. 
Doom'd to a life obſcure and mean, 

| wander in the ſylvan ſcene. 

For Jove the heart alone regards ; 

He puniſhes what man rewards. 

How diff rent is thy caſe and mine! 
With men at leaſt you ſup and dine; 
While I, condemn'd to thinneſt fare, 
Like thoſe I flatter' d, feed on air. 


125. Fable III. The Mother, the Nurſe, and 
the Fairy. 


3 me a ſon. The bleſſing ſent, 
Were ever parents more content? 

How partial are their doating eyes 

No child is half to fair and wile. 

Wak'd to the morning's picaling care, 
he mother roſe, and fought her heir. 

She faw the Nurſe, like one poſſeſs'd, 

With wringing hands, and ſobbing breaſt. 
Surc ſome diſaſter has befel: | 

Speak, Nurſe i J hope the boy is well? 
Dear Madam, think not me to blame; 

Invihble the Fairy came: | 

Your precious babe is hence convev'd, 

And in the place a changeling laid. 

Where are the father's mouth and noſe, 

The mother's eyes, as black as floes ? 

dee here, a ſhocking aukward creature, 

That ſpeaks a fool in ev'ry feature. 

The woman's blind, the mother crics 
[ ce wit ſparkle in his eyes. 

Lord, madam ! what a ſquinting leer! 
No doubt the Fairy hath been here. 

Jutt as the ſpoke, a pigmy Sprite | 
Tops through the key-hole, fwift as light; 
Perch'q on the cradle's top he ſtands, 

And thns her folly reprimands: 
Whehce tprung the vain conceited lye, 
tne we the world with fools ſupply ? 

What! give our ſprightly race away, a 

For the dull helpleſs tons of clay! ve 

Bchdes, by partial fondneſs thewn, 

Like yon, we doat upon Our own. 

Where yet was ever found a mother, 

Who'd give her booby for another ? | 

And ſaould we change wich human breed, 

Well mighit we pals for fools indeed. 


iz. Fable IV. 9. he Eagle, and the Aſſembly 
of Animals. | 
As Jupiter's all-ſeeing eye 
| Suryey'd the worlds benearh the ſky, 
em, this ſmall ſpeck of earth were ſent 
*XZMUs and ſounds of diſcontent; 


1 
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| Sew, fee, your murd'rer is in view ! 


Call for revenge. O ſtupid race ! 
The heart that wants revenge is baſe. 


For ev'ry thing alive complain'd 

That he the hardeſt life ſuſtain'd. 

Jove calls his Eagle. At the word 

Before him ſtands the royal bird. 

The bird, obedient, from heaven's height 

Downward directs his rapid flight 

Then cited ev'ry living thing 

To hear the mandates of his king. 
Ungrateful creatures ! whence arife 

Theſe murmurs which offend the ſkies? 


Why this diforder ? fay the caule 


For juſt are Jove's eternal laws. 
Let each his difcontent reveal; 
To yon tour Dog 1 firſt appeal. 

Hard is my lot, the Hound replics : 
On what fleet nerves the Greyhound flies ! 
While 1, with weary ſtep and flow, 
Oer plains, and vales, and mountains go. 
The morning ſees my chace begun, | 
Nor ends it till the tetting fun. 

When (fays the Greyhound) I purſue, 


My game is loſt, or caught in view; 


Beyond my tight the prey's ſecure : 
The Hound is flow, but always ſure 
And had I his ſagacious ſcent, 
Jove neter had heard my ditcontent. 
The Lion crav'd the Fox's art; 
The Fox the Lion's force and heart; 
The Cock implor'd the Pigeon 's flight, 
Whoſe wings were rapid, ſtrong, and lightg | 
The Pigeon ſtrength of wing deſpis'd, 
And the Cock's matchlcis valour priz'd; 


The Fiſhes with'd to graze rhe plain; 


The Beaſts to ſkim bencath the main. 

Thus, envious of ancther's ſtate, 

Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 
The bird of heaven then cried aloud : 

Jove bids diſperſe the murm'ring crowd 

The God rejects your idle prayers. 


Would ye, rebellious mutineers, 


Entirely change your name and nature, 
And be the very envicd creature ? 
What ! filent all, and none conſent? 

Be happy then, and learn content: 

Nor inutate the reſtleſs mind, 

And proud ambition, of mankind. 


| | : 
$ 127. Fable V. The Wild Boar and the Ram. 


AG AINST an elm a ſhcep was tied, | 
The butcher's knife in blood wes dyed. 
The patient flock, in filent fright, 
From far beheld the horrid tigat: 
A tavage Boar, who ncar them fiood, 
Thus mock'd to ſcorn the fleecy brood? 
All cowards ſhould be ferv'd like you, 


With purple hands, and reehing knife, 
He ſtrips the ſkin yer warm with life: 
Your quarter'd fires, your bleeding dams, 
The dying bleat of harmle{s lambs, 


J grant, an ancient Ram replies, 
We bear no terror in Our cycs: 
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Yet think us not of ſoul ſo tame, 


Which no repeated wrongs inflame, 


Inſenſible of ev'ry ill, 

Becaule we want thy tuſks to kill. 
Know, thoſe who violence purſue, 
Give to themſelves the vengeance due 
For in theſe maſſacres they find 


The two chief plagues that waſte mankind. 


Our ſkin ſupplies the wrangling bar; 

It wakes their ſlumb'ring ſons to war; 
And well revenge may reſt contented, 
Since drums and parchment were invented. 


$ 128. Fable VI. The Miſer and Plutus. 
HE wind was high, the window thakes ; 

With ſudden ftart the Miter wakes ; 
Along the filent room he ſtalks ; 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks ! 
Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries, 
In ev'ry creek and corner pries; | 
Then opcs the cheſt with treaſure ſtor'd, 
And ſtands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with ſudden qualms poſſoſt, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaſt ; 
By conſcience ſtung, he wildly ſtares, 
And thus his guilty ſoul declares : 

Had the deep carth her ſtores confin'd, 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind. 
But virtue's fold ! Good gods! what price 
Can recompence the pangs of vice? 

O bane of good! ſeducing cheat! 

Can man, weak man, thy pow'r defeat ? 
Gold baniſh'd honour from the mind, 
And onlv left the name bchind ; 

Gold fow'd the world with ev*rv ill; 
Gold taught the murderer's ward to kill: 
*Twos gold inftrutted coward hearts 

In treachery's more pernicious arts, 
Who can recount the miſchiefs oer? 
Virtue reſides on earth no more 

He ſpoke, and ſigh'd. In angry mood, 
Plutus, his god, before him ſtood, 

The Miſer, trembling, lock'd his cheſt ; 
The viſion frown'd, and thus addrefs'd : 

Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, 
Each fordid raſcal's daily cant? 


Did J, baſe wretch ! corrupt mankind ? 


The fault's in thy rapacious mind. 

Becauſe my bleſſings are abus'd, 

Mutt I be cenſur'd, curs'd, accus'd ? 

E'en virtue's ſelf by knaves is made 

A cloak to carry. on the trade; 

And pow'r (when lodg'd in their poſſeſſion) 
Grows tyranny, and rank oppreſtion. _ 
Thus, when the villain crams his cheſt, 


"Gold is the canker of the breaft ; 


"Tis av'rice, infolence, and pride, 

And ev'ry, ſhocking vice beſide: 

But when to virtuous hands 'tis given, 
It bleſſes like the dews of heaven: 

Like Heaven, it hears the orphan's cries, 
And wipes the tears from widows eyes. 
Their crimes on gold ſhall miſers lay, 


Who pawn'd their fordid fouls for pay ? | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


And with this plague ſhe's rightly curſt, 


Book |, 


Let bravoes then (when blood is ſpilt) 
'Upbraid the pathve ſword with guilt. 


|$ 129. Fable VII. The Lion, the Fox, and th 


Geeſe. 


| A LION, tir'd with ſtate affairs, 
ite ſick of pomp, and worn with care, 
Reſslv'd (remote from noiſe and ſtrife) 


In peace to paſs his latter life. 


It was proclaim'd ; the day was ſet ; 
Behold the gen'ral council met. 


| The Fox was viceroy nam'd. The crowd 


To the new Regent humbly bow'd, 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tigers bend, 
And ſtrive who moſt ſhall condeſcend. 
He ſtraight aſſumes a ſolemn grace, 
ColleEts his wiſdom in his face, 
The crowd adnure his wit, his ſenſe; 
Each word hath weight and conſequente, 
The flatt' rer all his art diſplays : 
He who hath pow'r is ſure of praiſe. 
A Fox ſtepp'd forth before the reſt, 
And thus the ſervile throng addreſs d: 

How vaſt his talents, born to rule, 
And train'd in virtue's honeſt ſchool 1 
What clemency his temper ſways! 
How uncorrupt are all his ways! 
Beneath his conduct and command 
Rapine ſhall ccaſe to waſte the land. 
His brain hath ſtratagem and art; 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart. 
What bleſſings muſt attend the nation 
Under this good adminiſtration ! 

He ſaid. A Goole, who diſtant ſtood, 
Harangued apart the cackling brood : 

Whene'er I hear a knave commend, 
He bids ine ſhun his worthy friend. 


j What praiſe ! what mighty commendation! 


But twas a Fox who ſpoke th” oration, 
Foxes this government may prize, 

As gentle, plentiful, and wiſe; 

If they enjoy the ſweets, tis plain, 
We Geeſe mult tecl a ryrant reign. 
What havock now ſhall thin our race, 
When ev'ry petty clerk in place, 

To prove his taſte, and ſcem polite, 


Will feed on Gece both noon and night t 


$ 139. Fable VIII. The Lady and th: Waſp 

| WHAT whiſpers muſt the beauty bcar ! 
What hourlv nonſenſe haunts her ear! 

Where'cr her eyes diſpenſe their charms, 

I mpertinence around her {warms. 

Did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, 

Contempt and ſcorn might ſoon diſlike : 

Forbidding airs might thin the place 


Ihe ſlighteſt. flap a fly can chaſe, 


But who can drive the num'rous breed ! 
Chaſe one, another will ſucceed. 

Who knows a fool, muſt know his brother; 
One fop will recommend another: 


| Becaule the liſten'd to the Arft 


je 
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As Doris, at her toilet's duty, 
Sat meditating on her beauty, 
She now was penſive, now was gay, 
And loll'd the ſultry hours away. 
As thus in indolence ſhe lies, 
A giddy Waſp around her flies. 
He now advances, now retires; 
Now to her neck and cheek aſpires. 
Her fan in vain defends her charms; 
Swift he returns, again alarms; 
For by repulſe he bolder grew, 
Perch'd on her lip, and ſipp'd the dew. _ 
She frowns, ſhe frets. Good gods ! ſhe crics, 
Protect me from theſe teazing flies! 

Of all the plagues that Heaven hath ſent, 
A Waſp is moſt impertinent. | 
The hov'ring inſect thus complain'd : 

Am I then lighted, ſcorn'd, diſdain'd? 

Can fuch offence your anger wake ? 
'Twas beauty caus'd the bold miſtake. 
Thoſe cherry lips that breathe perfume, 
That cheek fo ripe with youthful bloom, 
Made me with ſtrong deſire purſue 

The faireſt peach that ever grew, 

Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 
Nor murder Waſps like vulgar flies: 
For though he's tree (to do him right) 
The creature's civil and polite. 

In ecſtahes away he poſts ; 

Where'er he came the favour boaſts ; 
Brags how her ſweeteſt tea he ſips, 
And ſhews the ſugar on his lips. 

The hint alarm'd the forward crew 
Sure of ſucceſs, away they flew. 

They ſhare the eainties of the day, 

Round her with airy muſic play ; 

And now they flutter, now they reſt, 

Now ſoar again, and ſkim her breaſt. 

Nor were they baniſh'd till the found 

That Waſps have ſtings, and felt the wound. 


g 131. Fable IX. The Bull and the MaoſliF. 
EEK you to train your fav'rite boy? 
Each caution, ev'ry care employ : 

And ere you venture to confide, 

Let his preceptor's heart be tried : 
Weigh well his manners, life, and ſcope 3 
On theſe depends thy future hope. 

As on a time, in peaceful reign, 
A Bull cnjoy'd the flow 'ry plain, 
A Maftiff paſs'd ; inflam'd with ire, 
His exc-balls ſhot indignant fire; 
le foam d, he rag d with thirſt of blood, 
dpurning the ground the monarch fivod, 
And roar'd aloud—Suſpend the fight; 
na whole tkin go ſlecp to- night: 
Or tell me, ere'the battle rage, 
r 
8 s thy breaſt, 

av arice, that ne'er can reſt ? 
F rom theſe alone unjuſtly ſprings 

he world-deſtroy ing wrath of Kings. 
The ſurly Maſtiff thus returns: 

am my boſom glory burus. 
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Like herocs of eternal name, 
Whom poets fing, I fight for fame. 
The butcher's ſpirit-ſtirring mind 
To daily war my youth inclin'd; - 
He train'd me to heroic deed ; 
Taught me to conquer, or to bleed. 


Curs'd Dog! the Bull replied ; no more 


I wonder at thy thirſt of gore 


| For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 


Whoſe hands with cruelty are ftain'd, 


| His daily murders in thy view) 


Muſt, like thy tutor, blood purſue. 
Take then thy fate. 
At once he lifts him from the ground; 
Aloft the ſprawling hero flies; 
Manglcd he falls, he howls, and dies, 


$ 132. Fable X. The Elephant and the Bookſeller. 


THE man who with undaunted tolls 


Sails unknown ſeas to unknown foils, 


With variuus wonders feaſts his fight : | 
What ſtranger wonders docs he write! 
We read, and in deſeription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew: 
For, when we ri/k no contradiction, 

It prompts the tongue to deal in fiction. 
Thote things that ſtartle me or you, 
grant are ſtrange, yet may be true, 
Who doubts that Elephants arc fouud 
For icience and for ſenſe renown'd ? 
Borri records their ſtrength of parts, 
Extent of thought, and kill in arts; 
How they perform the law's decrees, 
And tave the ſtate the hangman's fees; 
And how by travel underſtand 

The language of another land. 


Let thofe who queſtion thts report, 
| To Pliny's ancient page reſort: 


How learn'd was that ſagacious breed; 


Who now like them the Greek can read! 


As one of thele, in days of yore, 
Lummag'd a ſhop of learning o'er; 
Not, like our modern dealers, minding 
Only the. margin's breadth and binding 3. 
X book his curious eye detains, 
Where with exaCtcſt care and pains 
Were ev'ry beaſt and bird portray'd, 
That cer the fearch of man ſurvey'd. 


Their natures and their pow'rs were writ 
With all the pride of human wit. 


The page he with-attention ſpread, 


1 And thus remark'd on what he read : 


Man with ſtrong reafon is endow'd ; 
A beaſt ſcarce inſtinct is allow'd, 
But let this author's work. be tried; 
Tis plain that neither was his guide, 
Can he ditcern the different natures, 
And weigh the power of other creatures, 
Who by the partial work hath ſhewn 
He knows ſo little of his own ? 
How faiſely is the ſpanicl drawn! 
Did man from him firſt learn to fawn ? 
A dog proficient in the trade 
He the chief flatt'rer nature made! 

H 2 
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Go, Man, the ways of courts diſcern, 
You'll find a {paniel ſtill might learn. 
How can the Fox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenſure or his wonder ? 
From courtiers tricks, and lawyers arts, 
The fox might well improve his parts. 
The lion, wolf, and tiger's brood, 
He curſes for their thirſt of blood : 
But is not man to man a prey? 
Beaſts kill for hunger, men for pay. . 
The Bookſeller, who heard him ſpeak, 
And faw him turn a page of Greek, 
Thought, what a genius have I found ! 
Then thus addreſs'd with bow profound: 
Learn'd Sir, if you'd employ your pen 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs ſons of men, 
Or write the hiſtory of Siam, 
No man is better pay than I am; 
Or, ſince you're learn'd in Greck, let's ſee 
Something againſt the Trinity. 
When, wrinkling with a ſneer his wank, 
Friend, quoth the Elephant, you're drunk; 
E'en keep your money, and be wile ; 
Leave man on man to criticiſe ; 
For that you ne'er can want a pen 
Among the ſenſeleſs ſons of men. 
They unprovok'd will court the fray : 
Envy's a ſharper ſpur than pay. 
No anthor ever ſpar'd a brother; 
Wits arc game-cocks to one another. 


_— 


$ 133. Fable XI. The Pea 
and the Gooſe. 
TY 


beauty faults conſpicuous grow; 
The ſmalleſt ſpeck is ſeen on ſnow, 
As near a barn, by hunger led, 
A Pcacock with the poultry fed ; 
All view'd him with an envious eye, 
And mock'd his gaudy pagcantry. 
He, conſcious of ſuperior merit, 
Conterans their baſe reviling ſpirit ; 
His ſtate and dignity aſſumes, 
And to the fun diſplays his. plumes 
Which, like the heavens” o'er-arching ſkies, 
Are ſpangled with a thouſand eyes. 
The circling rays, and varied light, 
At once confound their dazzled fight : 
On ev'ry tongue detraction burns, 
And malice prompts their ſpleen by turns. 
Mark with what inſolence and pride 
The creature takes his haughty ſtride, 
The Turkey cries. Can ſpleen contain? 
Sure never bird was balf fo vain! 
But, were intrinſie merit ſeen, 
We Turkeys have the wiiiter ſkin. 5 
From tongue to tongue they caught abuſe; 
And next was heard the hiſſing Goole : 
\\ hat hideous legs! what filthy claws } 
J ſcorn to cenſure little flaws. 
Then what a horrid ſqualling throat! 
Ev'n owls are frighted at the note. 
Truethoſe are faults, the Peacock cries ; 
My ſcream, my thanks, you may deſpiſe: 


cock, the Turkey, 
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But ſuch blind critics rail in vain 2 

What! overlook my radiant train! 

Know, did my legs (your {corn and ſport) 

The Turkey or the Gooſe ſupport, 

And did ye ſcream with harſher found, 

Thoſe faults in you had ne'er been found! 

To all apparent beauties blind, 

Each blemiſh ſtrikes an envious mind. 
Thus in aſſemblies have I ſeen 

A nymph of brighteſt charms and micn 

Wake cnvy in cach ugly face; 

And buzzing ſcandal] fills the place. 


$ 134. Fable XII. Cupid, Hymen, and Plutuy, 


As Cupid in Cythera's grove 
| Employ'd the lefler pow'rs of love; 
Some ſhape the bow, or fit the ſtring ; 
Some give the taper ſhaft its wing, 
Or turn the poliſh'd quiver's mould, 
Or head the darts with temper'd gold, 
Amidſt their toil and various care, 
Thus Hymen, with aſſuming air, 
Addreſs'd the God: Thou purblind chit, 
| Of aukward and ill-judging wit, 
If matches are not better made, 
At once I muſt forfwear my trade. 
You ſend me ſuch ill-coupled folks, 
That tis a ſhame to fell them yokes 5 
They ſquabble for a pin, a feather, 
And wonder how they came together. 
The huſband's ſullen, dogged, ſhy ; 
The wife grows flippant in reply; 
He loves command and due reſtriction, 
And ſhe as well likes contradiction : 
She never ſlaviſhly ſubmits; 
She'll have her will, or have her fits : 
He this way tugs, ſhe t' other draws ; 
The man grows jcalous, and with cauſe : 
Nothing can fave him but divorce; 
And here the wife complies of courſe. 
When, fays the boy, had I to de 
With either your affairs or you; 
1 never 1dly ſpent my darts 
| You trade m mercenary hearts. 
For ſettlements the lawyer's feed ; 
Is my hand witneſs to the deed ? 
If they like cat and dog agree, 
Go rail at Plutus, not at me. 
Plutus appear'd, and faid—'T15 true, 
In marriage gold is all their view; 
They ſeck no beauty, wit, or ſenſe; 
And love is ſeldom the pretence. 
All offer incenſe at my thrine, 
And I alone the bargain ſign. 
How can Belinda blame her fate ? 
She ovly alk'd a great cſtatc. 
Doris was rich enough, tis true; 
Her lord muſt give her title too: 
And ev'ry man, or rich or poor, 
A fortune atks, and aſks no more. 
Av'rice, whatever ſhape it bears, 
| Muſt ſtill be coupled with its cares. 
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$ 135. Fable XIII. The Tame Stag. 


AS a young Stag the thicket paſs'd, 

The branches held his antlers faſt ; 

A clown, who ſaw the captive hung, 

Acroſs the horns his halter lung, , 
Now {afely hamper'd in the cord, 

He bore the preſent to his lord. 

His lord was pleas'd ; as was the clown, 

When he was tipp'd with half-a-crown. 

The Stag was brought before his wife; 

The tender lady begg'd his life. 

How flcek's the ſkin ! how ſpeck'd like ermine ! 

Sure never creature was ſo charming! 

At firſt, within the yard coutin'd, 

He flies, and hides from all mankind ; 

Now, bolder grown, with fix'd amaze, 

And diſtant awe, preſumes to gaze: 

Munches the linen on the lines, 

And on a hood or apron dines ; 

He ſteals my little maſter's bread, 

Follows the tervants to be fed: 

Nearer and nearer now he ſtands, 

To feel the praiſe of patting hands 

Examines every fiſt for meat, 

And, though repuls'd, diſdains retreat; 

Artacks again with levell'd horns ; 

And man, that was his terror, ſcorns. 
Such is the country maiden's fright, 

When firſt a red-coat is in fight ; 

Behind the door the hides her face; 

Next time at diſtance eyes the lace ; 

She now can all his terrors ſtand, 

Nor from his ſqueeze withdraws her hand. 

dhe plays familiar in his arms, | 

And ev'ry ſoldier hath his charms. 

From tent to tent ſhe ſpreads her flame 

For cuſtom conquers fear and ſhame, 


v 136. Fable XIV. The Monkey who had ſeen 
| the World. | 
A MONKEY, to reform the times, 
* Refolv'd to viſit foreign climes ; 
For men in diſtant regions roam 
1 o bring politer manners home. 
do forth he fares, all toil deſies; 
Misfortune ſerves to makes us wiſe. 
At length the treach'rous ſnare was laid j 
%r Pug was caught, to town convey'd, 
There fold. How envied was his doom, 
Made captive in a lady's room ! 
Proud as a lover of his chains, 
Ile day by day her favour gains, 
Whene'er the duty of the day 
a toilet calls, with mimic play 
gin . er, he cracks her fan, 
- an) gentleman. 
Her too his parts and wit, 
War 2 grew dull, were ſure to hit. 
wp applauſe, he thought his mind 
y courtly art refin'd; | 
ke Orpheus burnt with public zcal, 
9 civitize the monkey weal: 


of 52 * b 
watch d occaſion, broke his chain, 
native woods again. 


Au lought his 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


— 


By the thick ſhade conccal'd from view, 


101 
The hairy ſylvans round him preſs, | 
Aſtoniſh'd at his ſtrut aud dreſs. 
Some praiſe his fleeve; and others glote 
Upon his rich embroider'd coat; 
His dapper perriwig commending, 
With the black rail behind depending 3 
His powder'd back, above, below, 
Like hoary froſt, or fieecy ſnow ; 
But all with envy and deſire 
His flutt'ring ſhoulder-knot admire, 
Hear and improve, he pertly cries ; 
J come to make a nation wiſe. 
Weigh your own worth, ſupport your place, 
The next in rank to human race. 
In cities long I paſs'd my days, 
Convers'd with men, and learn'd their ways. 
Their dreſs, their courtly manners fee ; 
Reform your ſtate, id copy mc. 
Seck ye to thrive ? in flatt'ry deal; 
Your ſcorn, your hate, with that conceal, 
Seem only to regard your friends, 
But uſe them for your private ends. 
Stint not to truth the flow of wit 
Be prompt to lye whene'er tis fit. 
Bend all your force to ſpatter merit; 
Scandal is converſation's ſpirit. 
Boldly to ev'ry thing attend, 
And men your talents ſhall commend. 
I knew the great. Obſerve me right; 
So ſhall you grow like man polite. 
He ſpoke, and bow'd. With mutt'ring jaws 
The wond'ring circle grinn'd applauſe. | 
Now, warm with malice, envy, ſpite, 


Their moſt obliging friends they bite; 
| And, fond to copy human ways, 


Pructiſe new miichiefs all their days. 

Thus the dull lad, too tall for ſchool, 
With travel finiſhes the fool; 
Studious of ev'ry coxcomb's airs, 
He drinks, games, dreifes, whores, and ſwears z 
O'crlooks with ſcorn all virtuous arts; 
For vice is fitted to his parts. 


8 137. Fable XV. The Philsſopber and the 


Pheaſants. 
THE Sage, awak'd at carly day, 

Throꝰ the deep foreſt took his way 
Drawn by the muſic of the groves, 
Along the winding gloom he roves ; 
From tree to tree the warbling throats 
Prolong rhe ſweet alternate notes. 


4 But where he paſs'd he terror threw ; 


The ſong broke ſhort, the warblers fiew 3 

The thruſhes chatter'd with affright, 

And nightingales abhorr'd his ſight z 

All animals before him ran, 

To thun the hateful fight of man. 7 
Whence is this dread of ev'ry creature? 

Fly they our figure, or our nature ? 70 
As thus he walk'd in muſing thought, 

His car imperfect accents caught; 

With cautious ſtep: he nearer drew: 


kligh on the branch a Pheatant ſtood; 


> Around her all her lift ning 100d; 


W 3 | Prout 
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Proud of the bleſſings of her neſt, 

She thus a mother's care expreſs'd : 

No dangers here ſhall circumvent ; 

Within the woods enjoy content. 

Sooner the hawk or vulture truſt 

Than man, of animals the worſt ; 

In him ingratitude you find ; 

A vice peculiar to the kind. 

The ſheep, whoſe annual fleece is dyed 


To guard his health, and ſerve his pride, 


Forc'd from his fold and native plain, 
Is in the cruel ſhambles lain. 

The ſwarms who, with induſtrious kill, 
His hives with wax and honey fill, 

In vain whole ſummer days employ'd, 
Their ſtores are ſold, their race deſtroy d. 
What tribute from che gooſe is paid! 
Does not her wing all ſcience aid ? 
Does it not lovers hearts explain, 

And drudge to raiſe the merchant's gain? 
What now rewards this gen'ral uſe? 

He takes the quills, and cats the gooſe, 
Man then avoid, deteſt his ways; 

$9 ſafety ſhall prolong your days. 

When ſervices are thus acquitted, 


Be ſure we Pheaſants muſt be ſpitted. 


8 x 72 Fable XVI. 
APIN who long had ſerv'd a beauty, 
Profi 


cient in the toilet's duty, 
Had form'd her ſleeve, confin'd her hair, 
Or given her knot a ſmarter air, 
Now neareſt to her heart was plac'd, 


No in her mantua's tail difgrac'd : 


But could ſhe partial fortune blame, 
Who ſaw her lover ſerv'd the ſame ? 

At length, from all her honours caſt, 
Through various turns of life ſhe paſs 4 ; 
Now glitter d on a taylor” s arm; 

Now kept a beggar's infant warm; 
Now, rang'd within a miier's coat, 
Contributes to his yearly groat; 
Now r-is'd again from low approach, 


She viſits in the doctor's couch ; 


Here, there, by various fortune 'toſt, 
At laßt in Gre{ham-hall was loſt. 
Charin'd with the wonders of rho ſhow 
On every fide, above, below, 
She now of this or that enquires : 
What leaſt was underftond admites. 
Tis plain, each thing fo ſtruck her mind. 
Her head's of virtuoſo kind. 

And pray w nat s this, and this. dear Sir ? 
A needle, ſays th' interpreter, 
She knew the name: and.thus the foo! 
Addrets' d her as a raylor' $ too: 

A needle wirh that nithy ſtone, 
Quite idle, all with ruſt oergrown! 


| Yew better might employ your parte, 


And aid the ſemyitreis in her arts. 

But tell me how the friendihip grew 

Berween that paltry flint and vou? | 
Friend, favs rhe Needle, ceaſe to blame ; 


I felley real worth and fame. 


The Pin and the Needle. 


EXTRACTS, Boox J. 


| Know ſt thou the loadſtone's pow'r aud art, 
Thar virtue virtues can impart ? 
Of all his talents I partake; 
Who then can ſuch a friend forfake 
Tis I direct the pilot's hand 
To ſhun the rocks and treach'rous ſand ; 
By me the diſtant world is known, 
And cither India is our own. \« 
Had I with milliners been bred, 
What had I been: the guide of thread. 
And drudg'd as vulgar Needles Go, 
| Of no more conſequence than you. 


8 139. Fable XVII. © The Shepherd's Des ; 
tbe Wolf. * BY 


A WOLF, with hunger fierce and bg 1d, 
Ravag'd the plains, and thinn'd the fold; 
Deep in the wood ſecure he lay; 
The thefts of night regal'd the day. 
In vain the ſhepherd's wakeful care 
Had ſpread the toils, and watch'd the ſnare 2 
In vain the Dog purſued his pace; 
The flecter robber mock'd the chace. 
| As Lightfoot rang'd the foreſt round, 
| By chance his foe's retrcat he found. 
A truce, replies the Wolf. *Tis done, 
The Dog the parley thus begun : 
How can that ſtrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defenceleſs kind 2 
Thoſe jaws ſhould prey on nobler food, 
And drink the boar's and lion's blood; 
Great ſouls with gen'rous pity melt, 
Which coward tvrants never felt. 
How harmleſs is our fleecy care! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy ſpare. 
Friend, fays the Wolf, the matter weigh; 
Nature defign* d us beaſts of prey; 
As ſuch, when hunger finds a treat, 
"Tis neceflary w alves ſhould car. 
If, mindful of the bleating weal, 
Thy boſom burn with real zcal, 
Hence, and thy tyrant lord beſeech ; 
To him repeat the moving ſpcech: 
A Wolf cats fheep but now and then 4 
Ten thouſands are devour'd by men, 
An open foe may prove a curſe; 
' But a pretended friend is worſe. 


8 140. Fable XVIII. The wake wi þleaſeh 
nobody and every body. 
i TE S'T men t{iſpett your tale untrue, 
Fcp probability in view. 
The tra ler le: aping o'er thoſe bounds, 
The credit of Bs book confounds. 
' Who with his tongue hath armics roucd, 
| Makes evin his real courage doubted : 
Hut flatt” ry never ſeems abſurd, 
The flatter'd alwavs take your word : 
Impothbilitics ſeem jutt ; 
Thev rake the f rrongeſt praife on truſt, 
tTvperboles, tho neter ſo great; 
Will ill come thort of Concer 
So very like a painter drew, 
That cy ry evy the pictute knew } 


U— — VU— 2 — — 
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He hit complexion, feature, air, 

80 juſt, the life itſelf was there. 

No flatt'ry with his colours laid, 

To bloom reſtor d the faded maid ; 

He gave each muſcle all its ſtrength; 
The mouth, the chin, the noſe's length, 
His honeſt pencil touch'd with truth, 
And mark'd the date of age and youth, 
He loft his friends, his practice fail'd; 
Truth ſhould not always be reveal'd ; 
In duſty piles his pictures lay, 

For no one ſent the ſecond pay. 

Two buſtos, fraught with ev'ry grace, 
A Venus' and Apollo's face, 

He plac'd in view; reſolv d to pleaſe 
Whoever fat, he drew from theſe ; 
From theſe corrected ev'ry feature, 

And ſpirited each aukward creature. 

All things were ſet; the hour was come, 
His pallet ready o'er his thumb, 

My Lord appear'd ; and, ſcated right 

[a proper attitude and light, f 
The painter look'd. he ſketch'd the picce, 
Then dipp'd his pencil, talk'd of Greece, 
Of Titian's tints, of Guido's air ; 

Thoſe eves, my Lord, the ſpirit there 
Might well a Raphael's hand require, 

To give them all the native fire; 

The features fraught with ſenſe and wit, 
You'll grant are very hard to hit ; 

But yet with patience you ſhall view 

As much as paint and art can do. 

Obſerve the work. My Lord replied, 
Till now I thought my mouth was wide ; 
Beſides, my noſe is ſomewhat long; 

Deir Sir, for me 'tis far too young. 
Oh pardon me! the artiſt cried, 
In this the painters muſt decide. 
The piece even common eyes muſt ſtrike; 
I warrant it extremely like. 
My Lord examin'd it anew; _ 
No look ing-glaſs ſcem'd half fo true. 

A Lady came; with borrow'd grace 

He from his Venus form'd her face. 
Her lover prais'd the Painter's art; 
$0 like the picture in his heart! 

To ev ry age ſome charm he lent; 
Ev'n beauties were almoſt content. 


Thro' all the town his art they prais d; 


His cuſtom grew, his price was rais'd. 
Had he the real likeneſs ſhown, 

Would any man the picture own ? 

| But when thus happily he wrought, _ 
Each found the likeneſs in his thought. 


$ 141. Fable XIX. The Lion and the Cub. 


pow fond are men of rule and place, 


Who court it from the mcan and baſe ! 


Theſe cannot bear an equal nigh, 
ut from ſuperior merit fly. 
They love the cellar's vulgar joke, 
And loſe their hours in ale and ſmoke, 
here o'er ſome petty club preſide; 


$ poor, ſo paltry is their pride 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


A 


* 


toz 


Nay, ev'n with fools whole nights will fit, _., 
In hopes to be ſupreme in wit. ; 
If theſe can read, to theſe I write, 


| To ſet their worth in trueſt light, 


A Lion-cub, of ſordid mind, 
Avoided all the lion kind; 
Fond of applauſe, he fought the feaſts 


Of vulgar and ignoble beaſts ; 
| With aſſes all his time he ſpent; 


Their club's perpetual preſident, 

He caught their manners, looks, and airs; 

An aſs in ev'ry thing but cars! 

If Cer his highneſs meant a joke, 

They grinn'd applauſe before he ſpoke z 

But at each word what ſhouts of praiſe ! 

Good gods! how natural he brays! 
Elate with flatt'ry and conceit, 

He ſecks his royal fire's retreat ; 

Forward, and fond to ſhew his parts, 

His highncts brays; the Lion ſtarts : 
Puppy ! that curs'd vociferation 


Bctrays thy life and converſation ; 


Coxcombs, an evcr-noiſy race, 
Are trumpets of their own diſgrace, 
Why ſo ſevere? the Cub replies; 
Our ſenate always held me wilc. | 
How weak is pride! returns the fire 
All fools are vain when fools admire ! 
But know, what ſtupid aſſes prize, 
Lions and noble beaſts deſpiſe. 


— 
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§ 142. Fable XX. The Old Hen and the Cock. 


| R ESTRAIN vour child ; you'll ſoon believe 


The text which ſays, We ſprung from Eve. 
As an old Hen led forth her train, 


And ſeem'd to peck to ſhew the grain 


She rak'd the chaff, ſhe ſcratch'd the ground, 

And glean'd the ſpacious yard around, | 

A giddy chick, to try her wings, 

On the well's narrow margin {prings, 

And prone ſhe drops. The mother's breaſt 

All day with forrow was poſleſs'd. | 
A Cock the met; her ſon ſhe knew, 

And in her heart atteCtion grew. | 

My ton, fays ſhe, I grant your years 

Have reach'd beyond a mother's cares. 

1 ſee you vig'rous, ſtrong, and bold; 

I hear with joy your triumphs told. 

'Tis not from Cocks thy fate I dread ; 

But let thy ever-wary tread 

Avoid yon well; the fatal place 

Is ſure perdition to our race. 

Print this my counſel on thy breaſt; 

To the juſt gods I leave the reſt. | 
He thank d her care; yet day by day 
His boſom burn'd to diſobey; | 

And ev'ry time the well he faw, 
Scorn'd in his heart the fooliſh law: 
Near and more ncar each day he drew, 
And long'd to try the dang' rous view. 
Why was this idle charge? he crics; 
Let courage female fears deſpiſe. | 
Or did ſhe doubt my heart was brave, 


And therefore this injunction gave? 


H 4 Or 
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Or does her harveſt ſtore the place, 
A treaſure for her younger race? 
And would the thus my ſearch prevent? 
1 ſtand reſolv' d, and dare th' event. 

Thus ſaid, he mounts the margin's round, 
And pries into the depth profound. 
He ftretch'd his neck; and from below 
With ſtretching neck advanc'd a foe : 
With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears, 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears : a 
Threat anſwer'd threat; his fury grew; 
Headlong to meet the war he flew; 
But when the wat' ry death he found, 
He thus lamented as he drown'd : 

I nceer had bcen in this condition, 
But for my mother's Prohibition. 


I 143. Fable XXI. The Rat- Catcher and Cats. 


HE rats by night ſuch mitclief did, 
= Betty was ev ry morning chid : 

_ "They undermin'd whole ſides of bacon ; 
Her checſe was ſapp'd, her tarts were taken; 
Her paſties, fenc'd with thickeſt paſte, 
Were all demolifh'd and laid waſte. 

She curs d the Cat for want of duty, 

Who left her focs a conſtant booty. 
An Engineer of noted ſbill | 
&ngag d to ftop the growing ill. 

From room to room he now ſurveys 
Their haunts, their works, their ſecret ways; 
Finds where they ſcape an ambuſcade, 
And whence the nightly ſally's made. 

An envious Cat trom place to place, 
Unſcen, attends his ſilent pace. 

She ſaw that if his trade went on, 
'The purring race muſt be undone; 
90 ſecretly removes his baits, 

And ev'ry ſtratagem defeats. 

Again he fers thc porfon'd toils, 

And Puls again the labour foils. 

What toe (to fruſtrate my deſigns) 

*« My ſchemes thus nightly countermines ?? 
Tncens'd, he cries : „ this very hour | 
« The wretch ſhall bleed beneath my pow'r,” 

So ſaid—a pond'rous trap he brought, 

Ard in the fact poor Puts was caught. 
« Smuggler, favs he, “ thou ſhalt be made 
& A victim to our laſs of trade.“ 
The captive Cat, with pitcous mews, 
For pardon, life, and freedom ſues, 
A ſitter of the ſcicnce {pare 
One int reſt is our common care. 

M hat infolence !” the man replied ; 
Shall Cats with us the game divide? 
Mere all your intcrloping band 
6 Extinguiſh'd, or expell'd the land, 

&« We Kkat-catchers might raiſe our fees, 
„ Sole guardians of a nation's cheeſe !”? 

A Cat, who faw the lifted knife, 
Thus tpoke, and ſav'd her ſiſter's life: 

In ev ry age and chime, we ſee 
© Two of a trade can nc'er agree. 
© Each hates his ncighbour for encroaching z 

c Squire ſtigmatiſes tyquire for poaching z 


(Say, brother, whence the dire diſgrace? 


| Whenc'er we through the village ſtray, 


+4 Infulted with loud ſhouts of ſcorn, 


If bovs can mortily thy pride, 


EXTRACTS, Boox Lz 


© Beauties with beauties are in arms, 
And ſcandal pelts each other's charms ; 

* Kings too their neighbour kings dethrone, 
In hope to make the world their own. 

| © But let us limit our defires ; 

Not war like beauties, Kings, and 'ſquires; 
For tho' we both one prey purſue, 

* There's game enough for us and you,” 


$ 144. Fable XXII. The Goat without a Beard. 


118 certain that the modiſh paſſions 
Deſcend among the crowd, like faſhions, 
Excuſe me then, if pride, conceit 
(The manners of the fair and great), 
J give to monkeys, aſſes, hogs, 
Elcas, owls, goats, butterflies, and dogs. 
I fay that theſe are proud: what then? 
never ſaid they equal men. 
A Goat (as vain as Goat can be) 
Affected ſingularity. 
\Whenc'er a thymy bank he found, 
He roll'd upon the fragrant ground; 
And then with fond attention ſtood, 
Fix'd o'er his image in the flood. 
&« [ hate my frowzy beard,” he cries ; 
« Ny youth is loft in this diſguiſe. 
Did not the females know my vigour, 
Well might they loath this rev*rend figure,” 
Reſolv'd ro ſmooth his ſhaggy face, 
He ſought the barber of the place. 
A flippant monkey, ſpruce and {mart 
Hard by profeſs'd the dapper art; 
His pole with pewter batons hung; 
Black rotten teeth in order rung; 
Rang*d cups that in the window ttood, 
Lind with red razs, to look like blood, 
Did well his threefoid trade explain : 
Who ſhav'd, drew tecth, and breath'd a ye. 
The Goat tie welcomes with an air, 
And ſbats him in his wooden chair: 
Mouth, noſe, and cheek, the lather hides ; 
| Light, ſmooth, and ſwift, the razor glides. 
Il hope your cuſtom, Sir, favs pug; 
© Sure never face was half fo ſmug. 
The Goat, impaticnr for applautc, 
Switt to the neighb ring hill withdraws z 
The ſhaggy people grinn'd and frard: 
| Heighday what's here, without a beard ? 


— 
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| 


© What envious hand hath robb'd your face ?? 
When thus the fop, with {miles of fcorn: 

Are beards by civil nations worn * 

E'en Mulcovites have mow'd their chins. 

Shall we, Jike formal Capuckins, 

Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 

| And bear about the hairy load ? | 


Are we not mock'd along the way, 


By boys our beards diſgrac'd and torn ih 

Were vou no more with Goats to dell, 
Jrother, 1 grant you reaſon well,” | 
Replies a bearded chief. Befide, 


Book I. 


How wilt thou ſtand the ridicule 

of our whole flock ? Affected fool! 
Coxcombs diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 
To all but coxcombs are a jeſt,” 


6 145. Fable XXIII. The OldWoman and her Cats. 


wo friendſhip with a knave hath made, 
Is judg'd a partner in the trade. 
The matron who conducts abroad 
Auilling nymph, is thought a bawd ; 
And if a modeſt girl is ſeen 
With one who cures a lover's ſpleen, 
We guels her not extremely nice, 
And only with to know her pricc. 
Tis thus that on the choice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. 
A wrinkled Hag, of wicked fame, 
Beſide a little ſmoky flame | 
dat hov'ring, pinch'd with age and froft : 
Her ſhrivell'd hands, with veins embots'd, 
Upon her knees her weight ſuſtains, 
While palſy ſhook her crazy brains: 
She mumbles forth her backward pray'rs, 
An untam'd ſcold of fourſcore years. 
About her fwarm'd a num rous brood 
Of Cats, who lank with hunger mew'd. 
Teaz'd with their cries, her choler grew; 
And thus ſhe ſputter'd: © Hence, ye crew ! 
Fool that I was, to entertain | 
Such imps, ſuch fiends, a helliſh train ! 
Had ye been never hous'd and nurs'd, 
for a witch had ne'er been curs d, 
To you I owe that crowds of boys 
Worry me with eternal noe ; 
Straus laid acroſs my pace retard; 
The horſe-ſhoe's nail'd (cach threthold's guard); 
The ſtunted broom the wenches hide, 
For fear that I ſhould up and ride; 
They ſtick with pins my bleeding ſeat, 
And bid me-ſhew my ſecrct tat. 
Jo hear you prate would vex a ſaint : 
Who hath moſt reaſon of complaint?“ 
Replies a Cat. Let's come to proof: 
Had we ne'er ſtarv'd beneath your roof, 
Me had, like others of our race, 
Ia credit liv'd, as beaſts of chace. 
Lis mfamy to ſerve a hag ; | 
Cars are thought imps, her broom a nag; 
And boys ayainſt our lives combine, 
bccaufe tis ſaid your cats have nine,” 


v 146. Fable XXIV. The Butterfly and Snail. 


LL upſtarts inſolent in place 
Remind us of their vulgar race. 
As, in the ſunſhine of the morn, 
A Butterfly but newly born 
dat proudly perking on a roſe, 
With pert conceit his boſom glows; 
Hs wings, all glorious to behold, 
op with azure, jet, and gold, | 
N 150 be diſplays; the ang led dew 
Nellccie his eyes, and various hue. 


SACRED AND MORAL. 
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His now-forgotten friend, a Snail, 
Beneath his houſe, with ſlimy trail, 
Crawls o'er the graſs; whom when he ſpies, 
In wrath he to the gard'ner cries : | 

„What means yon peaſant's daily toil, 
From cheking weeds to rid the foil? _ 
Why wake you to the morning's care ? 
Why with new arts correct the year ? 
Why glows the peach with crimſon hue ? 
And why the plum's. inviting blue ? 
Were they to feaſt his taſte deſign d, 
That vermin of voracious kind ? 
Cruſh then the flow, the pilf'ring race 


do purge thy garden from diſgrace,” 


What arrogance!” the Snail replied z 
Hou inſolent is upſtart pride 

Hadſt thou not thus, with inſult vain, 

| Provok'd my patience to complain, 

I had conceal'd thy meaner birth, 

Nor trac'd thee to the ſcum of earth. 

For ſcarce nine ſuns have wak'd the hours, 
To {well the fruit and paint the flow'rs, 
Since I thy humbler life ſurvey'd, 


| In baſe and fordid guiſe array'd ; 
| A hideous inlet, vile, unclean, 


You dragg'd a flow and noiſome train; 
And from your ſpider-bowels drew 
Foul film, and ſpun the dirty clue. 

I own my humble life, good friend; 
Snail was J born, and Snail ſhall end, 
And what's a Butterfly? At beſt 
He's but a caterpillar dreſt; 

And all thy race (a num'rous feed) 
Shall prove of caterpillar breed,” 


| $ 147. Fable XXV. The Scold and the Parrot. 


18 huſhand thus reprov'd his Wife: 
« Who deals in flander lives in ſtrife. 
Art thou the herald of diſgrace, 


| Denouncing war to all thy race ? 


Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 
Which ſpares no friend, nor tex, nor age? 


{ That vixen tongue of yours, my dear, 


Alarms our neighbours far and ncar, 
Good Gods! tis like a rolling river, | 
That murm ring flows. and flows for ever! 
Ne'er tir'd, perpetual di.cord ſowing 
Like fame, it gathers ſtrength by going.“ 

« Heighday !' the flippant tongue replies, 
© How jolemu 1s the fool, how wite! 
Is nature's choiceſt gift debarr'd 7 


| Nay, frown not, for I will be heard. 


Women of latc are fincly ridden ; 
A Parrot's privilege forbidden ! 
You praite his talk, his ſqualling fong 


But wives are always in the wrong.” 


Now reputations flew in pieces, 
Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces: 
* * » 
She ran the Pairot's language o er, 
Bund, hufſy, drunkard, flattern, whore; 
On all the ſex the vents her fury; 
Trics and condemns without a jury. 

At once the torrent of her words 


Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs, aud birds; 


All 
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All join their forces to confound her; | 
Puls ſpits, the monkey chatters round her; 
The yelping cur her heels aſſaults; 


The magpye blabs out all her faults; 


Poll, in the uproar, from his cage, 

With this rebuke out- ſcream'd her rage: 
* A Parrot is for talking priz'd, 

But prattling women are deſpis'd. 


She who attacks another's honour 


Draws ev'ry living thing 1 her. 


Think, Madam, when you ſtretch your lungs, 
That all vour neighbours too have tongues. 
One ſlander muſt ten thouſand get; 

The world with int'reſt pays the debt.“ 


$ 148. Fable XXVI. The Cur and the Maſtiff. 


A SNEAKING Cur, the maſter s ſpy, 
Rewarded for his daily lye, 

With ſecret jealouſies and fears 

Set all together by the cars. 

Poor Puts to-day was in diſgrace, 

Another cat ſupplied her place; 


The Hound was beat, the Maſtiff chid ; 


The Monkey was the room forbid : 
Each to his deareſt friend grew ſhy, 
And none could tell the reaſon why. 

A plan to rob the houſe was laid : 
The thief with love ſeduc'd the maid ; 


Cajol'd the Cur, and ſtrok'd his head, 


And bought his ſecrecy with bread, 
He next the Maſtiff's honour tried; 
Whoſe honeſt jaws the bribe detied. | 
He ftretch'd his hand to proffer more; 


The ſurly dog his fingers tore. 


Swift ran the Cur; with indignation 
The maſter took his information. 
Hang him, the villain's curft, he cries 


And round his neck the halter ties. 


The Dog his humble ſuit preferr'd, 
And begg'd in juſtice to be heard, 
The maſter ſat. On either hand 
The cited Dogs confronting ſtand. 
"The Cur the bloody tale relates, 
And, like a lawyer, aggravates. 
Judge not unheard, the Maſtiff cried, 


But weigh the cauſe of-ertker fide. 


Think not tizat treack'ry can be juſt; 


Take not informers words an tratt. 


They ope their hand to ev ry-par, 

And you and me by turns betrag. 
He ſpoke; and ail the truth appear'd : 

The Cur was hang'd, the XIaſtiſf clear d, 


$ 149. Fable XXVII. The Sick Man and the Angel. 


S there no hope 2 the Sick Man ſaid; 
1 The HGlent doctor ſhook is h¹eud, 
And took his leave with tens of forrow, 
Deſpairing of his fee to-morrow, 
When thus the Man, with gafping breath: 
{ fee! rhe chilling wound of death, 
Since {| mutt bid the worid adicu, 
Let me my former life rev ic. 
J grant, my bargains well were made, 
al, men O>ET-VEGCH in dez 
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A pious action's in thy pow'r, 


| Prolific beam, whoſe rays diſpenſe 
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Tis ſelf-defence in each profeſſion : 
Sure ſelf-defence is no tranſgreſſion. 
The little portion in my hands, 

By good ſecurity on lands, 

Is well increas'd. If, unawares, 

My juſtice to myſelf and heirs 

Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 

For want of good ſufficient bail; 

If I by writ, or bond, or deed, 
Reduc'd a family to need, 

My will hath made the world amends 
My hope on charity depends. 

When I am number'd with the dead, 
And all my pious gifts are read, 

By heaven and earth 'twill then be knows, 
My charities were amply ſhewn. 

An Angel came. Ah friend! he cricd, 
No more in flatt'ring hope confide. 
Can thy good deeds in — times 
Outweigh the balance of thy crimes ? 
| What widow or what orphan prays 
To crown thy life with length of days? 


— 


Embrace with joy the happy hour. 

Now, while you draw the vital air, 

Prove your intention 1s fincere. | 
This inſtant give a hundred pound; 
Your neighbours want, and you abound. 

But why ſuch haſte? the Sick Man whins; 
Who knows as yet what Heaven deſigns? 
Perhaps I may recover till ; 85 
That ſum and more are in my will. 

Fool! ſays the Viſion, now tis plain, 
Your life, your ſoul, your heaven was gun. 
From cv ry fide, with all your might, 

You ſcrap'd, and ſerap'd beyond your right; 
And after death would fain atone, 

By giving what 1s not your own. | 
While there is life there's hope, he cried; 
Then why ſuch haſte ? So groan'd and dicd. 


—_—— 


$ 150. Fable XXVIII. The Perſian, the Sun, 
and the Cloud, | 
| J® there a bard whom genius fires, 
Whoſe ev'ry thought the God infpircs ? 
When Envy reads the nervous lines, 
She frets, ſhe rails, ſhe raves, the pincs, 
Her hiftling ſnakes with venom twell ; 
She calls her venal train from hell: 
The ſervile fiends her nod obey, _ 
And all Curl's authors are in pay. 
Fame calls up calumny and ſpite ; 
Thus ſhadow owes its birth to light. 
As proſtrate to the God of day, 
With heart deyour, a Perſian lay, 
Ilis invocation thus begun: 
Parent of light, ali-tceing Sun! 


The various gifts of Providence! 
Accept our praiſe, our daily pray'r, 
Smile on our fields, and bleſs the year! 


A Cloud, who mock'd his grateful tongue, 
Tue dez with ſudden darknets hung; With 
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With pride and envy ſwell'd aloud, 
A voice thus thunder'd from the Cloud: 
Weak is this gaudy God of thine, 
Whom I at will forbid to ſhine, 
shall I nor vows nor incenſe knony ? 
Where praiſe is due, the rm beſtow. 
With fervent zeal the Perſian mov'd, 
Thus the proud calumny reprov'd: 
It was that God, who claims my pray'r, 
Who gave thee birth, and rais'd thee there 
E When o'er his beams the veil is thrown, 
Thy ſubſtance is but plainer ſhown. 
A paſſing gale, a puff of wind, 
Diſpels thy thickeſt troops combin'd. 
The gale aroſe ; the vapour, toſt 
(The ſport of winds) in air, was loſt, 
The glorious orb the day refines; 
Thus envy breaks, thus merit ſhines. 
$ 151. Fable XXIX. The Fox at the point of 
Death, | 
A FOX in life's extreme decay, 
Weak, fick, and faint, expiring lay; 
All appetite had left his maw, 
And age diſarm'd his mumbling jaw. 
His num'rous race around him ſtand, 
To learn their dying fire's command: 
He rais'd his head with whining moan, 
And thus was heard the feeble tone : 
Ah, ſons! from evil ways depart; 
My crimes lie heavy on my heart. 
Sec, ſee, the murder'd geete appear! 
Why are thoſe bleeding turkeys there? 
Why all around this cackling train, 
Who haunt my ears for chickens ſlain ? 
The hungry Foxes round them ſtar'd, 
And for the promis'd feaſt prepar'd. 
Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer? 
Nor turkey, gooſe, nor hen is here. 
Theſe are the phantoms of your grain, 
And vour ſons lick their lips in vain. 
O gluttons! ſays the drooping fire, 
Reſtrain inordinate defire. 
Your liquorith taſte you ſhall deplore, 
When peace of conſcience is no more. 
Docs not the hound betray our pace, 
And gins and guns deſtroy our race ? 
Thieves dread the ſearching eve of pow'r, 
And never feel the quiet hour. 
Old age (which few of us ſhall know) 
Now puts a period to my woe. 
Would you true happineſs attain, 
Let honeſty your patſions rein; 
do live in credit and eſteem, ' 
And the good name vou loſt, redeem. 
The counſel's good, a Fox replics, 
Could we perform what you adviſc. 
Think what our anceſtors have done; 
A line of thieves from ſon to ſon: 
To us deſcends the long diſgrace ; 
And infamy hath mark'd our race. 


Though we, like barmleſs ſheep, ſhould feed, _ 


Hout in thought, in wore, ang deed ; 
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We ſhall be thought to ſhare the feaſt, 

The change ſhall never be believ'd ; 

A loſt good name is ne'er retriev'd. 

' Nay, then, replies the feeble Fox, 
(But, hark ! I hear a hen that clocks) 

Go, but be moderate in your food; 


| A chicken too might do me good, 


$ 152. Fable XXX. The Setting Dog and the 
Partridge. | 


| THE ranging Dog the ſtubble tries, 

And ſearches ev'ry breeze that flies; 
The ſcent grows warm; with cautious feas. 
He creeps, and points the covey near; 

The men, in ſilence, far behind, 
Conſcious of game, the net unbind. 

A Partridge, with experience wiſe, 
The frandful preparation ſpies : | 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood ; 
The covey ſprings, and ſeeks the wood; 
But ere her certain wing ſhe tries, 
Thus to the creeping Spaniel cries : 

Thou fawning ſlave to man's deceit, 
Thou pimp of lux'ry, ſncaking cheat, 
Of thy whole ſpecies thou diſgrace 
Dogs thall difown thee of their race! 
For if I judge their native parts, 
They're born with open honeſt hearts; 

And ere they ſerv'd man's wicked ends, 
Were gen'rous foes, or real friends. 45 
When thus the Dog, with ſcornful ſmils 

Secure of wing, thou dar'ſt revile. 
Clowns are to poliſh'd manners blind; 
How 1gn'rant is the ruſtic mind! 


| My worth ſagacious courtiers ſee, 
And to preferment riſe, like me. 


The thriving pimp, who beauty ſets, 

Hath oft enhanc'd a nation's debts: 

| Friend ſets his friend, without regard 

And miniſters his {kill reward: 

Thus train'd by man, I learnt his ways, 

And growing favour feaſts my days. | 
I might have gueſs'd, the Pareridue faid, 

| The place where you were train'd and fed; 

Servants are apt, and in a trice 

Ape to a hair their maſter's vice. 

You came from court, you ſay? adieu! 

She ſaid, and to the covey flew. 


* 


|$ 183. Fable XXXI. The Univer/al Apparitior. 


* A RAKE, by ev'ry paſſion rul'd, 


With ev'ry vice his youth had cool'd; 

Diſeaſe his tainted blood ailails; 
His fpirits droop, his vigour fails : 
With ſecret ills at home he pines, 
{ And, like infirm old age, declines. 

As twing'd with pain he penſive fits; 
And raves, and prays, and ſwears by tits ; 
A ghaſtly phantom, lean and wan, 
| Before him roſe, and thus began: 

My name, perhaps, hath reach'd your ear ; 
Attgnd, and bs advis d by Care. | 
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Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor pow'r, 

Can give the heart a cheerful hour 

When health is loſt. Be timely wile : 

With health all taſte of plcaſure flies. 
Thus ſaid, the phantom diſappears z 

The wary counſel wak'd his fears; 

He now from all exceſs abſtains ; 

With phy ſic puriſics his veins; 

And, to procure a ſober life, 

Reſolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite aſcends 
Wherc'er he walks his ear attends : 
Inſinuates that beauty's frail ; 

That perſeverance muſt prevail; 
With jealouſies his brain inflames, 
And whiſpers all her lovers names. 
In other hours ſhe repreſents 
His houſehold charge, his annual rents, 
Increaſing debts, perplexing duns, 
And nothing for his younger ſons. 

Straight all his thought to gain he turns, 
And with the thirſt of lucre burns. 
But, when poſſeſt of fortunc's ſtore, 
The Spectre haunts him more and more: 
Sets want and miſery in view, 
Bold thieves, and ali the murd ring crew; 
Alarms him with ctcrnal frights, | 
Infeſts his dream, or wakes his nights. 
How fthall he chafe this hideous gueſt? 
Pow'r may perhaps protect his reſt. 
To pow'r he roſe: again the Sprite 
Belets him morning, ncon, and night; 
Talks of Ambition's tott'ring ſeat, 
How Envy perſecutes the great ; 
Of rival hate, of treach'rous friends, 
And what diſgrace his fall attends. 

The court he quits, to fly from Care, 
And tceks the peace of rural air: 
His groves, jus fields, amus'd his hours; 
He prun'd his trees, he rais'd his flow rs, 
Bur Care again his ſteps purſues ; 
Warns him of blaſts, cf blighting dews, 
Of plund'ring inſcéts, ſnails, avd rams, 
And droughts that ſtarv'd the labour'd plains, 
Abroad, at home, the Spe#tre's there: 
In vai we ſeck to fly from Care. 
At length he thus the Ghoſt addreſ's : 
Since thou muſt be my conſtant gueſt, 
Be kind, and follow mc no more; 
For Care by r1g't ſhoald go before. 


— — — — 


1 . : 2 
© 134. Fable X XXII. The Taue Owls and the 
AER Sparroav. | : 
T* formal Owls together fat, 
Conferrivg thus in tolemn chat 

How is the modern tafte decay'd! 
Where's the reſpect to wildom paid? 
Our worth the Grecian fages knew 
They gave our pres the honour due; 
They weigh d the dignity of fowls, 
And pricd into the dept of Owls, 
Athens, the feat of icarned fame, 
With ge ra! Voce rever d our name; 


| Right—Athens was the ſeat of learning; 


| And a pert Sparrow's more reſpected ! 


| Protcus aroſe, and thus began : 


—— 


On merit title was conferr'd, 

And all ador'd th' Athenian bird. 
Brother, you reaſon well, replies 
The ſolemn mate, with half-ſhut cyes; 


And truly wiſdom is diſcerning. 
Beſides, on Pallas' helm we fit, 

The type and ornament of wit; 

But now, alas! we're quite neglected; 


A Sparrow, who was lodg'd beſide, 
O'erhears them ſooth each other's pride, 
And thus he nimbly vents his heart : 

Who meets a fool muſt find conccit. 
J grant, you were at Athens grac'd, 
And on Minerva's helm were plac'd: 
But ev'ry bird that wings the ſky, 
Except an Owl, can tell you why. 
From hence they taught their ſchools to know 
How falſe we judge by outward ſhow ; 
That we ſhould never looks cfteem, 
Since fools as wile as you might ſeem. 
Would ve contempt and ſcorn avoid, 
Let your vain glory be deſtroy'd: 
Rumble your arrogance of thought 
Purſue the ways by Nature taught: 
80 thall you find delicious fare, 

And grateful farmers praiſe your care; 
So ſhail ſleek mice your chace reward, 
And no keen cat find more regard. 


$ 155. Fable XXXIII. TheCourtier and Proteuu 
7 HENKEER a courtier's out of place, 
The country ſhelters his diſgrace ; 
\Where, doom d to excrciſe and health, 
His houſe and gurdens own his wealth, 
He builds new tchemes, in hope to gain 
The plunder of another reign : | 
Like Philip's ton, would fain be doing, 
And fighs for other realms to ruin. 
As one of theſe (without his wand) 
Peanve, along the winding ſtrand 
Employ « the ſolitary hour, 
In projects to regain his pow'r; 
The waves in ſpreading circles ran, 


Came you from court? tor in your mien 
A ſclf-unportant air js ſeen. 
He frankly own'd his friends had trick'd him, 
And how he fell his party's victim. 
Know, favs the God, by matchleſs {i!ll, 
I change to ev'ry ſhape at will; 
But yet I'm told, at court you ſee 
Thoſe who preſume to rival mc. 
Thus tazd—a ſnake, with hidcous trail, 
Proteus extends his fcaly mail. 
Know, ſays the man, though proud in place. 
All courtiers are of reptile race. 
Like you, they take that dreadful form, 
Batik in the iun, and fly the ſtorm ; 
With malice his, with envy glote, 
And for convenience change their coat; 
With new-got luſtre rear their head, 
Though on a dunghill boin and bred. 


©, 


. Y ?} * 
Sudde!. 
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dudden the God a lion ſtands; } Then pour'd upon the meddling foe, 

» ſhakes his mane, he ſpurns the ſands z | Who, worried, howl'd and ſprawl'd below. 

ow a fierce lynx, with fiery glare, Ie roſe; and limping from the fray, 

wolf, an aſs, a fox, a bear. | | By both ſides mangled ſneak d away. 

Had I ne'er liv'd at court, he cries, 8 bo fi 
duch transformation might ſurpriſe | 855 
put there, in queſt of daily game, $ 157. Fable XXXV The Barley Mow and 
ach abler courticr acts the * | . the Dung hill. | 
Wolves, lions, lynxes, while in place, 3 
Their friends = fellows are hols chace. HO many {aucy airs we meet 


From Temple-bar to Aldgate ftreet ! 
Proud rogucs, who ſhar'd the South-ſea prey, 
| And ſpring like muſhrooms in a day! " 
They think it mean to condeſcend 

To know a brother or a friend; 

They bluth to hear their mother's name; 
And by their pride expoic their ſhame. 

As croſs his yard, at early day, 

A careful farmer took his way, 

He ſtopp'd, and leaning on his fork, 

| Obſerv'd the flail's inceſſant work. 

In thought he meaſur'd all his ſtore ; 

His geeſe, his hogs, he number'd o'er: 

In fancy weigh 'd the fleeces ſhorn, 

| And multiphed the next year's corn. 


They play the bear's and fox's part; 
Now rob by force, now ſteal with art. 
They ſometimes in the ſenate bray; 
or chang'd again to beaſts of prey, 
Down from the lion to the ape 
Praftiſe the frauds of ev*ry ſhape. 
So ſaid, upon the God he flies; | 
In cords the ſtruggling captive ties. 
Now, Proteus, now (to truth compell'd) 
Sreak, and confeſs thy art excell'd, 
Vie ſtrength, ſurpriſe, or what you will, 
The courtier finds evaſions ſtill: | 
Not to be-bound by any ties, 
And never forc'd to leave his lyes. 


s ST, : A Barleyv-mow, which ſtood beſide 
F 156. Fable XXXIV. The Maſliffs. Thus to its muſing maſter criel 
THOSE,who in quarrels interpole, | Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
Muſt often wipe a bloody note. To treat me with negle& and flight ? 

A Maſtiff, of true Engliſh blood, Me, who contribute to your cheer, 
Lov'd fighting better than his food. And raiſe your mirth with ale and beer, 
When dogs were ſnarling for a bone, Why thus inſulted, thus difgrac'd, 
lle long q to make the war his o; And that vile Dunghill near me plac'd 3 
And often found (when two contend) Arc thoſe poor ſwecpings of a greom, 
To interpoſe obtain'd his end; That filthy ſight, that nauſcous fume, 
He plory*d in his limping pace 5 i Neet objects here? Command it hence: E 
The (cars of honour ſcam d his face; A thing ſo mean muſt give offence. | | 
in en y limb a gaſh ut, gt + RAP. | | The humble Dunghill thus replied : _ 
And frequent lights retrench' d his cars. Thy maſter hears, and mocks thy pride ; 
2 - ſe _ m _ 1 Inſult not thus the meck and low; 
Sov he 6 hah Fe £1 I In me thy benetattor know ; _ 
Reſolv'd no frav ſhould be v. 3 him. My Warm affiſtance gave.thec Han 
Forth from his yard a tanner flics 55 thou hadſt perith'd low in earth ; 
A te the bold rüdder axtcs.: : But upftarts, to ſupport their ſtation, 

A cudgel ſhall correct your manners; LIT RE GRNE e 

i 8 ; i 
hence ſprung this curſed hate to tanners? 755 — 8 
While on my Dog you vent your ſpite, I 153. Fable XXXVi. Pythagoras and the 
dirrah! "tis me you dare not bite. Y Country man. | 


To lee the battle thus perplex'd, PYTH AG! RAS rolc at chili dawn, | 
With cqual rage a butcher vex'd, | By ſoaring meditation drawn, 
Hoarſe icreaming from the circled crowd, To breathe the fragrance of the day, 
To the curs'd Maſtiff crics aloud : Through flow'ry fields he took tas Way. 
Both Hockley-hole and Mary-bone In muſing contemplation warm, 

nc combats of mv Dog have known. N His ſteps miſſed him to a farm, {2 
He ne'er, like bullies coward-heartcd, | _ | Where, on the ladder's topmoſt round, 
Attacks in public, to be parted. A peaſant tecd ; the hammer's found | 
Think not, raſh fool, to ſhare his fame; Shook the weak barn. Say, friend, what care 
Bc his the honour or the ſhame. | Calls for thy honeſt labour there ? | 
Thus ſaid, they ſwore, and rav'd like thunder; F The Clown, with fury Voice, replies: 

hen dragg'd their faſten'd Dogs aſunder; Vengeance aloud fo? juſtice eries. 
While clubs and kicks from cv ry fide | This kite, by daily rapine fed, 
Rebounded from the Maſtift's hide. My hens annoy, my turkies dread, 
All recking now with ſweat and blood, | At length his forfeit life hath paid; 
A while the parted Warriors ſtood, — - Sce on the wall his wings diſy! ay d; 


b Her 


— a 


- OS — — 


When farting from her ſilver dream, 
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Here nail'd, a terror to his kind, 
My fowls ſhall future ſafety find; 
My yard the thriving poultry feed, 
And my barns refuſe fat the breed. 

Friend, ſays the Sage, the doom is wile ; 

For public good the murd'rer dies. 

But if theſe tyrants of the air 

Demand a ſentence ſo ſevere, 

Think how the glutton man deyours 
What bloody feaſts regale his hours ! 
O, impudence of pow'r and might, 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 
When thou perhaps, carniv'rous ſinner, 
Hadſt pullets yeſterday for dinner! 

Hold ! cried the Clown, with paſſion heated, 
Shall kites and men alike be treated? 

When Heaven the world with creatures ſtor'd, 
Man was ordain'd their ſov'reign lord. 

Thus tyrants boaſt, the Sage replied, 
Whoſe murders ſpring from power and pride. 
Own then this manlike kite is ſlain 
Thy greater lux'ry to ſuſtain ; 

For * « Petty rogues ſubmit to fate, 
« That great ones may enjoy their ſtate.“ 


— 


Fable XXXVII. The Farmer's Wife 
and the Raven. 


WIV are thoſe tears? why droops vour head ? 
Is then your other huſhand dead ? 

Or docs a worſe diſgrace beride ; 

Hath no one ſince his death applied? 
Alas! you know the cauſe too wet : 

The alt is ſpilt, to me it fell. 

Then, to contribute to my loſs, 

My knife and fork were laid acroſs; 

On Friday too! the day I dread ! 

Would 1 were ſafe at home in bed! 

Laſt night (1 vow to heaven tis rruc) 

Bounce from the fire a coffin flew. 

Next poſt ſome fatal news thall tell. 

God fend my Corniſh friends be well! 
Unhappy widow, ceaſe thy tears, 

Nor feel affliction in thy fears: 

Let not thy ſtomach be ſuſpended; 

Kat now, and weep when dinner's ended; 

And when the butler clears the table, 

For thy deſſert I'll read my fable. 
Berwixt her ſwagging panniers load 

A farmer's wife to market rode, 

And jogging on, with thoughtful care, 

Summ'd up the profits of her ware 
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Thus far and wide was heard her fcream . 
That Raven on yon left-hand oak 

(Curſe on his ill-betiding eroak) | 

Bodcs me no good. No more ſhe ſaid, 

When poor blind Ball, with {tumbling tread, 

Fell pione; o'crturn'd the pannier lav, 

And her malh'd eggs beſtrew'd the way. 
She, ſprawling in the vellow road, 


Rail d, Iwore, aud curs'd: Thou croaking toad, 


* Garkk's Diſpenſary. 
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| Sumetunes afliſt the ſav'ry chine. 


| 


Thus anſwer'd from the neighb'ring beech: 
{ 


| Controul thy more voracious bill, 
Nor tor a breakfaſt nations kill. 


8 161. Fable XXXIX. The Father and Jupiter, 


] He begg'd a wife; his pray'r was heard. 


Joe nods ailcnt. 


| Swe men for gluttony are curs'd : 


| Make my lov'd progeny thy care. 


Book] 
| A murrain take thy whoreſon throat ! 
I knew misfortune in the note. 

Dame, quoth the Raven, ſpare your oaths 
Unclench your fiſt, and wipe your clothes, 
But why on me thoſe curſes thrown 2 
Goody, the fault was all your own ; 

For had you laid this brittle ware 

On Dun, the old ſure- footed mare, 

Though all the Ravens of the hundred 
With croaking had vour tongue out-thunder'4 
Sure-footed Dun had kept his legs, 2 
And you, good woman, ſav'd your eggs. 


$ 160. Fable XXXVIII. The Turkey and the 4 
N other men we faults can ſpy, ; 

And blame the moat that dims their eye; 
Each little ſpeck and blemiſh find; x 
To our own ſtronger errors blind. 

A Turkey, tir'd of common food, 
Forſook the barn, and ſought the wood; 
Behind her ran her infant train, 

Collecting here and there a grain. 

Draw near, my birds, the mother cries, 
This hill delicious fare ſupplies 
Behold, the buiy Negro race : 

See, millions blacken all the place! 
Fear not. Like me with freedom cat 
An Ant is moſt delightful meat. 

How bleſs d, how envied were our life, 
Could we but *ſcape the poult'rer's Knife! 
But man, curs'd man! on Turkey preys, 
And Chrittmas ſhortens all our days: 
Sometimes with oyſters we combine, 


From the low pcaſant to the lord, 


The Turkey ſmoaks on ev'ry board. 


Of the ſeven deadly tins the worſt. 
An Ant, who climb'd beyond his reach, 


Fre you remark anothcr's fin, 
Bid thy own conſcience look within; 


— 


TH Man to Jove his ſuit prefer d; 


Jove wouder'd at his bold addrefling ; 
For how precarious is the blefling ! 

A wife he takes. And now for heirs 
Again he worries Heaven with prayers. 
Two hopeful buys 
And a te girl reward his joys. 

Now more ſolicitous he grew, 

And fer their future lives in view; 

He faw that all reſpect and duty 

Were paid to-weaith, to pow'r, and beauty. 
Once more he cries, Aeccpt my prayer; 


| Let my tirft hope, my fav':ite boy, 
All fortunc's richek gifs enjoy. 


My 
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My next with ſtrong ambition fire: 
May favour teach him to aſpire; 

Till he the ſtep of pow r aſcend, 

And courtiers to their idol bend. 
With ev'ry grace, with ev ry charm, 
My daughter's perfect features arm. 
Ir Heaven approve, a Father's bleſt. 
Jore ſmiles, and grants his full requeſt. 

The firſt, a miſer at the heart, 


grudious of ev'ry griping art, 


Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain; 


And all his life devotes to gain. 
he feels no joy, his cares increaſe, 
He neither wakes nor ſleeps in peace 
In fancied want (a wretch complete) 
He ſtarves, and yet he dares net eat. 
The next to ſudden honours grew: 
The thriving art of courts he knew ; 
He reach d the height of pow'r and place, 
Then fell, the victim of diſgrace. 
Beauty with early bloom ſupplies. 
His daughter's cheek, and points her eyes. 
The vain coquette each ſuit diſdains, 
And glories in her lover's pains. 
With age ſhe fades, each lover flies, 
Contemn'd, forlorn, ſhe pines and dies. 
When Jove the Father's grief ſurvey'd, 
And heard him Heaven and Fate upbraid, 
Thus ſpoke the God: By outward ſhew 
Men judge of happineſs and woe: 
Shall ignorance of good and ill 
Dare to direct th' Eternal Will ? 
deck virtue: and, of that poſſeſt, 
To Providence reſign the reſt. 


$ 162. Fable XL. The Tao Monkeys. 


THE learned, full of inward pride, 

The Fops of outward ſhow deride : 
The Fop, with learning at defiance, 
Scofts at the pedant, and the ſcience : 
The Don, a formal, ſolemn ſtrutter, 
Deſpiſes Monſicur's airs and flutter ; 
While Monſieur mocks the formal fool, 
Who looks, and ſpeaks, and walks by rule, 
Britain, a medley of the twain, 
As pert as France, as grave as Spain, 
In fancy wiſer than the reſt, 
Lwyhs at them both, of both the jeſt. 
nat the poet's chiming cloſe 
Cenſur d by all the ſons of proſe ? 
While bards of quick imagination 
Deſpite the ſleepy proſe narration. 
Men laugh at apcs, they men contemn; 
For what are we bat apes to them? 
Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair, 
No critics had a ſourer air: 


They forc'd their way thro' draggled folks, 


Vho gap'd to catch Jack-pudding's jokes; 
Then took their tickets for the thow, 

ud got by chance the foremoſt row. 
To fee their grave, obſerving face, 
rovok'd a laugh through all the place, 

Brother, ſays Pug, and turn'd his head, 
The rabble 's mon{rouſly Al-Ered! 

1 | | 
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Now through the booth loud hiſſes ran; 


Nor ended till the ſhow began. 


The tumbler whirls the flip- flap round, 
With ſomerſets he ſhakes the ground; 
The cord beneath the dancer ſprings; 
Aloft in air the vaulter ſwings; 
Diſtorted now, now prone depends, 
Now through his twiſted arms aſcends: 
The crowd, in wonder and delight, 


Wich clapping hands applaud the fight. 


With 1miles, quoth Pug, If pran 


s like thele 
How would they wonder at our arts! 

They muſt adore us for our parts. 

High on the twig I've ſcen you cling, 


| Play, twiſt, and turn in airy ring : 


How can thoſe clumſy things, like me, 
Fly with a bound from tree to tree? 
Bur yet, by this applauſe, we find 
Theſe emulators of our kind 


1 Diſcern our worth, our parts regard, 


JV ho our mean mimics thus reward. 
Brother, the grinning mate replies, 

In this 1 grant that man 1s wile. 

While good example they purſue, 

We mutt allow ſome praiſe is due; 

But when they ſtrain beyond their guide, 

[ laugh to ſcorn the mimic pride; 

For how fantaſtic is the ſight, 

To meet men always bolt upright, 

Becauſe we fometimes walk on two 

I hate the imitating crew. . * 


d 163. Fable XLI. The Oco and the Farmer. 


| AY Owl of grave deport and mien, 


Who (like the Turk) was ſeldom ſecn, 

Within a barn had chofe his ſtation, 
As fit for prey and contemplation, 
Upon a beam aloft he fits, 
And nods, and ſeems to think, by fits, 
So have I ſeen a man of news 
Or Pott-boy or Gazette peruſe ; 
Smoke, nod, and talk ht voice profound, 
And fix the fate of Europe round. $ 
Sheaves pil'd on theaves hid all the floor. 1 
At dawn of morn, to view his ſtore, | 
The Farmer came. The hootmg gueſt 
His ſelf-importance thus exprets'd : 

Reaſon in man is mere pretence: 
How weak, how ſhallow is his ſenſe 
Jo treat with ſcorn the Bird of Night, 
Declares his folly, or his ſpitc, 
Then, too, how partial is his praite 1 
The lark's, the linnet's chirping lays, 
To his ill-judging cars arc tine, 
And nightingales are all divine. 
But the more knowing feather'd race 
Sce wiſdoim ſtamp'd upon niy face. 
Whene'er to vilit light I deign, 
What flocks of fowl comp ſe my train! 
Like flaves, they crowd my flight behind, 
And own me of ſuperior kind, 

The Farmer laugh'd, and thus replicd: 


Dar'f: 


— — — 
- — pee 
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Dar'ſt thou, with that harſh grating tongue, 
Depreciate birds of warbling ſong ? 

Indulge thy ſpleen. Know, men and fowl 
Regard thee as thou art, an Owl. 

Beſides, proud blockhead, be not vain 

Of what thou call'ſt thy ſlaves and train, 


Few follow wiſdom, or her rules; 
Fools in deriſion follow fools. 


9164. Fable XLII. The Fugglers. 
A JUGGLER long through all the town 


Had rais'd his fortune and renown ; 
You'd think (fo far his art tranſcends) 
The devil at his fingers ends. 

Vice heard his fame, ſhe read his bill; 
Convinc'd of his inferior ik1ll, 

She ſought his booth, and from the crowd 
Defied the man of art aloud : 

Is this then he ſo fam'd for flight > 
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight? 
Dares he with me diſpute the prize ? 

I leave it to. impartial eyes. 

Provok'd, the Juggler cricd, "Tis done; 
In ſcience I ſubmit to none. 

Thus faid, the cups and balls Le play'd ; 
By turns this here, that there, convey'd, 
The cards, obedient to his words, 

Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 

His little boxes change the grain ; 

Trick after trick deludrs the train. 

He ſhakes his bag, he ſhews all fair ; 

His fingers ſpread, and nothing there ; 
Then bids it rain with ſhow'rs of gold: 
And now his 1v'ry eggs are told; 

But when from thence the hen he draws, 
Amaz'd ſpectators hum applauſe. 

Vice now ttept forth, and took the place 
With all the forms of his grimace. 

This magic looking glals, ſhe crics, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes. 
Each eager eye the fight defir'd, 

And cv'ry man himfelf admir d. 

Next, to a ſenator addrefling, 


See this bank- note; obſcrve the blefling, 


Breathe on the bill. Heigh, pals! tis gone. 
Upon his lips a padlock 1f-ne. | 


A ſecond puff the magic broke; 


The padlock vaniſh'd, and he ſpoke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board, 
All full, with heady liquor ſtor'd, 
By clean conveyance dilappcar, 

And now, two bloody ſwords are there, 

A purſe ſhe to a thief expos d; | 

At once his ready fingers clos'd. 
He opes his fit, the treaſure's fled ; 
He fees a halter in its ſtead. 

She bids ambition hold a wand; 
He graſps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity ſhe thews :; | 
Blow here; and a church-wardcn blows. 
Tis vanith'd with conveyance neat, 

And on the table ſmoaks a treat. | | 

She ſhakes the dice, the board ſhe knocks, 


And from all pockcts fills her box. 
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She next a meagre rake addrefs'd : 
This picture ſce; her ſhape, her breaſt! 
What youth, and what inviting eyes 
Hold her, and have her. With ſurpriſe 
His hand expos'd a box of pills, 

And a loud laugh proclaim'd his ills, 

A counter in a miſer's hand 


| Grew twenty guineas at command, 


| She bids his hcir the ſum retain, 
And *tis a counter now again, 

A guinea with her touch you ſce 

Take cv'ry thape, but Charity 

And not one thing you ſaw, or drew, 


But chang'd from what was firſt in view, 


The Juggler now, in gricf of heart, 
With this tubmiſſion own'd her art: 
Can. ſuch matchleſs flight withſtand ! 
How practice hath improv'd your hand ! 
| But now and then I cheat the throng ; 
You cy'ry day, and all day long. 


$ 165. Fable XI. III. The Council of Horſes, 
PON a time, a neighing Steed, 
Who graz'd among a num'rous breed, 
With mutiny had fir'd the train, 
Aud ſpread difſenſion through the plain, 
On matters that concern'd the ſtate 
The council met in grand debate. 
A Colt, whoſe eve-balls flam'd with ire, 
late with ftrength and youthful fire, 
In haſte ſept forth before the reſt, 
And thus the liſt'ning throng addreſs'd: 
Good gods! how abject is our race, 

Condemn'd to flav'ry and diſgrace ! 
Shall we our ſervitude rctain, 
Becauſe our fires have borne the chain? 
Conſider, friends, your ſtrength and might; 
Is conqueſt to aſſert your right. 


1 How cumbrous 1s the gilded coach ! 


The pride of man 1s our reproach. 

Were we deſign'd for daily toil, 

To drag the plough-ſhare through the ſoil, 
To {weat in harneſs through the road, 

To groan bencath the carrier's load? 

How feeble are the two-legg'd Kind! 
What force is in our nerves combin'd! 
Shall then our nobler jaws ſubmit 


| To foam and champ the galling bit? 


Shall haughty man mv back beltride ? 
Shall the tharp ſpur provoke my {de ? 
Forbid it, Heavens! Ruject the rein; 
Your ſhame, your infamy difdun. 
Let him the lion firſt controul, _ 


And ſtill the tiger's famith'd growl. 


Let us, like them, our freedom claim, 
And make him tremble at our name. 
A geu'ral nod approv'd the cauſe, 


| And all the circle ncigh'd applauſe. 


When, lol with grave and ſolemn pace, 
A Steed advanc'd before the race; | 
With age and long experience wile, .. 


| Around the caſt his thoughtful eyes 


And, to the murmurs of the train, 


{T bus ſpoke the Neſtor of the plain; 


— 
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When I had health and ſtrength, like you, 


The toils of ſervitude L knew; 
Now grateful man rewards my pains, 
And gives me all theſe wide domains: 
Ar will I crop the 7 increaſe ; 
My latter life is reſt and peace. 
| grant, to man we lend our 8 
And aid him td correct the plains: 
But doth not he divide the care, 
Through all the Jabours of the year? 
How many thouſand ſtructures riſe, 
To fence us from inclement ſkies ! 
For us he bears the ſultry day, 
And fores up all our winter's hay. | ; 
lle ſows, he reaps the haxveſt's grain; | 
We ſhare the toil, and ſhare the gain. 
Fince ev ry creature was decreed 
To aid each other's mutual need, 
Appeaſe your diſcontented mind, 
And act the part by Heaven athgn'd. 

The tumult cees'd. The Colt ſubmitted ; 
Aud, like his anceſtors, was bitted. | 


a. At 


(166. Fable LIV. The Houndazdthe Huntſman. 


PUPERTINENCE at firſt is borne 
With heedleſs flight, or ſmiles of ſcorn; 
Teaz'd into wrath, what patience bears 
Tie noity fool who perieveres ? 
The morning wakes, the Huntſman founds, 
A: once ruſh forth the joyful hounds. 
They ſeck the wood with eager pace; 
Tiro buth, thro” brier, explore the chace. 
Now, ſcatter'd wide, they try the plain, 
Aud ſnuff the dewy tuif in vain. 
What care, what induſtry, what pain 
What univerſal filence reigns! ' 
Ringwood, a dog of little fame, 
Touny, pert, and ignorant of game, 
At once diſplays bis babbling throat; 
Tie pack, regardleſs of the note, 
Purlue the ſcent; with louder ſtrain 
lle ſtill perſiſts to vex the train. 
The Huntſman to the clamour flies; 
Lie fnacking laſh he ſmartly plies. 
5 1bs all welk'd, with howling tone 
lic Puppy thus expreſs'd his moan: 
know the mafic of my tongue 
Lag ſince the pack with envy ſtung. 
What will not ſpite? Theſe bitter ſmarts 
eto my ſuperior parts. | 
„en puppics prate, the Huntſinan cried, 
Tixy ſhew both ignorance and pride: 
"15 may our ſcorn, not envy, raiſe; 
deny is a kind of praiſe. 
ad not thy forward noify tongue 
oclaim'd thee always in the wrongs 
ou might ſt have mingled with the reſt, 
And ne'er thy fooliſh noiſe confels'd. 
i fools, to talking ever prone, 
it ure to make their follics known. 
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165. Table XLV. The Poet and the Roſe. 
[ HATE the man who builds his name 
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Thus prudes by characters o erthrow 
Imagine that they raiſe their own. 
Thus ſcribblers, covetous of praiſe, 
Think ſlander can tranſplant the bays. 
Beauties and bards have equal pride : 
With both all rivals are Fond OO. 
Who praiſes Leſbia's eyes and feature, 
Muſt call her ſiſter aukward creature; 
For the kind flattery's ſure to charm, 


| When we fome other ny mph diſarm. 


As in the cool of early dax 
A Poet ſought the ſweets of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath aſcends, 
And ev'ry ſtalk with odour bends. 
A Roſe he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd, 
Thus ſinging, as the Muſe inſpir'd: 


Go, Roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace : 


How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envied place 

With never-fading love ! 
There, Phœnix-like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die 
Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 


More fragrant roſes there : 


I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd 


With cnvy and deſpair ! 
One common fate we both muſt prove; 
You die with envy, I with love, 


Spare your compariſons, replied 
An angry Roſe who grew beſide. 
Of all mankind you ſhould not flout us; 
What can a Poet do without us ? 

In ev'ry love-ſong roſes bloom; 

We lend you colour and perfume. 

Does it to Chloe's charms conduce, 

To found her praiſe on our abuſe ? 
Muſt ve, to flatter her, be made 
To wither, envy, pine, and fade? 


— — 


$ 168. Fable XLVI. The Cur, the Horſe, and 
the Shepherd's Dog. | ” 


HE lad of all-ſufficient merit 


| oh With modeſty ne'er damps his ſpirit ; 


Preſuming on his own deſerts, 
On all alike his tongue exerts ; 


His noiſy jokes at random throws, 
And pertly ſpatters friends and foes. 


In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own diſgrace. 

Too late the forward youth ſhall find 
That jokes are ſometimes paid in kind; 
Or, if they canker in the breaſt, 

He makes a foe who makes a jeſt. 

A Village-cur, of ſnappiſh race, 
The perteſt Puppy of the place, 
Imagin'd that his treble throat 
Was bleſt with muſic's ſweeteſt note; 
In the mid- road he baſking lay, 

The yelping nuiſance of the way; 
For not a creature paſs'd along, 
But had ſample of his ſong. 

Soon as the trotting ſteed he hears, 
He ſtarts, he cocks his dapper ears; 

I 25 ö Away 
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Away he ſcours, aſſaults his hoof; 
Now near him ſnarls, now bar ks aloof; 
With farill impertinence attends ; 
Nor leaves him till the village ends. 

It chanc'd, upon his evil day, 
A Pad came pacing down the way : 
The Cur, with never-ccaſing tongue, 
Upon the palling trav'ller ſprung. 
The Horſe, from ſcorn provok'd to ire, 
Flung backward : rolling in the mire 
The Puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay; 
The Pad in peace purſued his way. 

A Shepherd's Dog, who faw the deed, 
Deteſting the vexatious breed, 
Beſpoke him thus: When coxcombs prate, 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate; 
Thy teazing tongue had judgment tied, 


Thou hadtt not Ike a Puppy died. 


§ 169. Fable XLVII. The Court of Death. 


EATH, on a ſolemn night of ſtate, 
In all his pomp of terior fate 

'Th' agendants of Lis gloomy reign, 
Diſcnſes dire, a ghaftly train 
Crovd the vaſt Court. With hollow _ 
A voice thus thunder'd from the throne 

Ts night our miniſter we name, 
Let e ry * ant ſpeak his claun; 
Merit ſliall bear this ebon wand. — 
All, at the w ord, firerch'd forth their hand. 

Fever, with burning heat poſſeſt, 
Advanc'd, and for the wand addreſs'd: 

I ro the weekly bills appcal, 

Ler thoſe exprets wy fervent zcal; 
On cv ry flight occaſion near, 
With violence I perſevere. 

Next Gout appears, with limping pace, 
Plats 87 he thifts from place to place; 
From head to foot how frilt he lies, 
And 255 joint and finew ples ; 

Still working when he ſeems b pen 
A mot tenacious, Rubborn gueſt. 
* haggard Speere from the crew 

Cr als forth, and thus aficrts his due: 

is JI who taint the ſweeteſt joy, 
And in the tape of love dcitroy : 

My thanks, ſank cyes, and not-lefs face, 
Re my pretenhon to the plice. 

Stone urg'd his ever-growing force; 
ANG next Conſumption's s meaęgrè corſe, 

ith {ceble voice that fcarce was he ard, 
Br ke with ſhort coughs, bis ſuit preterr'd : 
Let none object my ling ring way, 
1. gain, like Fabius, by delay; 4 
* atigue and w eulen ev'ry foe 
By long attac . —iecure, though flow. 

Plague repretents his rapid. power, 
Who ſthinn'd a nation in an hour. 

All ſpole their claim, and hop'd the wand. 
Now expectation huſh'd the band, 

Whey thus the monarch from the throne : 

Merit was ever modeſt known. 

What, no Phyſician ſpcak his right? 


- None here! but es their toils requite. 
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And as a courted gu-it deſtroys. 


And cools his palate with the ſpo'l. 


| Shall mourn the folly toon or late. 
A . : * | 
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Let then Intemp'rance take the wand, 
Who fills with gold their zealous hand, 
You Fever, Gout, and all the reſt, 
Whom wary men as foes deteſt, 

Forego your claim; no more pretend; 
Intemp'rance is eficem'd a friend 

He ſhares their mirth, their foctal joys, 


The charge on him mult juſtly fall, 
Who finds emp loyment for you all, 


$ 170. Fable XLVIII. The Gardener andthe Ha 


A GARD'NER of peculiar taſte 

On a young Hog his favour plac'd, 
Who fed not with the common heid ; 
His tray was to the hall preferr'd. 
He vallow'd underneath the board, 
Or in his maſter's chamber tnor'd 
Who tondly ſtrok'd him ev'ry day, | 
And tauglit him all the puppy's play. 
Whierc'er ke went, the grunung friend 
Ne'er fail'd his pleaſure to attend. 

As on a time the loving pair 
Walk'd forth to tend the garden's care, 
The Maſter thus addreſs'd the Swine : 

My houſe, my garden, all is thinc. 
On rurnips feaſt whenc'er you plcaſe, 
And riot in my bcans and peaſe ; 

If rhe potatoe's taſte delights, 

Or the red carrot's {ſweet invites, 
Indulge thy morn and ev 'ning hours, 
But let due care regard my flow'rs. 
My tulips are my garden” s pride, 
What vaſt expence thoſe beds ſupplied! 

The Hog by chance one morning roam d, 
Where with new ale the veſſels foam'd : 
He munches now the ſtreaming grains; 
Now with full will the liquor drains, 
Intoxicating fumes ariſe ; 

He reels, he rolls his w inking eyes; 

Then, ftagg'ring, through the garden ſcours, 
And treads down painted ranks of flow'rs. 
With delving ſnout he turns the. foil, 


The Maſter came, the ruin ſpicd; 
Villain, ſuſpend thy rage ! he cried: 
IIaſt thou, thou moſt ungrateful fot! 
My charge, my only charge forgot ? 
What, all my flow'rs No more he ſaid, 
But gaz'd, and figh'd, and hung his head. 

The Hog with ſtutt ring ſpeech returns, 
Explain, dir, why your anger burns. 
See there, untouch'd, vour tulips firew ny 
For I devour'd the roots alone. 

At this the Gard'ner's paſſion grows; 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows. 
The ſtubborn brute the blows ſuſtains, 
Aſſaults his leg, and tears his veins. 

Ah, fooliſh ſwain! tco late you find, 
That flies were for ſuch friends deſign d. 

Homeward he limps with painful] pace, 
Reflecting thus on paſt diſgrace : 
Who cheriſhes a brutal mate 
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1. Fable XLIX. The Man and the Flea. 


HETHER in earth, in air, or main, 
W Sure ev'ry thing alive is vain ! 
Does not the hawk all fowls ſurvey 
A; deftin'd only for his prey? 
And do not tyrants, prouder things, 
Think men were born for ſlaves to Kings? 


When the crab views the pearly ſtrands, 


or Tagus, bright with golden ſands, 
Or crawls beſide the coral grove, 
And hears the occan roll above 
Nature is too profule, ſays he, 
Who gave all theſe to pleaſure me] 

When bord'ring pinks and roſes bloom, 
And ev'ry garden breathes perfume; 
When peaches glow with ſunny dyes, 
Like Laura's cheek when bluſhes riſe ; 
When with huge figs the branches bend, 
When cluſters Fom the vine depend ; 
The ſnail looks round.on flow'r and tree, 
And cries, All theſe were made for me ! 

hat dignity's in human nature! 
days Man, the moſt conceited creature, 
As from a cliff he caſt his eyes, 
And view'd the fea and arched ſkies : 
The ſun was funk bencath the main ; 

he moon, and all the ſtarry train, | 
Hung the vaſt vault of heaven. The Man 
His contemplation thus began : 

When I bchold this glorious ſhow, 
And the wide wat'ry world bclow, 
The ſcaly people of the main, | 
The beaſts that range the wood or plain, 
The wing'd inhabitants of air, 
The day, the night, the various vear, 
And know all theſe by Heaven defign'd 
As gifts to pleaſure human-kind ; | 
| cannot raiſe my worth too high; 
Ot what vaſt conſequence am I. 

Not of th' importance you ſuppoſe, 
Replies a Flea upon his noſe : _ 
Be humble, learn thyſelf to ſcan; 
Know, pride was never made for Man. 

ls Vanity that ſwells thy mind. 
What, heaven and earth for thee deſign'd ! 
tor thee! made only for our need, 
Thay more important Fleas might feed. 


— 


172, Fable L. The Hare and many Friends. 


RAENDSHIP, like love, is but a name, 
Unleſs to one you ſtint the flame, 
The child, whom many fathers ſhare, 
Hath ſeldom known a father's care. 
Tis thus in friendſhip; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 
Hare, who in a civil way | 
omplied with ev'ry thing, like GAY, 
ds known by all the beſtial train 
ho haunt the wood, or graze the plain, 
er Care Was, never to offend : 
And ev'ry creature was her friend, 
As forth the went, at carly dawn, 


To taſte the dew-befprinkled lawn, 
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Excuſe me, then. 


Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
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Behind ſhe hears the hunter's cries, 

And from the ſecp-mouth'd thunder flies: 

She ſtarts, ſhe ſtops, ſhe pants for breath; 

She hears the near advance of death; 

She doubles to miſlead the hound, 

And meaſures back her mazy round; 

Till, fainting in the public way, 


Half-dead with fear ſhe gaſping lay. 


What tranſport in her boſom grew, 


When firſt the Horſe appear'd in view! 


Let me, ſays ſhe, your back aſcend, 
And owe my fafety to a friend, 
You know my feet betray my flight ; 
To friendſhip ev'ry burthen's light. 
The Horſe replied, Poor honeſt Puſs ! 
It grieves my heart to ſee thee thus : 
Be comforted, relief 1s near ; 
For all your friends are in the rear, 
She next the ſtately Bull implor'd, 
And thus replied the mighty lord; 
Since ev*ry beaſt alive can tell 
That I fincercly with you well, 
I may, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 
Love calls me hence; a fav'rite cow 
Expects me near yon barley-mow ; 


And when a lady's in the caſe, 


You know all other things give place. 

To leave you thus might ſcem unkind; 
But fee, the Goat is juſt behind. 8 
The Goat remark'd her pulſe was high, 

Her languid head, her heavy eye; 

My back, fays he, may do you harm; 
The Shcep's at hand, and wool is warm. 
The Shcep was feeble, and complain'd 

His ſides a load of wool ſuſtain'd: 

Said he was flow, confeſs'd his fcars; 

For hounds cat Sheep as well as Hares, 
She now the trotting Calf addreſs'd, 

To ſave from death a friend diſtreſs'd, 

Shall I, ſays he, of tender age, 


Ia this important care engage? 


Older and abler paſs'd you by; 

How ſtrong are thoſe! how weak am TI! 
Should I preſume to bear you hence, 
Thoſe friends of mine may take offence, 
You know my heart, 
But deareſt friends, alas! muſt part. 
How ſhall we all lament! Adicu! _ 
For, ſce, the hounds are juſt in view. 


— 


— 


$ 173. Sleep. YouNG, 


TIRP Nature's ſweet reſtorer, balmy Sleep? 


He, like the world, his ready viſit pays 
Where Fortune ſmiles! the wretched he forſakes 


And lights on lids unſullied with a tear. 


————— 


$ 174» Addreſs to the Deity. YouNG.. 


PROV, who didſt put to flight 
Primæval Silence, when the morning ſtars, 


| Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; 


O THov, whole word from ſolid darkneſs _ | 
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That ſpark, the ſun; ſtrike wiſdom from my ſoul; 
My ſoul which flies to Thee, her truſt, her treaſure, 
As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. 

Thro' this opaque of Nature and of Soul, 
This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten and ro cheer, O lead my mind 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woc) 
Lead it thro' various ſcenes of Life and Death; 
And from each ſeene the nobleſt truths infpire. 
Nor leſs inſpire my Conduct than my Song; 
Teach my beſt reaſon, reafon; my beſt will 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm reſolve 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long arrcar ; 

Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 


$ 175, Time. YOUNG. 

THE hell ſtrikes One. We take no note of Time 
But from its loſs. To give it then a tongue 
Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 
J feel the folemn found. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours : flood. 
Where are they? With the years beyond the 
It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch : | 
How much is to be done? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down—on what? a fathomlets abyts ; 
A eread eternity! how ſurely nunc! 
And can eternity belong to me, 

Poor penſioner on the bounties of an hour ? 


& 176. Reflection on Man. YOUNG. 

O\V poor, how rich, how abicct, how auguſt, 
How comphcate, how wonderful is man! 

Flow pathng wonder He who made him ſuch ! 
Who centred in our make ſuch ſtrange extremes 
From diff rent natures marvellouſly mix'd, 

Connettion-exquilite of diſtant worlds: 

Diſtinguiſh'd link in being's endleſs chain! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 

A beam crhereal, ſullied and abſorpt! 

Tho” ſullſed and dithonour'd, ſtill divine! 

Dim miniature of greatnels abfolutc ! 

An heir of glory! a trail child of duſt! 

Helplets immortal! inſect intinite ! 

A worm! a god! -I tremble at myſelf, 

Aud ein myſelf am loſt! at home a ſtranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, ſurpris'd, aghaſt, 
And wond'ring at her own: How realvn reels! 

QO what a miracle to man 1s man, 
Privmphautly dittrets d! what joy, what dead! 
Alternately trauſported and alarm'd; | 
What can preſerve my lite! or what deſtroy ; 
An angel's arm can't match me from the grave; 
_ beyions of angels can't confine me theres 


as 


_— 
— 
— 


9 77. Life and Eternity, YOUNG, 
Nils i, the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the veflibule; 
Life's theatre as yet is thut, aud death, 
Strong death, alone can heave the mally bat; 
is gots inpedimer of clay remure{ | 
oe” | 


- 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Boo]. 


And make us embryos of exiſtence fice. 

From real life but little more remote 

Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 

The future embryo flumb'ring in his fire, 

Embryos we mult be till we burſt the ſhell, 

Yon ambient azure ſhell, and fpring to life, 

The life of gods, oh tranſpoit! and of man, 
Yet man, fool man! here buries all his though 

Inters celeſtial hopes without one ſigh. 

Priſoner of carth, and pent beneath the moon, 


| Here pinions all his wiſhes ; wing'd by Heaven 
[ . * . . 
To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 


Where ſeraphs gather immortality, 

On life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrohal cluſt ring glow, 
In His full beam, and ripen for the juſt; 
Where momentary ages are no more! ([pire! 
Where time, and pain, and chance, and death ex- 
And is it in the fliglit of threeſcore years, 

To puſh eternity from human thought, 

And {mother ſouls immortal in the duſt ? 

A foul immortal, ſpending all her fires, 
Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous 1dlencſs, 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 
At aught this ſcene can threaten or indulge, 
Reſembles ocean into tempeſt wrought, 

To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 


§ 1578. Time and Death. Youx6. 


EACH moment has its ſickle, emulous 
+ Ct Time's enormous ſeythe, wholc ampleſwey 
Strikes empires from the root; each moment play 
His little weapon in the narrower ſphere 
Of tweet domeſtic comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary bliſs. 
Bliſs! ſublunary bliſs proud words and vain; 
[mplicit treaſon to divine decree 
A bold invaſion of the rights of Heaven! 
I claſp'd the phantoms, and I found them av. 
O had 1 weigh'd it ere my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had miſs'd my heart ! 
Death! great proprictor of all ! tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the fiar: 
The tun himſelf by thy permithon ſhines, ; 
And one day thou thalt pluck him from his ſphere, 
Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 
Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreck d on me? 
Luſatiate archer! could not once ſuffice? lain; 
Thy ſhatt flew thrice, and thrice my peace Ws 
And thrice, erethrice yon moon had fill'd her hor. 
O Cynthia! why fo pale? Doſt thou lament | 
Thy wretched neiz':bour? Grieve to ſee thy Abe: 
Of ccaſeleſs change outwhirl'd in human life 


s " 


) 


—— — 


How wanes my borrow'd bliſs! from fortune? 
Precarious courteſy ! not virtue's ſure, [ (mite 
Self-given, ſolar ray of found delight. 

In ev'ry varicd poſture, place, and hour, 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy ! , 
Thouglit, buſy thought! roo buſy for my peack! 
Thro' the dark poſtern of time long elaps d, 
Led ſoftly, by the ſtillneſs of the night, 


Led like a murderer (and ſuch it proves“) 
| Says (wretched rover !) o'er the pleaſing ou 


Book I. 


In queſt of wretchedneſs perverſcly ge ; 
And finds all deſart now; and meets the ghoſts 
Of my departed joys, a num rous train! 
I rue the riches of my former fate; 
eweet Comfort's blaſted cluſters 1 lament : 
| tremble at the bleſſings once ſo dear; 
And ev'ry pleaſure pains me to the heart. 
Yet why complain? or why complain for one ? 
Hangs out the fun his luſtre but for me, 
The fingle man? Are angels all beſide ? 
{ mourn for millions: tis the common lot 
In this ſhape, or in that, has fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman born, 
Not more the children, than ſure heirs of pain. 


{ 179. Opprefſion, Want, and Diſeaſe. YOUNG. 


WAE. Famine, Peſt, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteſtine broils, Oppreſſion, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple braſs, behege mankind. 
God's image, diſinherited of day, 
lere, plung'd in mines, forgets a ſun was made: 
There, beings, deathleſs as their haughty lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life, 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap deſpair. 
Some, for hard maſters, broken under arms, 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
Beg bitter bread thro” realms their valour fav'd : 
It to the tyrant, or his minion, doom, 
Want, and incurable diſcaſe (fell pair!) 
On hopeleſs multitudes remorſeleſs ſcize 
At once, and make a refuge of the grave. 
How groaning hoſpitals eject their dead! 
What numbers groan for ſad admiſſion there ! 
What numbers, once in fortunc's lap high fed, 
dolicit the cold hand of charity | 
To ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain! 
Ye filken ſons of pleaſure ! ſince in pains 
You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit here, 
And breathe from your debauch ; give, and reduce 
durfeit's dominion o'er you: but ſo great 
Your impudence, you bluſh at what is right. 
Happy! did forrow ſeize on ſuch alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue ſave ; 
Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt temperance, _ 
Aud punithment the guiltleſs ; and alarm, 
Thro' thickeſt ſhades, purſues the fond of 
Man's caution often into danger rurns, 
And, his guard falling, cruſhes him to death. 
Not happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 
Our very wiſhes give us not our wiſh, 
low diſtant oft the things we doat on moſt 
From that for which we doat, felicity ! 
Ihe ſmootheſt courſe of nature has its pains ! 
And trueſt friends, thro error, wound our reſt. 
Without misfortune, what calamitics ! | 
And what hoſtilities without a foc ! 
vr are foes wanting to the beſt on earth. 
Bur endleſs is the liſt of human ills, 
And fighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe to ſigh. 


Peace. 


180. Death. YouxG. 
BEWARE, Lorenzo! a flow ſudden death. 
How arcadful that deliberate ſurprite ! 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


It makes us wander; wander ct around 


* 
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Be wiſe to-day; tis madneſs to defer; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead; 
Thus on, till wiſdom is puſh'd out of life. 
Procraſtination is the thief of time; 

Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 

And to the mercics of a moment leaves 

The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene, 

If not fo frequent, would not this be ſtrange ? 
That 'tis fo frequent, this is ſtranger ſtill. 

Of man's miraculous miſtakes, this bears 


| The palm, «That all men are about to live,” 


For ever on the brink of being born. 

All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They one day ſhall not drivel; and their pride 
On this reverſion takes up ready praite , 

At leaſt, their own ; their future ſelves applauds; 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead! 
Time lodg'd in their own hands is Folly's vails; 


That lodg'd in fite's, to wiſdom they conſign; 


The thing they can't but purpoſe they poſtpone : 
Tis not in folly not to ſcorn a fool; 

And ſcarce in human wiſdom to do more. 

All promiſe is poor dilatory man. 

And that thro' ev'ry ſtage ; when young, indeed, 


| In full content we ſometimes nobly reſt, 


Unanxious for ourſelves ; and only with, 

As dutcous ſons, our fathers were more wiſe. 

At thirty, man ſuſpects himſelf a fool; 

Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan; 

Art fifty chides his infamous delay, 

Puſhes his prudent purpoſe to reſolve; 

In all the magnanimity of thought _ 

Reſolves, and re- reſolves; then dies the ſame, 
And why? Becauſe he thinks himſelf immortal. 

All men think all men mortal but themiclves; _ 

Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of fate 

Strikes through their wounded hearts the ſudden 

dread; 


| But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 


Soon cloſe; where paſs'd the ſhaft no trace is found, 
As from the u ing no ſcar the {ky retains, c 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel; 

So dies ia human hearts the thought of death. 
Ev'n with the tender tear which nature theds 


Oer thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 


§ 18x. Inconſiftency of Man. YouNG. 
At how unjuſt to nature and himſelf. 
Is thoughtleſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent man! 


Like children babbling nonſenſe in their ſports, 


{| We cenſure nature for a ſpan too ſhort ; 


That ſpan too ſhort we tax as tedious too; 


Torture invention, all expedients tire, 


To lath the ling' ring moments into ſpeed, 

And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourſelves 
Art, brainleſs art! our furious chariotcer 

(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recal) 


Drives headlong tow'rds the precipice of death; 


Death, moſt ourdread; death thus more dreadful 
O what a riddle of abſurdity ! made: 
Leiſure is pain; takes off our chariot Wheels; 
How heavily we drag the load of life! 

Bleſt leiſure is our curſe ; like that of Cain, 


Th 


I; 
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To fly that tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groan'd 


The world bencath, we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry for mercy to the next amuſement; 
The next amuſement mortgages our fields; 
Slight inconvenience! priſons hardly frown, 
From hatcfal Time if priſons ſet us free. 

Yet, when Death kindly tenders us relief, 

We call him cruel ; years to moments ſhrink, 
Ages to years. The teleſcope is turn'd. 

To man's falle optics (f: om. his folly falſe) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And ſcems to creep, decrepit with his age. 
Beiold him when pſt by; what then is feen 
But his broad pinions, ſwifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction ftrong, 
Rueful, aghaſt cry out on his career. 

We reve, we wreft'e with Great Nature's plan 
We thwart the Deity ; aud dis decreed, 

Who thwart his will {hail contradict their own. 
Hence our ung atural quarrels with ouriclves ; 
Our thoughts at enmity z our boſom bioils; 
We puth ume from us, and we with him back; 
Laviſh of luſtrums, and yet fond of lite; \ thun; 


Life we think long, and ſhort: Death ſcek, and 


Body and foul, like pecviſh man and wife, 
United jar, and yet ace loch to part. 


* 


§ 182. Vanity. YOUNG. 

OH the dark days of vanity! while here, 

How tafteleis ! and how terrible when gone! 
Gone! they neer go; when pait, they haunt us 
The ſpirit walks of ev'ry day deccas'd; [ill 
And ſmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death nor life delight us. If time paſt 
And time poſſeſt both pain us, what can pleaſe? 
That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 
Time us d. The man who conſecrates his hours 
By vig'rous effort, and an honeſt aim, 
At once he draws the ſting of life and death; 
He walks with Nature, and her paths are peace. 


— 


6 133. Paternai Love. YOUNG. 

| PATHERS alone a Father's heart can know ; 
| hat ſecret tides of ſtill enjoyment Blow 

* When brothers love! but if their hate ſaccceds, 

They wage the war; but 'tis the Father blceds. 


— —— 


§ 184. Conſcience. YouXNG. 


And fteals our embryos of iniquity, 

As all-rapacious uſurers conceal 

Their doomſday-book from all-conſuming hein, 
Thus, with indulgence moſt ſevere, ſhe treat 
Us {pendthrifts of ineſtimable Time; 
Unnoted notes each moment miſapplied; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of braſs 
Writes our whole hiſtory, which Death ſhall read 
In ev ry pale delinquem's private car: 

And judgment publiſh, publiſh to more worlds 
Than this; and endlets age in groans reſound. 


$ 145. Od Age. YouNG, 
W. HEN men once reach their autumn, ſickly 
joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees, 
An cry little breath misfortune blows ; 
Tul, luft quite naked of their happineſs, 
Iutge chill blaſts of winter they expire. 
This is the common lot. 


$ 186.  Self-Love. YOUNG. 
HO venerate themſelves, the world deſpiſe 
For what, gay friend! is this eicutcheon'd 
world, 

Which hangs out death in one eternal night? 

A night that glooms us in the noon-tide ray, 
And wreps our thought, at banquets, in the 
Life's little ſtage is a imall eminence, - ( ſhroud, 


Inch-highi the grave above; that home of man, 


Where dwells the multitude: We gaze around; 
We read their monuments ; we figh; and while 
We figh we fink, and are what we deplor'd; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot ! 

Is death at diſtance? No: he has been on thee; 
And giv'n fare earncft of his final blow. 
Thoſe h 7 th: | [v1 TH here -e thev 13 
L NVNENOUVSTRATIAFCLY NIL Cy, Where are they NO) 
Palld to thought, and ghaitly ! drown d, 4 

drown 
In that great deep which nothing diſembogues 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee {mall renow?. 
The reſt are on the wing: How fleet their fag: 
Already has the fatal train took tire 
A moment, and the world's blown up to thee; 
The ſun is darkncts, and the ftars are duſt. 


* 


§ 187. Communion with Paſt Hours. voss. 


„ | of ſve greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; 
N O TREACH RO US Conſcience! while the And afk them what report they bore 9 
ſeems to ſlcep | | heaven, news, 
if On roſe and myrtle, lull'd with fyren ſong ; And how they might have borne more welcome 
4 While the ſeems nodding o'er her charge, to drop | Their anſwers form what men Experience ca; 
'q On hcadlong Appetite the flacken'd rein, II Wiſdom's friend, her beſt ; if not, workt tor, 
4 And give us up to licence, unrecall'd, O reconcile them! Kind Experience cries, | 
[ | Unmwk'd— ſce, from behind her ſecret ſtand, „There's nothing here but what as noting 
} The fly informer minutes ev'ry fault, F weighs; 
1 And her dread diary with horror fills. The more our joy, the more we know it rain, 
( | Not the groſs Act alone employs her pen « And by ſucceſs are tutor'd to deſpair.” 

l | She reconnoitres Fancy 's airy band, Nor is it only thus, but muſt be fo. : 
5 A watchful foe | the formidable ſpy, | Who knows not this, tho' giev, is fill a child. 
iq Lift'ning, o'erhuars the whiſpers. of our camp + | Looſe then from earth the graſp of fond deſuc, 


Our dawning purpoics of heart explores, Weigh anchor, and fome happier cliime explore. 


9 12% 


Book IJ. 
$ 188. * Conſcience. YOUNG. 
CO ENCE, what art thou? Thou tremen- 


dous pow T |! 
Who doſt inhabit us without our leave; 
And att within ourtclves, another ſelf; 
A maſter-ſelf, that loves to domincer, 
And treat the monarch frankly as the ſlave. 
How doſt thou light a torch to diftant deeds ! 
Make the paſt preſent, and the future frown: 
| How cver and anon awake the ſoul, 
As with a peal of thunder, to ſtrange horrors, 
In this long reſtleſs dream, which ideots hug; 
Nay, wife men flatter with the name of lite ! 


$. 189. Lije. YouSG. 


— LIFE ſpeeds away 

From point to point, tho ſeeming to ſtand fill. 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ticalth: | 
Too ſubtile is the movement to be ſeen ; 

Yet ſoon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger; gnomons, time: 
As theſe are uſeleſs when the fun 1s ſer, 

do thoſe but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines, 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all; in reaion's cye, | 
That ſedentary thadow travels hard. 

But ſuch our gravitation to the wrong, 

So prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 
'Tis later with the wiſe than he's aware: 

A *Wilmington goes flower than the fun : 
And all mankind miſtake their time of day, 
kv'n age itſelf, Freſh hopes are howly town 
In furrow'd brows. To gentle life's deſcent 
Ve ſhut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter for the ſpring, 
Aud turn our bleſſings into bane. Since oft 
Man muſt compute that age he cannot feel, 
Ne ſcarce believes he's older for his years. 
haus, at life's lateſt eve, we Keep in tore 

One diſappointment ſure, to crown the reſt, 
The difappointment of a promis'd hour. 


| $ 190. Bliſs. YOUNG. 
—— MUCH is talk'd of bliſs ; it is the art 


i uch as have the world in their poſſciton, 

To give it a good name, that fouls may cnvy : 
For envy to {mall minds is flattery. 

How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile, 
Againſt their conſciences! And this we know z 
a; Knowing, diſbelteve; and try again tion: 
hat we have tried, and ſtruggle with convic- 
Each new experience gives the former credit, 
And reverend grey threeſcore is but a voucher, 
1 hat thirty told js true. 


Y 


5 191. Friendſbip. YOUNG. 
KNow'lt thou, Lorenzo, what a friend contains? 
As bees mixt nectar draw from fragrant flowers, 
. men, trom Friendihip, Wiſdom and Delight ; 
wins tied by nature, if they part they die. | 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


1 - . - » . 
Haft thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach, air, 
Good ſenſe will ta gnate. Thoughts ut up, want 
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And ſpoil, like bales unopen'd to the ſun. 


Had thought been all, tweet ſpeech had been 


denied ; s terion too! 


| Speech, thought's canal! ſpeech, thought's cri- 


Tt hought in the mine may come forth gold or 
droſs; 5 
When coin'd in words, we know its real worth. 


| If ſterling, tore it for thy future ule ; 


"I will buy thee benefit, perhaps reaown. 
Thovugit too, deliver'd, is the more potteſt 
Teaching we learn, and giving we retain 


| The births of intellect, when dumb forgot. 


Speech ventilares our intellectual fire; 
Speech burniſhes our mental magazine, 
Briglitens for ornament, and whets for uſe. 


| What numbers, ſheath'd in crudition, lie 


Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 

And ruſted in; who might have borne an edge, 

And play'd a ſprightly beam, if born to ſpecch; 

If born vlieſt heirs of half their mother's tongue! 

'Tis tliought's exchange, which, like th'alternate 
puſh 

Of waves confliciing, breaks the learned ſcum, 


And defecates the ttudent's ſtanding pool. 


§ 192. Wiſdom, Friendjbip, Joy, and Happineſs. 
YouNG, 

VW 1SDOM, tho' richer than Peruvian mines, 
And ſwecter than the ſweet ambroſial hive, 

What is ſhe but the means of Happinels ! 

That unobtain'd, than folly more a tool; 

A melancholy feol without her bells. 

Friendſhip, the means of wildom, richly gives 

The pꝛecious end which makes our wiſdom wiſe. 

Nature, in zcal for human amity, | 

Denies or dawps an undivided joy. 

Joy is an import; joy 18 an exchange; 

Joys flies monopolitts : it calls for LW 900O 

Rich fruit! Heaven-plantcd! never pluck'd by One. 

Needful auxiliars are our friends, ro give 

o ſocial man true reliſh of himſelf, 

Full on ourſelves deſcending in a line, 


Pleature's bripiit beam is feeble in delight 


Delight intenſe is taken by rebuund ; 
Reverberatcd plcafures tire the breaſt, 
Celeſtial Happineſs, whene'er ſhe {toops 


To vifr earth, one ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 


And one atone, to make her ſweet amends 

For ablent heaven—the boſom cf-a friend; 

Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſoft, 

Each other's pillow to repoic divine. 

Beware the counter feit: In paſſion's flame 

Hearts melt, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze.. 

True love firikes root in Reaſon, paſhon's fee ; 

Virtuc alone entenders us for life : 

| wrong her much—entenders us for ever. 

Of Friendſhip's faireſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 

Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire, 

And cmulouſly rapid in her race. 

O the ſoft enmity ! endearing ftrife ! , 

This carries fricadſhip to her noontide point, 

And gives the rivet of eternity. [ themes, 
From Friendſhip, which outlives my former 

„ Glorieus 


* Lord Wilmington. 


120 


Glorious ſurvivor of old Time and Death! [ ſeeds, 
From Friendlhip thus, that flow'r of heavenly 
The wiſe extract earth's moſt Hyblean bliſs, 
Superior wiſdom, crown'd with {miling joy. 

f Bus for whom bloſſoms this Elyſian flow'r ? 
Abroad they tind, who cheriſh it at home. 
Lorenzo, pa don what my love extorts, 

An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho! choice of follies faſten on the great, 
None clings more obſtinate, than fancy fond 
That facred friendihip is their caſy prey; 
Cavgiit by the wafture of a golden lure, 
Or Sſcinaticn of a hizh-born ſmile, [ out 
Their ſmiles the Great, and the Coquette, throw 
For others hearts, tenacious of their own; 

And we no leis of ours, when ſuch the bair. 

Ye fortune's cofferers! Ye pow'rs of wealth ! | 
Can gold gain friendihip ? Impudence of hope!“ 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 

Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo, pride repreſs; nor hope to find 

A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 
All like the purchaſe, few the price will pay; 
And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 


$ 193. Friendſhip. Vous. 
ELIBERATE on all things with thy friend: 
But fince friends grow not thick on ev'ry 
Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core; { bough, 
Firſt oa thy friend delib'rate with thyſelf ; 
Pauſe, ponder, fift ; not eayer in the choice, 
Nor jcalous of the choſen ; tixivg, fix; | 
udge before friendſhip, then confide till death. 
Vell for thy friend, but nobler far for thee. 
How gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize! 
A friend is wr all hazards we can run. 
Poor is the friendleſs maſter of the world: 
A world in purchaſe for a friend js gain.” 
O! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, 
And elevating ſpirit, of a friend, 
For twenty ſummers ripening by my fide; 
All feculence of falſchood long thrown down; 
All ſocial virtues riſing in his ſoul, 
As cryſtal clear, and ſmiling as they riſe! 
Here nectar flows; it ſparkles in our fight; 
Rich to the taſte, and genuine from the licart. 
High-favqur'd bliſs for gods ! on carth how rare! 


$ 194. Happineſs. YOUNG. 
THRIC E happy they who fleep in humble life, 
Hencath the ſtorm ambition blows, Tis meet 
The Gruat ſhould have the fame of happineſs, 
The couſolation of a little envy | 
Tis all their pay for thoſe ſuperior cares, 
T hole pangs of heart, their vaſſals ne'er can feel. 


1 
——_— 
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9 19%. Difjo/utien M a Virtnons Man. Vo NG. 

THE chamber where the good man mcets his 
fate, 

Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 

Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| How dreadful, then, to meet them all atone, 


And, ſpite of their licentious allies, keep 


Book! 


Receive the bleſſing; and adore tlie chance 
That threw in this Betheſda your diſeaſe; 

If unreſtor'd by this, deſpair your cure. 

For here reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwells ; 

A death»bed's a detecter of the heart. 

Here tir'd diſſimulation drops her maſque, 

T hro' life's grimace, that miſtreſs of the ſccne! 
Here real and apparent are the fame. 

You ſee the man; you fee his hold on heaven, 


If found his virtue, as Philander's ſound. J fried 


Heaven waits not the laſt moment; owns her 
On this fide death; and points them out to men, 
A lecture ſilent, but of fov'reign pow'r! | 
To vice, confuſion; and to virtue, pace, 


Whatever farce the boaſtful hero plays, 


Virtue alone has majeſty in death; 
| And greater ſtill, the more tlie tyrant frown, - 


$ 196. Love. YouNs. 
LOVE calls for love. Not all the pride ef 


beauty; 
Thoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is made af; 
Thoſe hps whole touch is to be hought with life! 
Thoſe hills of driven ſrow, which ſeen are fck: 
All theſe poſſeſt are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the ſubſtance, of an inward palſion, 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart, 


> * — — " 


$ 197. Pleaſures of Meditation. You, 

FROM Dreams, where thought in fancy via 
runs mad, 

To Reaſon, that heaven- lighted lamp in man, 
Once more I wake; and at the deſtin'd hour, 
Punctual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 
I keep my athgnation with my woe. 

O!] loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, 
Loſt to the noble fallies of the foul! 
Wi think it ſolitude to be alone. 
Communion ſweet! communion large and high! 
Cur Reaſon, Guardian Angel, and our God! 
Then ncareft theſe, when others moſt remote; 
And all, ere long, ſhall be remote but theſe. 


A ſtranger ! unacknowlcdg'd ! unapprov'd ! 
Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy 
To win thy wiſh, creation has no more: | breaſt; 
Or if we with a fourth, it is a friend 
But friends how mortal | dang'rous the deſire 


d 19% Beauty. YOUNG. 
BEAUTY alone is but of little worth; 

, ** Bur when the ſoul and body of a picce 

Both thine alike, then they obtain a price, 
And are a fit reward for gailant actions. 


$ 199, Paſſims. YOUNG. 


] 
WHEN Reaſon, like the ſkilful chariotcer, 
Can break the fiery paſſions to the bit, 


The radiant track of glory; paſſions then 


Fly, re Frofauc! Ir not, draw ncar with ave, 


| Arc aids and ornaments, Triumphant Reaſon, 
. , — "4.1% 
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Firm in her ſeat, and ſwift in her career, 
Enjoys their violence; and, ſmiling, thanks 
Their le flame for high-renown. 


8 FI” 4 


——— 


5 200. Picture of Narciſſa, r of ber 
pineral, and a Reflection upon Man. YouNG. 
WEET harmoniſt! and beautiful as ſweet ! 

8 And young as beautiful! and ſoft as young! 

And gay as ſoft! and innocent as gay! | 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good! 
For fortune fond had built her neſt on high. 
Like birds quite exquiſate of note and plume, 
Transfix'd by fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the ſummit of the grove the fell, 
And left it unharmonious ! All its charms 
Extinguiſh'd in the wonders of her ſong! 
Her ſong till vibrates in my raviſh'd ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(0 to forget her!) thrilling thro” my heart 

Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy! this 
Of bright ideas, flow'rs of paradiſe, [ group 
As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind, 
Kneel, and preſent it to the ſkies; as all 
We gueſs of heaven, and theſe were all her own. 
And ſhe was mine; and I was—evas /—moſt 
Gay title of the deepeſt miſery ! 8 
As bodies grow more pond'rous robb'd of life, 
Good loft weighs more in grief than gain d in joy. 
Like bloflom'd trees o erturn'd by vernal ſtorm, 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay; 
And if in death ſtill lovely, lovelier there; 
Far lovelier! pity ſwells the tide of love. 
And will not the ſevere excuſe a figh ? | 
deorn the proud man that is aſham d to weep ; 
Our tears indulg'd indecd defcrve our ſhame. 
Ye that cer loſt an angel! pity me. 

Soon as the luſtre languith'd in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human fight ; 
And on her cheek, the reſidence of ſpring, 
Pale omen fat, and ſcatter'd fears around 
On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gaze 
That once had fecn? )—with haſte, parental haſte, 
I few, I ſnatch d her from the rigid north, 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the ſun; the ſun 
(As if the ſun could envy) check'd his beam, 
Venied his wonted ſuccour; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
. A lilies, not 1o fair! 

een lilies! and ye painted populace 

Who dwell in field art lead te lives; 
In morn and ev'ning dew your beauties bathe, 
And drink the ſun ; Which gives your cheeks to 


And out-bluſh (mine excepted) every fair; | glow, 


You gladlier grew, ambitions of her hand, 
* lich often cropt your odours, incenſc meet 
Jo thought fo pure! Ye lovely fugitives! 
Cooyal race with man ! for man you ſmile; 
* ly not ſmile at him too? You thare indeed 
His ſudden paſs, but not his conſtant pain. 
So man 1s made, nought miniſters delight, 
t what his glowing paſſions can engage; 
nd glowing paſſions, bent on aught below, 
Mut ſoon or late with anguiſh turn the ſcale; 
7 
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| Then ſplcen to duſt ? the duſt of innocence? 
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And anguiſh, after rapture, how ſevere ! 
Rapture? Bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By plucking fruit denied to mortal taſte, 
While here preſuming on the rights of Heaven. 
For tranſport doſt thou call on cv'ty hour, 
Lorenzo? At thy fricnd's expence be wile z 
Lean not on earth, twill pierce thee to the heart; 
A broken reed at beſt, but oft a ſpear; 
On its ſharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 
Turn, hopeleſs thoughts! turn from her :— 
__. thought repell'd 
Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woe, _ 
Snatch d ere thy prime, and in thy bridal hour! 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, ſmil'd ! 
And when high flavour'd thy freſh op'ning joys “ 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy blits com- 
lete! 
And Me forcign ſhorc, where ſtrangers wept?! - 
Strangers to thee ; and, more ſurpriſing ill, 
Strangers to kindneſs wept : their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears; ſtrange tears! that trickled down 
From marble hearts! ot durate tenderneſs 
A tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere; 


In ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, ſteel'd; 


While nature melted, ſuperſtition rav'd ; 

That mourn'd the dead, and thts denied a grave, 
Their ſighs incens d, ſighs foreign to the will + 
Their will the tiger ſuck'd, outrag'd the ſtorm, 

For, oh! the curs'd ungodlineſs of zeal ! 


While ſinful fleſh relented, ſpirit nurs'd 


In blind infallibility's embrace, 
The fainted fpirit petrified the breaſt; 
Denicd the charity of duſt, to ſpread 
O'er duſt ! a charity their dogs enjoy, 
What could I do? what ſuccour? whe reſource ? 
With pious ſacrilege a grave I ftole, , 
With impious piety that grave I wrong'd ; 
Short in my duty, coward in my grief ! 


More like her murderer than friend, I cre 


With ſoft ſuſpended ſtep, and muffled deep 

In midnight darkneſs whiſper'd my laſt ſigh. 

I whiſper'd what ſhould echo thro? their realms; 

Nor writ her name whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the 
ſkies. | | 

Preſumpruous fear! How durſt I dread her foes, 


1 While nature's loudeſt dictates I obey'd ? 


Pardon neceſſity, bleſt ſhade! Of grief 

And indignation rivl burſts I pour'd; 

Half execration mingled with my pray'r; 
Kindled ar man, while I his God ador'd; 

Sore grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred duft ; 
Stamp'd the curs'd foil; and with humanity 
(Denicd Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 

_ Glows my reſentment into guilt? What guily 
Can equal violations of the dead ? | 


| The dead how ſacred ! Sacred is the duſt 


Of this heaven-labour'd forin, erect, divine; 


This heaven-afſum*d majeſtic robe of earth 
He dcign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 
| With azure bright, and cloth'd the ſun in gold. 


When ev'ry patlion ſleeps that can offend ; 


i When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive that can melt; 


When man can wreak his rancour uncontroul'd, 
That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill-will ; 


An 


— - — 7 -_ - 
2 —S * 5 — 
— — — > — — — D— 


— — — 


5 > - _ 
— . —— ——ů— — 
N 


- Ws _— 
ne aa — 
— — — 


— 


—UD:— — 2 — —— — 


— — 


— 


- — — - — — = —— 
P 2 — — — - = — A n re 


— 


W 


122 ELEGANT 
An angel's duſt This Lucifer tranſcends : 


When he contended for the patriarch's bones, 
*T was not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; 
The ſtrife of pontif pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far lets than this is ſhocking, in a race 
Moſt wretched but from ſtreams of mutual love; 
And uncreated, but for love divine; 
And, but for love divine, this moment loſt, 
By fate reſorb'd, and funk in endleſs night. 
Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 
Mott horrid ! Mid ſtupendous, highly ftrange ! 
Yet oft his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs; 
Pride brandiſhes the favours He confers, 
And contumelious his humanity : 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye ſtars! 
And thou, pale mœon! turn paler at the found 
Man is to man the ſoreſt, ſureſt ill. 
A previous blaſt foretels the riſing ſtorm; 


O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall 


Volcanos bellow cre they diſemboguc; 

Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ; 
And ſmoke betrays the wide-coniuming hre: 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when ncar, 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 

Is this the flight of fancy? Would it were! 
Heaven's Sovereign ſaves all beings but himſelf 
That hidcous fight, a naked human heart! 


6 201. Jealouſy. YoUXG. 


— 1 1s Jcalouly's peculiar nature 


To ſwell ſmall things to great; nay, out of nought 


To conjure much; and then to lote its rcaſon 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 


§ 202. Palins. YOUNG. 


| WII. pathons glow, the heart, like heated 


me: ſtcel, | 
Takes each impretiion, and is work'd at plcaſure. 


Sd 203. Dying Friends. YOUNG. 


UR dying friends come o'er us like a cloud 


To damp our brainlets ardours ; and abate 


That glare of lite, which often blinds the wife. 


Our dying friends are pionecrs, to ſracoth 
Our rugged paſs to death; to break thoſe bars 
Of terror and abhorrence nature throws 


Crols our obſtructed way ; and thus to make 


Welcome, as ſafe, our port froin ev ry ſtorm. 
Each friend by fate ſnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Pluck'd from the wing of kuman vauity, 


Sb 


Which makes us ſtoop from our abrial heights, 


And, damp'd with omen of our own diſcate, 


On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 

Juſt Kim earth's ſurface, cre we break it up, 
O'er putrid carth to {cratch a little duſt, 

And tave the world a nuiſance, Smitten friends 
Are angels {cnt on errands full of love; 

For us they languiſh, and for us they die: 


And ſhall they languith, ſhall they die in vain ? 


Ungrateful, hall we grieve their hov'ring ſhades, 
Wich wait the revolution in our hearts: 


Shall we diſdaln their ſilent, ſoft addreſs; 


Eager am 


| Purſuing, and purtucd, each others prey; 


EXTRACTS, Book! 5 


Their poſthumous advice, and pions pray'r? 


Senſcleſs as herds that graze the hallowe'd grares I 
Tread under foot their agonies and proans; 1 
| Fruftrate their anguiſh, and deftroy their des 


Lorenzo, no! the thought of death indulgt; 
Give it its wholeſome empire] let it reign, 
That kind chaſtiſer of thy foul in joy 
Its reign will ſpread thy glorious conqueſts far, 
And ſtill the tumults of thy ruffled break : 
Auſpicious #ra ! golden days, begin! 

The thought of death ſhall like a god inſpire, 


d 204. Thanks to the Deity. Youxs. 


BL be that hand divine, which gentiydüt 
My heart at reſt, beneath this humble the, 

The world's a ftately bark on dang'rous ſeas, 

With pleaſure ſcen, but boarded at our peril; 

Here, on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 

I hear the tumult of the diſtaut throng, 

As that of ſeas remote, or dying ftorms: 

And meditate on iceacs more ſilent fiiil ; 

Purſue my theme, and fight the Fear of Death, 

Here, like a thepherd gazing from his hut, 

Touching his reed, or icaning on his ſtaff, 

Witzen 8 liery chace | ſce; 
I tee the circting hunt of noiſy men 
Burſt law's incloſure, leap the mounds of right, 


As woives, for iapine; as the fox, for wiles; 
Till Death, that miglity hunter, carths them al. 


205. Human Life. YoUuXNG. 
AH! what 1s human life? 
How like the dial's tardy-moving ſhade! 
Day after day flides from us unperceiv'd ! 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth; 
100 fubtic is the movement to be ſcen: 
Yet foon the hour is up—and we are gone. 


d 206. Man. YoUuNG. 
MAN! know chyſelf. All wiſdom centres 
a there ! 


10 none man feems 1gnoble, but to man; 

Angeis that grandeur mien o'cilovk, admire: 

How long hall human nature be their book, 

Degen' rate mortal! and-unread by thee ? 

Ihe beam dim reaſon ſheds fhews wonders there; 

Witt high contents! Illuſtrious faculties! 

But the grand comment, which dilplays at full 

Our human height, ſcarce ſever'd from divine, 

By Heavea compos'd, was publiſh'd on the Crus. 
V. ho looks on that, and tees not in Ami 

An awful irranver, a terreftria! god? 

A glorious partner with the Deity 

In that h:gh attribute, immortal life? 

If a God blceds, he bleeds not for a worm: 

I gaze; and, as I gaze, my mounting {oul 

Catches ſtrange fire, Eternity! at thees =» 

And drops the world or rather, more enj0Vs: 

How chang'd the face of nature! how 1mpr\ ot 

What ſeem'd a chaos, ſhincs a glorious world, 


Or, what a world, an Eden; heighten'd all! 
| | | 


* 

Book I. 
It is another ſcene, another ſelf ! 

And fill another as time rolls along; 

And that a ſelf far more illuſtrious ſtill, 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in ſhades, 
Unpierc'd by bold conjecture's kzeneſt ray, 
iat evolutions of ſurpriſing fate! 
How nature opens, and receives my ſoul 

In boundleſs walks of raptur d tionght! where gods 
Encounter and embrace me ! What new births 
of ſtrange adventure, foreign to the fun, 
Wire what now charms, perhaps whatc'er exiſts, 
Ola time, and fair creation, are forgot 
ls this extra7agant ? Of man we form 

Fxtravagant conception, to be juſt : 

Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him ! 
Bevond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 

He, the great Father! Kindled at one flame 

The world of rationals; one ſpirit pour'd 

From ſpirit's awful fountain; pour'd Himſelf 
Thro' all their ſouls ; but not in equal ſtream, 
Profuſe, or frugal, of th' infpiring God, 

As his wiſe plan demanded ; and when paſt 
Their various trials, in their various ſpheres, 

If they continue rational, as made, 

Reforhs them all into Himſelf again; 

His throne their centre, and his ſmile their crown. 


$ 207. Feeling. YOUNG. 


WHO never lov' d ne er ſuffer'd; he feels nothing, 
Who nothing feels but for himſelf alone; 

And when we feel for others, reaſon reels, 

0'cricaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 

As love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, 

Lore only feels the marvellous of pain; 

Ovens new veins of torture in the ſoul, 

And wakes the nerve where agonies are born. 


—— 


§ 208, Religion. | Youxs. 


RELIGION's all. Deſcending from the ſkies 
To wretched man, the Golachs in her left 
Holds out this world, and in her right the next; 
Re igion! the ſole voucher man is man; 
Supporter ſole of man above himſelf; 
Een in this night of frailty, change, and death, 
1 gives the foul a ſoul that acts a god. | 
©1g10n ! Providence! an after-ſtate! 
Here Is iirm footing ; here 1s ſolid rock ! 
This can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides ; 
dinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 
Mis hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 
And bids carth roll, nor feels her idle whirl, 
As when a wretch from thick, pollutcd air, 
Darknefs, and ſtench, and ſuffocating damps, 
And dungeon-horrors, by Kind fate diſcharg'd, 
Climbs ſome fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyſian profpetts riſe, 
H 's heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load; 
38 i new-born, he triumphs in the change; 
900 the ſoul, when from inglorious aims, 
mo did ſweets, from feculence and froth 
'T ties terreſtrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts 
v Reaton's region, her own element, 
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| 


. 
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Breathes hopes immortal, and affects che ſkies. 
Religion! thou the ſoul of happineſs; 

And groaning Calvary, of thee ! There ſhine 

The nobleſt truths; there ſtrongeſt motives ſtingy 

There ſacred violence aſſaults the foul ; | 

There nothing but compulſion is forborn. 

Can love allure us, or can terror awe ? 

He weeps !-—the falling drop puts out the ſun; 

He fiphs the fighcarth's deep foundation ſhakes, 

If in his love fo terrible, what then * 

His wrath inflam'd, his tenderneſs on fire? 

Like ſoft, fincoth oil, out-blazing other fires > _ 

Can pray'r, can praiſe avert it Thou, my All! 

My theme ! my inſpiration ! and my crown! 

My ſtrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate! 

My ſoul's ambition! pleaſure ! wealth! my world! 

My light in darknets! and my life in death! 

My boaſt thro' time! bliſs thro” eternity! 

Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man; 

To man of men the meancſt, even to me: 

My ſacrifice ! my God hat things are theſe 


A 


§ 209. Jealouſy. YoUNXG. 


JEALOUSY ! each other paſſion's calm 

To thee, thou conflagration of the ſoul! 

Thou king of torments! thou grand counterpoize Þ.. 
For all the tranſports beauty can inſpire ! 


$ 210. Faith and Reaſon. YoUuNG. 


FOND as we are, and juſtly fond, of faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our firſt regard, 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 
Reaſon the root, fair faithyis but the flow'r; _ 
The fading flow'r thail die; but reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the ſkies. 
When faith is virtue, reaſon makes it ſo. 
Wrong not the Chriſtian; think not reaſon yours: 
"Tis reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear; 4 
'Tis reafon's injur'd rights His wrath reſents z z 
Tis reaſon's voice obey'd His glories crown; 
To give loſt reaſon life, He pour'd his owns - 
Bclicve, and ſhew the reaſon of a man; 
Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a God; 


| Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb; 


Thro' reaſon's wounds alone thy faith can die 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 
And dips in venom his twice- mortal ſting. 


$ 211. Misfortune. YOUNG. , 


MISFORTUNE fande with her bow ever bent 
Overthe world: and he who wounds another, 
Directs the goddeſs by that part he wounds, _ 


| Where to ſtrike deep her arrows in himſelf. 


$ 212. Vanity aud Adulation. YOUNG. 
T ORENZO ! to recriminate is juſt. | 
Fondueſs for fame is avarice of air. 


| [ grant, the man is vain who writes for praiſe. 
3s | 


Praiſe 
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ELEGANT 


Praiſe no man c'er deſerv'd, who ſought no more. 
As juſt thy ſecond b J grant, the muſe 


Has often bluſh'd at her degen' rate ſons, 


Retain'd by ſenſe to plead her filthy cauſe 

To raiſe the low, to magnify the mean, 

And ſubtilize the greſs into refin'd : 

As if to magic numbers powerful charm 

*T was given, to make a civet of their ſong 

C ſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perfume. 

Wu, a true pagan, deiſies the brute, 

And lifts our ſwine- enjoy ments from the mire. 
The fact notorious, nor obſcure the cauſe. 

We wear the chains of pleaſure and of pride. 

Theſe ſhare the man, and theſe diſtract him too; 

Draw different ways, and claſh in their commands. 

Pride, like an cagle, builds among the ſtars; 

Bur pleaſure, * neſts upon the ground. 

Joys ſhar'd by brute- creation, pride reſents; 

Pleaſure embraces: man would both enjoy, 

And both at once: a point how®hard to gain! 

But what can't wit, when ſtung by ſtrong deſire? 
Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 

Since joys of ſenſe can't rife to reaſon's taſte ; 

In ſubtle ſophiſtry's laborious forge, 

Wit hammers out a reaſon new, that ſtoops 

To tordid ſcencs, and meets them with applauſe. 

Wit calls the graces the chaſte zone to looſe ; 

Nor leis than a plump god to fill the bow] : 

A thouſand phantoms, and a thouſand ſpells, 

A thoutand opiates ſcatters, to delude, 

To faſcinate, incbriate, lay allcep, 

And the fool'd mind delightfully confound. 


Thus that which thock'd the judgment, ſhocks 


no more; | | | 

That which gave pride offence, no more oltends. 
Plealure and pride, dy nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, which ga man ſhall reign, 
By wit's addreſs, patch up a fatal pace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, curſed art! wipes off th' indebted bluth 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry ſhame. 
Man ſmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 
And infamy ſtands candidate for praiſe. 

All writ by man in favour of the ſoul, 


| Theſe ſenſual ethics far in bulk tranſcend 


The flow'rs of cloquence, profuſely pour'd 
O'er ſpotted vice, fill half the letter'd world. 
Can pow'rs of genius exerciſe their page, 
And conſeci ate enormitics with ſong ? 


— 


$ 213. Refledim on the World, You xg. 


WII AT is this world? Thy ſchool, O miſery! 
Our only leſſon is to learn to ſuffer; 


And hewho knows not that, was born for nothing. 


$ 214. Darkneſs and Solitude. Your. 
ET Indians, and the yzay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperics, the ſun adore ; 
Darkneſs has more divinity for me ; 
It ſtrikes thought inward; it drives back tlic ſoul 
To ſettle on herſelf, our point ſupreme ! ES 


On contemplation 's eye her purging ray. 


| Nor quits his theme, or poſture, till the fun 


EXTRACTS, Ran 


There lies our theatre ! there fits our judge. 
Darkneſs the curtain drops o'er life's dul f 82 
'Tis the kind hand of Providence firetch'd oy 
Twixt man and vanity ; tis reaſon's reign 
And virtue's too; theſe tutelary ſhnades 
Are man's aſylum from the tainted throng, 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardian tos; 
It no leſs * virtue, than inſpires, 
Virtue, for ever frail, as fair, below, 
Her tender nature ſuffers in the crowd, 
| Nor touches on the world without a ſtain: 
The world's infectious; few bring back at ere, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn, 
Something we thought, is blotted ; we reſoly', 
Is thaken ; we renovnc'd, returns again. 
Each ſalutation may ſlide in a fin 
| Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it ſtrange: light, motion, concourſe, noiſe, 
All ſcatter us abroad; thought outward bound, 
Neglectful of our home affairs, flies off 
In fume and diſſipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breaſt unguarded to the foe. 
Preſent example gets within our guard, 
And acts with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires ambition ; love of gain 
Strikes like a peſtilence, from breaſt to breatt; 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe ; 
And inhumanity is caught from man, 
From ſmiling man. A flight, a ſingle glance, 
And ſhot at random, often has brought home 
A ſudden fever to the throbbing heart, 
Of cnvy, rancour, or impure deſire. 
Ve ice, we hear, with peril; ſafety dwells 
Remote from multitude ; the world's a ſchoo! 
Ot wrong, and what proficients {warm around! 
We mutt or imitate or diſapprove, 
Mutt lift as their accomplices or foes ; 
Tat ſtains our innocence, this wounds our peace. 
From narure's birth hence wiſdom has been tnut 
With tweet receſs, and languith'd for the thade, 
Tlus ſacred ſhade, and ſolitude, what is it? 
"Tis the felt preſence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone: 
Vice ſinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 
By night an Atheiſt half-believes a God. 
Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend; 
The conſcious moon, thro' cv'ry diſtant age, 
Has held a lamp to wiſdom, and let fall 


— } . © MY 


yo 


The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heaven 
Plutolophy the fair, to dwell with men, 008 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride, 
While o'er his head, as fearful to moleſt 

His labouring mind, the ftars in ſilence ſlide, 
And ſeem all gazing on their future gueſt, 

Sce him foliciting his ardent ſuit 

In p:ivate audience; all the live-long night, 
Ritzid in thought, and monovlefs, he ſtands; 


(Rude drunkard, rifing roſy from the main!) 
D:iturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. 


Hail, prectous moments! ſtol'n fromthe Nacken, 


* 


Book I. | 
or murder d time; auſpicious midaight, hail ! 


world excluded, ev' allion huſh'd, 
No n a calm utero with Heaven, 
Here t e foul fits in council ; ponders paſt, 
Predeſtines future action; ſees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life, and reaſons with the ſtorm ; 
All her lyes anſwers, and thinks down her charms. 


— — 


$ 215. Ingratitude. YOUNG, 


E that's ungrateful has no guilt but one; 
H All other crimes may paſs tor virtues in him. 


{ 216. Reflections in a Church-Yard, Vous. 

HE man how bleſt, who ſick of gaudy ſcenes 
T (Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves!) 
led by choice to take his fav'rite walk 
Beneath dearh's gloomy, filent, cypreſs ſhader, 
Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaſtic ray; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his duft, 
Viſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
Lorenzo, read with me Narciſſa's ſtone 

(Narciſſa was thy fav'rite) ; let us read 

Her moral ſtone; few doctors preach fo well, 
Few orators ſo tenderly can touch | 

The fecling heart, What pathos in the date! 
Apt words can ſtrike : and yet in them we ſce 
Fant images of what we here enjoy. 

What cauſe have we to build on length of life? 
Temptations ſeize when fear is laid aſlecp; 
And ill forcboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 

See from her tomb, as from a humble „28 
Truth, radiant goddeſs! ſallies on my ſoul, 
And puts deluſion's duſky train to flight ; 

Diſpels the miſts our ſultry paſſions raiſe, 

From objects low, terreftrial, and obſcene, 

And ſhews the real eftimate of things, 

Which no man, unafflicted, ever ſaw; 

Pulls off the veil from virtue's riſing charms; 
Detects temptation in a thouſand lyes. 

Truth bids me look on mcn as autumn leaves; 
And all they bleed for, as the ſummer's duſt, 
Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
I wideth my horizon, gain new pow Ts, 

dee things inviſible, feel things remote; 


ö 


Am preſent with futuritics; think nought | 


To man fo foreigu as the joys poſſeſt, 

Nought ſo much his as thoſe beyond the grave. 
No folly keeps its colour in her fight; 

Pale worldly wifdoin loſes all her charms; 

n panpous promiſe, from her ſclemes profound. 

[! future fate the plans, tis all in leaves, 

Like Sibyl, unſubſtantial, flecting bliſs 

At the firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. and yet 
What grave preſcribes the beſt *—A friend's ; 

From a friend's rave how ſoon we diſengage ! 

Eren to tlie deas et, as his marble, cold. 

\\ hy are friends raviſh'd from us? Tis to bind, 
tot atfection's ties, on human hearts 
he thought of death; which reaſon, too ſupine, 

Or miſemploy'd, fo rarely faſtens there. 

Nor reafon, nor affection, no, nor both 

Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
chold, th' inexorable hour at hand! 
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And to forget it, the chief aim of life; 


Tho' well to ponder it, is life's chief end. 


$ 217. Reflection. YOUNG. 


SOUL without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 


A 


| $ 218. Inattention to the Voice of Death. YouNG. 


TELL me, ſome god! my guardian angel ! tell 
What thus infatuates ? what enchantment 
| plants 
The phantom of an age twixt us and death, 
Already at the door? He knocks ; we hear, 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 
Our untouch'd hearts? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thouſand 
Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd ? { quivers 
We ſtand as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves; 
Tho' bleeding with our wounds, immortal ſtill! 
We ſce timc's furrows on another's brow, 
And death entrench'd preparing, his aſſault; 
How few themſelves in that juſt mirror ſec, 
Or fecing draw their inference as ſtrong ! 
There death is certain, doubtful here: hc muſt, 
And foon : we may, within an age, expire. 
Tho* grey cur heads, our thoughts and aims are 
green; | 
Likes damag'd clocks, whoſe hand and bell diſſent, 
Fully ſings Six, while Nature points at Twelve. 
What folly can be ranker* Like our ſhadows, 
Our wiſhes lengthen as our ſun declines. | 
No wiſh ſhould loiter then this fide rhe grave; 
Our heurts ſhou!d leave the world before the kncll 


| Calls for our carcaſes to mend the foil. 
Enough to live in tempeſt, die in port; 


Ape ſhould fly concourle, cover in retreat 
Defects of judgment, and tic will ſubdue; 


| Walk thoughtful on the ſilent, ſolemn ſhore 


Of that vaſt ocean it mult fail fo ſoon; 
And put good works on board; and wait the wind 
That thertly blows us into worlds unknown; 
If unconfider'd too, a dreadful ſcene ! | 
All thould be prophets to themſelves ; foreſee 
Their future fate, their future fate foretaſte : 
This art would watte rhe bitterneſs of death. 
The thought of death alone the fear deſtroys; 
A difatteftion to that precious thought 
Is more than midniglu darkneſs on the foul, 
Which fleeps beneath it, on a precipice, 
Pufl'd off by the firſt blaſt, and loſt for ever. 


Ambition. 


$ 219. Proſperity, Content, and 
8 YOUNG. 


HOW portentous is proſperity! _ | 
How, comet-like, it threatens while it-ſhines ! 
Few years but yield us proof of death's ambition, 
To cull his victims from the faireſt fold, - 1 

And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent honours, bloom'd with cw'ry bliſs, ' 


Set up in uſlentation, made the gaze, 


. cold, ch; inexorable hour forgot! 


* 


The gaudy ceutre, of the public eye, 


When 
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When fortune thus has toſs'd her child in air, 
Snatch'd from the covert of an humble ſtate, 
How often have I ſeen him dropt at once, 
Our morning's envy, and our evening's figh ! 
As if her bounties were the ſignal given, 

The flow'ry wreath to mark the ſacrifice, 
And call Death's arrows on the deſtin'd prey. 

High fortunc ſeems in cruel league with fate. 
Aſk you for what? To give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil ; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Lorenzo ſtill for the ſublime 
Of life? to hang his aicy neſt on high, 

On the flight timber of the topmoſt bough, 
Rock'd at cach breeze, and menacing a fall? 
Granting grim death at equal diſtance there, 
Vet peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 
What makes man wretched ? Happineſs deuied? 
Lorenzo, no! tis happineſs diſdain'd. 

She comes too ws dreſt to win our ſmile ; 
And calls hericlf Content, a homely name ! 
Qur flame 1s tranſport, and content our ſcorn. 
Ambition turns, and ſhuts the door againſt her, 
And weds a toil, a tempeſt, in her ſtead; 

A tempeſt to warm tranſport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, 
Life's modeſt joys we ruin, while we raiſe; 
And all our ecſtafies are wounds to pcace ; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And fince thy peace 1s dear, ambitious youth ! 
Of fortune fond, as thoughtleſs of thy fate! 
As late I drew death's picture, to ftir up 
Thy wholeſome face; now drawn in contraſt, ſec 
Gay fortune's, thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See high in air the ſportive goddeſs hangs, | 
Unlocks her caiket, ſpreads her glittering ware, 
And calls rhe giddy winds to putt abroad 
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
All ruſh rapacious, friends o'er trodden friends; 
Sons o'er their fathers, ſubjects o er their Kings, 
Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair 
(Still more ador'd) to ſnatch the golden ſhow'r. 


Sold glitters moſt where virtue ihines no more, 
As ſtars from abſent ſuns have leave to thine. 


O what a precious pack of votaries, 

Unkennell'd from the priſons and the ſtews, 
Pour in, all open in tticir idol's praife ; 

All ardent eye each wafturè of her hand, 

And, wide expanding their voracious Jaws, 
Morſcl on moriel ſwallow down unchew*d, 
Untaſted, thro' mad appetite for more; 

Gorg d to the throat, yet lcan and rav'nous ſtill. 
Sagacious all, to trace the ſmalleſt game, 

And bold to ſeize the greateſt. If (oleſt chance!) 
Court-zephyrs {wecily breathe, they launch, 


they fly, | , 
O'er juſt, o'er ſacred, all forbidden ground, 
Drunk with the burning ſcent of place or pow'r, 
Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 


— 


$ 220. Iyſander and Aſpaſia. YOUNG. 


YSANDER, happy paſt the common lot, 
Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to frar, 
He weo'd the fair Aſpaſia: ſhe way Kind: 


Book! 


In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were blegi 
All who knew, envied; yet in envy loy'd, 
Can fancy form more finiſh'd happinet; 2 
Fix'd was the nuptial hour. Her ſtately dome 
Roſe on the ſounding beach. The glittering (yg 
Float in the wave, and break againſt the fort; 
So break thoſe glitt'ring ſhadows, human joys, 
The faithleſs morning ſinil'd: he takes his let 
To re-embrace, in ecſtaſies, at eve, 3 
The riſing ſtorm forbids. The news arrives; 
Untold, the ſaw it in her ſervant's eye. 
She felt it ſeen (her heart was apt to feel); 
And drown'd, without the furious occan's aid, 
In ſuffocating ſorrows, thares his tomb. 
Now, round the ſumptuous bridal monument 
The guilty billows innocently roar | 
And the rough ſailor paſſing, drops a tear, 


§ 221. Genus connected with Ignomi1y, 
5 „ | YouxG, 
PEART merit wanting, mount wene'er fo hich, 
Our height is but the gibbet of cur name. 
A celeb:ated wretch when I behold, 
When TI beliold a genius bright and baſe, 
Of tow'ring talents, and terreſtrial aims; 
Mcethinks 1 fee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 
The glorious fragments of a foul immortal, 
With rubbiſh mix'd, and glittering in the dul. 
Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy fight, 
At once compaſſion ſoft and envy rite; 
But wherefore envy * Talents angel- bright, 
[f wanting worth, are ſhining inſtruments, 
In falſe ambition's hand, to finiſh faults 
Illuſtrious, and give infamy renown. 


[ 


{ 


$ 222. Exalted Station. YOUNG. 
— —VWHAT is ſtation high ? 
Tis a proud mendicant; it boaſts, and begs; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And oft the throng denies its charity. 
Monarchs and miniſters are awful names; 
Whoever wear them challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both exact 
External homage, and a ſupple knee, 
To beings pompouſly ſet up to ſerve 
The meancſt ſlave ; all more is merit's due, 
Her facred and inviolable right; 
Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperior worthy 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 
Fools indeed drop the man in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majeſty. 
Let the ſmall ſavage boaſt his ſilver fur; 
His royal robe unborrow'd and unbought, 
His owa, deſcending fairly fro: v us tires, 
Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 
And fouls in ermine ſcorn a foul without ? 
Can place or leſſen us or aggrandize * 
Pygmies are pygmies ill, tho' perch'd on Alps; 
Aud pyramids are pyramids in vales. 
Each man makes his own ſtature, builds himſelf: 
Victue alone outbuilds the pyramids: 
Her monuments ſhall laſt when Egypt's 7 A 
5 * 


300K I, ; 
$ 223- Ambition and Fame. YOUNG. 


MBITION's boundleſs appetite out-ſpcaks 
A The verdict of its ſhame. W hen ſouls take fire 
Ar high preſumptions of their own deſert, 
One age is poor applauſe ; the mighty ſhout, 
The thunder by tbe living few begun, 
Late time muſt echo, worlds unborn reſound. 
Ve with our names eternally to live: thought, 
Wild dream! which n'er had haunted human 
Had not Our natures been eternal too. | 
lnftin&t points out an int'reſt in hereafter : 
Rt our blind reaſon ſees not where it lies ; 
Or, ſeeing, gives the ſubſtance for the ſhade. 

Fame is the ſhade of immortality, 
And in itſelf a ſhadow. Scon as caught 
Condenin'd, it ſhrinks to nothing in the graſp. 
Conſult th! ambitious, 'tis ambition's cure. 
« And is this all?“ cried Cæſar at his height, 
Diſguſted. This third proof ambition brings 
Ot immortality. The firſt in fame, 
Obſerve him near, your envy will abate; 
Suam'd at the diſproportion vaſt between 
The paſſion and the purchaſe, he will figh 
At ſuch ſucceſs, and bluſh at his renown. 
And why ? Becauſe far richer prize invites 
His heart; far more illuſtrious glory calls: 
It calls in Whiſpers, yet the deafeſt hear, 


ah 
2 


$6 224. Human Praiſe.” YoUNG. 


NOR abſolutely vain is human praiſe, 

When human 1s fupperted by divine. 
I'l introduce Lorenzo to himſelf. | 
Pleafurc and pride (bad maſters! ) ſhare our hearts: 
As love of plcaſure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race; 
The love of praiſe is planted to protect 
And propagate the glorics of the mind. 
What is it but the love of praiſe inſpires, 
Matures, refines, embelliſhes, cxalts, 
Farth's happineſs * From that the delicate, 
The grand, the marvellous ; of civil life, 
Want and convenience, under-werkers, lay 
The baſis, on which love of glory builds. 
Nor is thy life, O virtue! leis in debt 
To praile, thy ſeeret ſtimulating friend. 
Were men not proud, what merit ſhould we miſs 
Pride made the virtues of the pagan world. 
Praiſe is the ſalt that ſcaſons right the man, 
And whets his appetite for moral good. » 
Thirſt of applauſe is virtuc's ſecond guard, 
Realon, her firſt ; but reaſon wants aa aid * 
Our private reaſon is a flatterer; 
Thurkt of applauſe calls public judgment in 
To poiſe our own, to keep an even ſcale, 
And give endanger'd virtue fairer play. 


$ 225. Hope, Vox. 
Hor, of all paſſions, moſt befriends us here; 
Peſfions of prouder name befriend us leſs. 
Joy has her tears, and tranſport has her death: 


Admiral Balchen, &c. 


SACRED AND M ORAL. 
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| And haply Britain or 
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Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho? ſtrong, 
Man's heart at once inſpirits and ſerenes; 

Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys; 
'Tis all our preſent ſtate can ſafely bear, 
Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind] 
A joy attemper'd ! a chaſtis'd delight! 

Like the fair ſummer ev'ning, mild and ſweet! 
»Tis man's full cup, his paradite below! 


— 


$ 226. Human Life compared to the Ocean. 
YoUNG, 


| OCEAN thou dreadful and tumultuous home 


Of dangers, at eternal war with man! 
Death's cap:tal, where moſt he domineers, 
With all his choſen terrors frowning round 


| (Tho' lately feaſted high at“ Albion's coſt), 


Wide-op'ning, and loud-roaring ſtill for more! 


Too faithful mirror! how doſt thou reflect 


The mclancholy face of human life! 
The ſtrong reſemblance tempts me farther ſtill; 
be deeper ſtruck 


By moral truth, in ſuch a mirror ſeen, 


Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 


Self- flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope, 
When young, with ſanguine cheer, and ſtreamers 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, [gay, 
And fondly dream cach wind and ſtar our friend 


All in tome darling enterprize embark'd; _ : 

But where is he can fathom its extent? 

Amid a multitude of artleſs hands, 

Ruin's ſure perquiſite! her lawful prize! 

Some ſteer ariglit; but the black blaſt blows hard, ; 


And puffs them wide of hope: with hearts of 


roof, | . 
Full againſt wind and tide, ſome win their way 3 
And when ſtrong effort has deſerv'd the port, 


And tugg'd it into view, 'tis won! *tis loſt! 


Tho! ſtrong their oar, ſtill ſtronger is their fate; 
They ſtrike, and while they triumph they expire. 
In ſtreſs of weather moſt, ſome fink outright; 
O'er them, and o'er theirnames, the billows cloſe; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever born, 
Others a ſhort memorial leave behind, 

Like a flag floating when the bark's ingulph'd; 
It floats a moment, and is ſeen no more: 

One Cæſar lives, a thouſand are forgot. 


| How few beneath auſpicious planets born 


(Darlings of Providence! fond fate's ele&1) 


| With ſwelling fails make good the promis'd port, 


With all their withes freighted! Yet even theſe, 


Freighted with all their withes, ſoon complain ; 


Free from misforrune, not from nature free, 
They ſtill are men; and when is man ſecure? 
As fatal time as form ! the ruſhi of years 

Beats down theirfirevgth their numberletscſcapes 
In ruin end: and now their proud ſucceſs 

But plants new terrors on the victor's brow, 
What pain to quit the world, juſt made their own, 
Their neſt fo deeply down'd, and built fo high! 
Too low they build, who build bencath the ſtars. 


& 227, 
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His ſecond ſcat, and rival to the Kies. 


Pleaſurès obſcene are various, as che thrung 


| Hiutred her brothel has, as well as love, 


For Her, the black alſaſlin draws his ſword ; } 
For Her, dark ſtateſinen trim their midnight lamp, 
To which no ſingle ſacritice may fall; 


The Stoic proud, for pleaſure, plenaſure fcorn'd; 


Thus univertal her detpotic pow'r! 


If ver-firan'd witdom ſtill retains the name, 
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$ 227. Humility true Greatneſs. vo. 


— — NOST thou demand a teſt, 

A teſt at once infatlible and ſhort, 
Of real Greatnels ? That man greatly lives, 
Whate'er his fate or fame, who greatly dies; 
High-futh'd with hope, whereherocs ſhall deſpair. 
If this a true criterion, many courts | 
Illuſtrious might afford but few grandces. 

Th Almigity, from his throne, onearth ſurveys 
Nought greater than an honeft, humble Heart; 
An humble heart His retidence ! pronounc'd 


Tue private path, the ſecret acts of men, 
If noble, far the nobleſt of our lives! 
— Ü—— . 
§ 228. Pleaſure. YOUNG. 


PE ASURE's che miſtreſs of ethereal pow'rs, | Wiſdom her younger ſiſter, tho' mere grave, 


For her contend the rival gods above; 
Pleafure's the miſtreis of the world below, 
And well it was for man that plcaſure charms. 
How would al} ſtagnate but for pleaſure's lay! 
How would the frozen ftream of action cealc ! 
What is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world? 

The love of pleaſure : that thro* ev'ry vein 
"Throws motion, warmth ;z and ſhuts out death 
from lire. 
Tho' various are the tempers of mankind, 
Pleaſure's gay family hold all in chains: 
Some mott affect the black, and ſome the fair; 
Some honcſt pleaſure court, and fone obſcene, 


Of paitions that can err in human hearts, 
Mitizke their objects, or tranſgreſs their bounds. 
Think you there's but one wiwredom ? Whore- 
But when our rcaſfon licenſes delight, [dom all, 
Doſt doubt, Lorenzo? Thou ſhait doubt no more. 
Ty father chides thy galiantrics, yet hugs 


An ugly common harlot in the dark; | 
A rank adulterer! with others gold, 


And that hag vengeance, in a corner, charms. 


Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 
Whate'er the motive, pleaſure is the mark: 


For Hcr, the {aint abſtuns, the miſer ſtarves; 


For Her, affliction's daughters grief indulge, 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears; = 
For Her, guilt, ſhame, toil, danger, we defy ; 
And, with an aun voluptuous, ruſh on death. 


And, as her empire wide, her praiſe is juſt, 
Patron of plcature | doater on delight 
J am thy rival; pleaſure I profeſs; 
Plcaſure the purpale of my gloomy ſong. 
Pleaſure is nought but victue's gayer name; 
I wrong her ſtiil, IJ rate her worth too low; 
Virtue the root, and pleaſure is the flow'r, 
And honeſt Epicurus' focs were fools, 
Butthis founds harſh, and gives the wiſcoffence ! | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


[A Dcity bcliev'd, is joy begun; 


3 1 5 | 
Then envy dies, and love o'crilows on all; 


| They ſtud collecting every beam of thought, 


\ Boox f, 


And blames, as bold and hazardous, the pra 
Of pleaſure, to mankind, unprais'd, too dear! 
Ye modern Stoics, hear my loft reply: 
Their ſenſes men will truſt : we can't impoſe; 
Or, if we could, is impoſitjon right? * 
Own honey ſweet; but, owning, add this ſting; 
When mix'd with poiſon, it is deadly toy,” 
Truth never was indebted to a lye. 
Is nought but virtue to be prais'd as good 
Why then is health preferr'd buforc dilcale ? 
What nature loves is good, without our leave: 
And where no future — Doty cries, *Beware,” 
Pleaſure, tho' not from virtue, ſhould prevail; 
'Tis balm to life, and gratitude to Heaven, 
How cold our thanks for bountics unenjoy'd! 
The love of pleaſure is man's eldeſt-born, 
Born in his cradle, living to his tonb; 


| 


| Was meant to miniſter, and nut to mar, 
Imperial pleaſure, queen of human hearts. 


g 229. Piety. YOUNG. 
ON picty humanity is built; 
And, on humanity, much happineſs; 
And yet (till more on piety itſelf. 
A foul in commerce with her God, is heaven; 
Feels not the tumults and the thocks of life; 
The whirls of paſſions, and the ftrokes of heart, 


A Deity ador'd, is joy advanc'd 

A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd. 
Each branch of piety delight inſpires : 
Faith builds a bridge from this world tothe next, 
O'er death's dark gulph, and all its horror ludes; 
Praiſe, the ſweet exhalation of our joy, | 
Thar joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter ſtill; 
Pray'r ardent opens heaven, lets down a ſtream 
Of glory on the conſecrated hour 

Of man, in audience with the Deity. 
Who worthips the Great God, that inſtant joms 
The firſt in heaven, and ſets his foot on hell. 


$ 230. Earthly Happineſs. YOUNG» 


NO man is happy till he thinks on earth 
-T Therebreathesnota more happy than himſelf. 


And love o'ertiowing makes an angel here. 
Such angels, all, entitled to repoſe 

Gn Him who governs fate. Tho' tempeſt frowns, 
Tho' nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on Heaven! 
To dean on Him, on whom archangels lean! _ 
With inward eyes, and filent as the grave, 


Tili their hearts kindle with divine delight; 
For all their thoughts, like angels ſeen of old 
In liracl's dream, come from, and go to, heaven; 
Hence are they ſtudious of ſequeſter'd ſcenes; 
While noiſe nad diſſipation comfort thee. 


$ 231. Fey. YOUNG. 


VAIN are all ſudden ſallies of delight; 
Convulſions of a weak, diſtemper'd joy. 


Ilow Knits auſterity her cloudy brow, 


Joy's a fix'd ſtate; a tenure, not a ſtart. it 


Boox I. 


Blifs there is none; but unprecarious bliſs : 


That is the gem; {ell all, and purchaſe that. 

go a-begging to contingencies, 
1 wü eſe, nor ſafely lov'd if gain'd ? 
At good fortuitous draw back, and pauſc; 
dulpect it; what thou canſt enſure, enjoy; 
And nought but what thou giv'ſt thyſelf is ſure. 
Reaſon per petuates joy that reaſon gives, 
And makes it as immortal as herſelf: 
To mortals nought immortal but their worth, 


—— 


233. north. Vous. 
WET, conſcious worth! ſhould abſolutely 


reign; 

And other — aſk leave for their approach; 
Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain. 
Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and periſh in inteſtine broils; 
Not the leaſt promiſe of eternal peace! 
No boſom- comfort, or unborrow'd blits ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds; all outward-bound, 
Mid ſands, and rocks, and ſtorms, to cruize for 

pleaſure; 
gain d, dearbought; and better mils'd than gain'd, 
Much pain muſt expiate what much pain procur'd, 
Fancy and ſenſe, from an infected ihore, 
Thy cargo bring; and peſtilence the prize, 
Then ſuch thy thirſt (in ſatiable thirſt! 
By fond 2 — but in flam'd the more) 
Fancy ſtill cruizes when poor ſenſe is tir'd. 


9233. Picture a good Man. YouNG. 
gar. angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing lefs than angel can excced 
A man on carth devoted to the ſkies, 
Like thips at ſea, while in, above the world, 
With aſpe&t mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him ſcated on a mount ſerene, 
Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſiion's ſtorm ; 
All the black cares and tumults of this life, 
Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peacc. 
karth's genuine ſons, the ſceptred, and the flave, 
A mingled mob! a wand'ring herd! he ſees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale; in all unlike! 
lis full reverſe in all! What higher praiſe, 
\\ at fironger demonſtration of the right ? 
1 he preſent all their cure, the future his. | 
Whey public welfare calls, or private want, 
Ilan give to fame; his bounty he conccals, 
air virtues varnith nature, his cxalt. | 
Minkind's eſteem they court; and he, his own. | 
2 the wild chace of falſe feliciti 
5 the compos'd poſſeſſion of the true, 
Alike througſout is his conſiſtent piece, 
ol of one colour and an even thread; 
\ le party-colour'd ſhreds cf happincſs, 
1 th hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
AJ madman's robe; each puff of fortune blows 
«6 tatters by, and ſhews their rakedoels. 


a 
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SACRED AND MORAL. 


Nor ſtoops to think his mjurer his foe ; 
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He ſees with other eyes than theirs: where they <q 
Behold a ſun, he ſpies a Deity ; e YL 
What makes them only ſmile, makes him adore, 
Where they ſee mountains, he but atoms ſees; 
An empire in his balance weighs a grain. 
They things terreſtrial worſhip as divine z 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt 
That dims his fight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
Which longs, in Infinite, to loſe all bound, 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 


| He lays aſide to find his dignity 


No dignity they find in aught beſides. 

They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man's real glory) proud of an eclipſe. 
Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud; 
And nothing thinks fo great in man, as man, 
Too dear he holds his int'reſt, to neglect 


 Another's welfare, or his right invade z 


Their int'reſt, like a hon, lives on prey. 

They kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong; | 
Wrong he ſuſtains with temper, looks on heaven, 
peace. 
Nought but what wounds his virtue wounds his 
A cover'd heart their character defends 

A cover'd heart denics him half his praiſe, 
With nakedneſs his invocence agrees! 

While their broad foliage teſtifics their fall! 
Thetr nos-joys end where his full feaſt begins; 
His joys create, theirs murder, future bliſs. 

To triumph in exiſtence, his alone; 

And his alone, triumphautliy to think 

His true cxiftence is not yet begun, 

His glorious courſe was yeſterday complete; 
Death then was welcome, yet life ftill is feet, 


$ 234. Night. YouxG. 
| : O majcſtic Night! 
Nature's great anceſtor! day's elder born! 
And fated to ſurvive the tranhent ſun! 
By mortals and immortals ſeen with awe ! 
A ſtarry crown thy raven brow adorns, 
An azure zone thy waiſt; clouds, in heaven's loom 
Wrought through varieties of thape and made, 
In ample folds of drapery divine, 
Thy flow ing mantle form; and, heaven throughout, 


V oluminoully pour thy pompous train. 


C 238. The Contraſt. YOUNG. 
M{2ROSK is ſunk with ſhame whene'er ſur 
In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd. f pris'd 
No ſublunary chance his veſtments fear; 
Valued, like leopards, as their ſpots appear, 


A fam'd ſurtout he wears, which once was blue, 


Aud his feot ſwims in a capaciuus fhoe ; | 

One day his wife (for who can wives reclan?) 
Levell'd her barb'rous needle ar his fame: as, 
But open force was vain ; by right the went, 

And, white he flept, furpris'd the darling rent: 
Where yawn'd thc friezc is now become a doubt; 
«© And Zlory, at one entrance, quite fhur out #," 


ton. 


He 
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I 236. Reflection on Death, YouNG. 


Here the prime actors of the laſt year's ſcene, 
Their port ſo proud, their buſkin, and their 
lume ? 

How many fleep who kept the world awake 
With luſtre, and with noite! Has death proclaim'd 
A truce, and hung his ſated lance on high; 
"Tis brandiſh'd ſtill ; nor ſhall the preſent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, | 

Or ſpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 

But needleſs monuments to wake the thought ; 
Life's gayeſt ſcenes ſpeak man's mortality; 
Though in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain 
As mauſoleums, pyramids, and tombs, 

What are our nobleſt ornaments, but deaths 
Turn'd flattercrs of lifc, in paint or marble, 
'The well-ſtain'd canvas, or the featur'd ſtone ? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the ſcene. 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

66. Profeſt diverſions ! cannot theſe eſcape ** 
Far from it: theſe preſent us with a ſhroud, 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave, 
As ſome bold plunderers, for buried wealth, 
We ranſack tombs for paſtime; from the duſt 
Call up the ſleeping hero; bid him tread 
The ſcene for our amuſement : how like gods 
We fit; and, wrapt in immortality, 

Shed gen'rous tears on wretches born to die; 
Their fate deploring, to forget our own |! 

What all the pomps and triumphs of our lives 
| But legacies in bloſſom ? Our lean foil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, | 
From friends interr'd beneath; a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead; 
Like other worms, ſhall we crawl on, nor know 
Our preſent frailties, or approaching fate? 

Lorenzo, fuch the glories of the world! 
What is the world itſelf? Thy world—a grave. 
Where is the duſt that has not been alive ? 

The ſpade, the plough, diſturb our anceſtors ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread, 
The globe around carth's hollow ſurface thakes, 
And is the ceiling of her fleeping ſons, 

O'er devaſtation we blind revels keep; | 
Whole buried rowns ſupport the dancer's heel. 


| C 237. Solitude. YOUNG... 

O SACRED ſolitude! divine retreat! 

Choice of the Prudent! envy of the Great! 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fair wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 
Tbe genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace 
(Strangers on carth!) are innecence and peace : 
"There, from the ways of men laid ſafe aſliore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant temper roar 3 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


He ſcorns Florello, and Florello him; 
This hates the filthy creature; that, the prim: 
Thus, in each other, both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes: 
Their methods various, but alike their aim; 
The ſloven and the fopling are the fame, 


| 


Book! 
There, bleſt with health, with bus ' neſßz unper. 
This life we reliſh, and enſure the next. [plex'4 


There too the Muſes ſport; theſe numbers free, 
Pierian Eaſtbury ! I owe to thee. 


L the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace 
Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 
At Heaven's all- pow'rful edict is prepar'd, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guard, 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, overflow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below: 
And cv'ry age and nation pours along; 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 
Adam ſalutes his youngeſt fon ; no ſign 
Of all thoſe ages which their births disjoin. 
How empty — and how vain is art, 
Bur as it mends the lite, and guides the heart! 
What volumes have been ſwell'd, what time bert 
To fix a hero's birth-day or deſcent? [ſpent 
What joy muſt it now yield, what rapture raiſe, 


| $238. The Dayof Fudgment. Youxe, 


To fee the glorious race of ancient days ? 


To greet thoſe worthies who perhaps have ſtood 
Illuſtrious on record before the flood? 
Alas ! a nearer care your ſoul demands: 


| Cxfar un- noted in your preſence ſtands, 


How vaſt the concourſe ! not in number more 


| The waves that break on the reſounding ſhorg, 


The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 


The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaulrs above; 


Thoſe overwhelming armies, whoſe command 
Said to one empire, Fall; another, Stand: | dawn 
Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking 


{ Rous'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on; 


Great Xerxes world in arms, proud Cannæ's f, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to ici, 
(Another blow had broke the Fates decrce, 
And carth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal Blenhcim, fam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 
They all are here, and here they all are loſt: 
Their millions fwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 
Loſt as a billow in th' unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding at: 
« For judgment, judgment, ſons of men, prepate“ 
Earth thakes anew; I hear her groans profound, 
And hell thro' all her trembling rcalms refounc. 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt pow'r of cart, 
Blcft with moſt equal planets at thy birth, 
Whoſe valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful ſword, 
Moſt realms united in one common lord; 
Who on the day of triumph, ſaidſt, Be thine 
The ſkies, Jehovah, all this world is mine; 
Dare not to lift thine eye—Alas, my mule! 
How artthou loſt ! what numbers canſt thou chuſe 

A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving ſky, 
And now the crimſon curtains open fly; 
Lo! far within, and far above all height, _ 
Where heaven's great Sov'reign reigns in works 

of light, 

Whence nature He informs, and with one 147 
Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey, 
Creates,ſupports, confounds! where time andplace, 
Matter, and form, and fortune, life, aud BW 


zoon l. SACRED AND MORAL. «hl 


Wait humbly at the footſtool of their God, | Theſe an immeaſurable arch ſupport, 

And move obcdient at his awful nod; The grand tribunal of this awful court. 

Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl Sheets of bright azure form the pureſt iky, 

At random on this air-ſu{pended ball { Stream from the cryſtal arch, and round the co- 

(Speck of creation !) : if he pour one breath, lumns fly. 

The bubble breaks, and tis eternal death. Death, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis lies, 
Thence iſſuing I behold (but mortal fight _ And on the point of his own arrow. dies. 


Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing ſea of light!) Here high enthron'd th' eternal Judge is plac'd, 
I ſee, on an empyreal flying throne With all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd; 
Sublimely rais'd, Heaven's everlaſting Son ; Stars on his robes in bcauteous order meet, 


| Crown'd with that majeſty which form'd the And the fun burns bencath his awful feet. 


— — 


world, Now an archangel eminently bright, 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. | From off his filver ſtaff, of wondrous height, 
Virtue, dominion, praiſe, omnipotence, Unfurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 
Support the train of their triumphant Prince, And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies : 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, | The Croſs ſo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. | Where'er it floats, on earth, and air, and main; 
Night ſhades the folemn arches of his brows, Fluthes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 


And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er ſerene he turns propitious eyes, 


And turns the deep- dyed ocean into blood. 
Oh formidable Glory ! dreadful bright ! 


— 


Or we expect, or find, a paradiſe: Refulgent torture to the guilty ſight! 
But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, Ah turn, unwary muſe, nor dare reveal 


The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
| On one hand, knowledge ſhines in pureſt light; Say not (to make the Sun ſhrink in his beam) 
On one, the ſword of juſtice, fiercely bright. Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a dream; 
Now bend the Knee in ſport, preſent the reed; Wiſh or their fouls may with their limbs decays | 
Now tell the ſcourg'd Impoſtor he ſhall bleed! | Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway. 
Thus glorious, thro' the courts of hcaven, the | But rather, if thou know'ſt the means, unfold 
Of life and death eternal bends his courſe ; { ſource | How they with tranſport might the ſcene behold, 


Loudthunders round him roll, and lightnings play; | Ah how but by Repentance—by a mind 
Th angelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: Quick and ſevere its own offence to find? 
| Sometouch the ſtring, ſorac ſtrike theſoundingſhell, | By tears, and groans, and never=ccafing care, 
And mingling voices in rich concert ſwell ; And all the pious violence of pray'r ? 
Voices ſeraphic! bleſt with ſuch a ſtrain, Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. l cat my heart beforc th eternal throne, 
Triumphant King of Glory! Soul of bliſs! In this great temple, which the {kies ſurround, 
What a ſtupendous turn of fite is this! For homage to its Lord a narrow bound: [weigh, 
0! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn % Thou! whoſe balance does the mountains 
And indigence of him in Bethlem born; „ Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obey, _ 
A needteſs, helpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, + Whoſe breath can turn thoſe wat'ry worlds fo 
| And but a Yecond to the fodder'd beat ! „ flame, | 


Hou chang d from him who, meekly proftrate laid, ] That flame to tempeſt, and that tempeſt tame; 
Vouckfif'd to waſh the fect himielf had made! | © Earth's meaneſt fon, all trembling, proſtrate 
| From him who was berray'd, forſook, denied, « falls, 1 

Wept, languiſh'd, pray d, bled, thirſted, groan'd, “ And on the bounties of thy goodneſs calls. 


and died; « Ol vive the winds all paſt offence to ſweep, 
Hung, pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foe; To ſcatter wide, or bury in the dcep? 
All heaven in tears above, earth uuconceru'd below! | Thy pow'r, my weakneſs, may I ever ſee, 
IG Ie t enough to bid rhe Sun retire ? And wholly dedicate my ſoul ro thee! 
hy did not Nature at thy groan expire? Reign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow 
Ice, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine; At thy command, nor human motive know! 
Che world is vaniſh'd—T am wholly thine. If anger boil, let anger be my praiſa, 


Miſtaken Cataphas! ah! which blaſphem'd, And tin the graceful indignarion raiſe, 8 
Thou or thy Pris' ner? which ſhall be condemn'd? | Ny love be warm to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 
Welt might thou rend thy garments, well ex-] And lift the burden from the foul cppreſs'd. 

cep are the horrors of eternal flame ! [claim ; “O may my underſtanding ever real 


bar God is good; 'tis wondrous all! Ev'n He This glorious volume, which thy w iſdom made 
hon garꝰſt to death, ſhame, torture, died for thce. ]“ Who decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry 
Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its flight 29 6« pride | | | 
rom earth full twice a planetary height. VM ho calls forth Summer like a ſparkling brid? 
here all the clouds condens'd rwo coli mus raife | - Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown? 
Rint with orient veins, and golden blaze: „And bids old Winter lay her honours down? 
dae fix'd on carth, and one in ſea; and round . Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czor, | 

e amptc foot the ſwelling billows ſound. | | Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and var. 

: 1 . 
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1% May ſea and land, and earth and heaven be join'd, 

% To bring th' eternal Author to my mind! 

„% When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 

« May thonghts of thy dread vengeance make 

% my Youl ! 

« When carth's in bloom, or planets proudly thine, 

& Adore, my heart, the Majeſty divine! 

% 'Fhro' ev'ry ſcene of life, or Peace, or war, 

« Plenty, or want, thy glory be my ce! 

« Shine we in arms, or fing beneath our vine? 

“ 'Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt rhine : 

Ihy pleaſure points 5 the ſhaft and bends the bo ; 

56 The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly + olow : 
Tis thou that lead'ft our pow! 'rful armics forth, 

6 Ap giv it great Arne thy ſceptre o'er the north. 
„Grant I may ever, at the morning rav, 

“ Open with pray r the confecrated day; 

« 'Tune thy great praiſe, and bid my foul ariſe, 

And with che mounting fun aſcend the ikics ! 

As that advances, let my zeal improve, 


« And glow with arc of confummare love; 


% Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting fun 
My endleſs worl] hip thall be ſtill begun. 

And, oh. permit the gloom of folemn night 
« To ſacred thought may forcibly invite. 


„M hen this world's ſhut, and av ful planets riſe, 


% Call on our minds, and raiſe them to thc ſkics: 
« Compoſe our ſouls with a les dazzling fight, 
% And ſhew all nature in a milder light; 


© How ev Ty boiſt'rous thought 1 in calms ſupfidles; 


„How the fmooth'd {pirit into goodneſs glides ! 
„O how divine, to tread the milky way 

« To the brighr palace of the Lov dq of day! 

« His court adm; ©, or for his favour fue, 

Or leagues of friendſhip with his faints renew! 
Plcas'd to took down, and fee the world ailcep, 
While 1 lony vigils to its Founder keep! f 

& Canſt thou not thake the centre? Oh controul, 
Subdue by force, the rebel in my foul ! 
„Thou, who canſt {till the raging of the flood, 
« Refſtrain the various tuwults of my blood; 
„Teach me, with equal tirmnets, to fuſtain 

« Alluring plcaſure, and allauking pain. 

O may I pant for 'Thce in each deſire, 
And with ſtrong faith fomcnt the hoty hre ! 


6c 


s 


40 


6« Stretch out my foul in hope, and gratp the prize 


«6 W. hich in Eternity's deep boſom lies! 
« At the Great Day of recompence behold, 
$8 r d of fear, the fatal hook unfold 
„Then, watted upward to the bliſof ul ſcar, 


WAS ©» rom age tv ave amy grateful long rope at ; 
My Liein, my Life, my God, my Savivur fee, 


40 


« And rival angels! in the pre of Thee!“ 


Fabler for the Female Sex. MooRE. 
8 239. Table I. The Eagle and t eAferb'y a, Birds. 
To ler Nova Tiiphnets the e of V ales. 
T* — : moral lay, t Ecauty due, 
JIritce. Fair eee to vou; 
Wel pleus d d to hope my vacant hours 
Have been employ 'd to Wecten yours. 
Truth v . ler tiction ] impart, 
1⁰ * Ed Ce fully em A * heart, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| That this nol” Jired at 'we; 
No doubt you 1 readily agree 14 


Book l. 
And thew the paths that lead aſtray 


The wand'ring nymph from wiſdom's way, 
I fatter none. © The great and good 
Are by their actions underſtond; 
Your monument if actions raile, 
Shall J deface by idle praiſe? 
| echo not the voice of Fame; 
That dwells delighted on your name : 
Her fricndiy tale, however true, 
| Were flatt'ry, if I told it you. 
The proud, the cnvious, and the vain, 
| The jilt, the prude, demand my ftram; 
To theſe, deteſting praiſe, 1 write, 
And vent in charity my {pite : 
With friendly hand J hold the glaſs 
To all, promilc uous, as they pals: 
Should folly there her li konets view, 
fret ot that ti mirror's true; 
If the fantaſtic form offend, 
I made it not, but would amend. 
Virtuc, in ev rv elime and age, 
Spurns at the folly-fouthing page; 
While ſatire; that offends the car 
Of vice and paſſion, plcates her. 
Premiſing this, your anger ſpare; 
And claim the fable you who dare. 
The birds in place, by fictions prely'd, 
To Jupiter their pray Fs addrets d: 
By ſpecious lyes the ftare was vex'd 
Their counſels libellcrs perples'd ; 
They bc We 'd (to fron ay 10s Kon gUCs ) 
A &acivus hearing of t. Air rongs. 
Joe grants the ſutt. Ihe Eagle fate 
ec id Ci Gt thc rand debate. 
The Pye, to tr uſt and pow 'r preferr d, 
Demands perm] on to be heard. 
Says he, Protixity of phraſe 
You ern L hate. T his libel favs, 
„ Some birds there arc, who, pr one to noſe, 
«© Arc hir'd to ſilence wildom's voice; 
© And, ſkill'd to chatter out the hgur, 
„ Rite by their emptiacts to pow Tr. * 


————_— 


* 


Vet well this age a gembl, knows, 
By parts to government 1 roſe. 
My prudent counſehs prop the ſtate; 
Magpies were never known to pratc. 
4 he þ * E. ite 10 ic up. 1115 none licart 
In virtac's fuflerings Lore a part, 
That there were bi- ds of prev he knew; 
So far the libeller ſaid true: 
+ Voracious, bold, to raping prone, . 
6 . ho knew no iat re f but their own 
«EW ho hoy” ring 0 er thu Farms s yart, 
60 Nor piggson, chiek, nor duc! Sling ſpar d. wy 
[This might be true; but, if applicd 
To him, in troth the Nlanderer lee d. 
Smce ie n Fance then miglit be miſled, 
Such tunes, be thonghe, were bett Wald. 
The Crow was ven d. As yeſter-morn 


| 


— — 


He flew acroſs the new-town corn, 
A {creaming boy was ſct for pay, 
Ile Knew, to d. ive the eros away; 


n= ow 


Scandal 


Book I. 


Scandal had found him out in turn, 
And buzz'd abroad that crows love corn. 

The Owl aroje w ith ſolemn face, 

And thus harangucd upon the caſe: 

That magpies prate, it may be true; 

A kite may be v oracious too; - 
Crows ſometimes deal in new-{own peaſe 3 
He libels not, wno ſtrikes at theſe: 

The ſlander's here“ But there are birds, 
« Whoſe wiſdom lies in looks, not words 
« Blund'rers, who level in the dark, 

« And always ſhoot beſide the mark. 5 

He names not me; but theſe are hints, 
Which manifeſt at whom ha ſquints; 

] were indeed that blund'ring fowl, 

To queſtion if he meant an owl. 

Ye wretciics, hence! the Eagle crics, 
Tis conſcience, conſeience that applies; 
The virtuous mind takes no alarm, 

Secur'd by innocence from harm 
While guilt, and his att ociute fear, 
Arc flartled at the patling air. 


* 


$ 240. Fable II. 
other Beaſts. 
HE man who feeks to win the fair 
(So cuſtom ſays) muſt truth forb-ar ; 
Muſt fau n and Hatter, cr inge and lyve, 
And raiſe the goddels to the ſKy. 
For truth is hatcful to her car; ; 
A rudeneſs which ſhe cannot bear: 
A rudencls ! Yes. I ſpeak my thoughts ; 
For truth upbraids her with her faults. 
How wretched, Chloe, then am I, 
no love you, and yer cannot Ive 
And ſtill, to make you lets wy fricnd, 
I ſtrive vour errors to amend ! 
But fell the ſenfelets fop impart 
The ſotteſt paltiom to your heart ; 
While he, who tells you honeſt truth, 
And 50 ints to h; appincfs 1 vour youth, 
Derermiacs, by Ins care, his lot, 
And lives nevieetcd and forgot? 
Truſt me, me dear, with greater taſe 
Your tafte for flatr'ry 1 could plealc ; 
And fimiles imcach dull line, 
Like glew-Worms in the dark 
What if 1 ſay your lips $iclole 
The ficthnets of the op'ning roſe ? 
Ur that vour cheeks are beds of flow rs, 
Fnripe n'd by re freſhing {thow'rs ? 
Yet certain as theſe fow'rs thall fade, 
Time cy'ry beauty will invade. 
The butte Ty of various hue, 
More than the flow? r, reſembles you; 
Far, flutt'ri! g, fickle, buſy thing, 
To plcature ever on the wing, 
Gaily coquett ing for an hour, | 
Jo die and ne'er be thought cf more. 
Would vou the bloom of youth thould laſt? 
'Tis virtue that muſt bind it faſt; 
An eaſy carriage, wholly free 
From tour reſerve, or levity; 


„ſhould ſhinc. 


The Pauthen, the THO: and 
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Good - natur'd mirth, an open heart, 7 
And looks unſkill'd in any art; 
Humility enough to own 
The frailtics which a friend makes known, 
And decent price enough to know 
The worth that virtue can beſtow. 
Theſe are the charms which nc'er decay, 


| Though youth and beauty fade away; 


And time, which all things elfe removes, 

Still hicightens virtue, and i improves. 
You” Ii frown, and aix, To what intent, 

This blunt addreſs to you is fent ? 

I'll {pare the queition, and confeſs 

I'd praite you, if 1 lov'd you lets * 

Burt rail, be angry, or complain, 

I will be rude v-hile vou are Vain, 
Beneath a lion's peaceful rein, 

When bcaſts met friendly on the plain, 

A Panther of majeſtic port 

(The vaineſt female of the court 

With ſpotted {kin, and cyes of fire, 

Fd every boſom with defire. 

\herc'er the mov'd, a ſervile crowd 

Of fawning creatures cring'd and bow'd ; 

Aﬀemblics ev'rv week the held 

(Like modern belles) with coxcombs fy ds 

Where noiſe, and nonferfe, and grimace, 

And lves, and ſcandal, fill“ 4 the place. 
Behold the gay fan taſtie thang 

Encircled by the ſpacious ring ! 

Low-bowing, with important look, 

As firſt in rank, the NI. mkey ſpoke : 
Gad take me, madam ! but I fear, 

„ No angel ever look d fo fair: 


© Forgive my rudenels, but J yow 
ou were not quite divine e till now; 


—— —ä 


8 
Pho 
[ >» 


« Thoſe limbs! that ſhape ! and then thoſe eyes? : 
„OO cloje them, or the g4zer dies!“ 
Nay, gentle pug, for goodacts huſh, 
[ vow and ſwear you make me bluſh ; ; 
| ſhall bu angry ar this rate; 
"Tis fo like Batt” ry, which I hate, 
The Fox, in deeper cunning vers'd, 
beauties of her mind rchcars'd, 
And rilk'd of Knowledge, talte, and fenſe, 
To which the fair have vaſt prercace ! 
Yer well he know them always vain 
Of what they rive Hot to attain; 
And play'd fo cunningly his part, 
That pug was rivall' d in his art. 
The goat avow'd his am'rous flame, 
And burnt for what he durſt not name z 
Yet hop'd a meeting in the word 
Viiwhr make his meaning underſtood, 
Halt angry at the bold addreſs, | 
She frown'd ; bur vet ſhe muſt confeſs 
Such henuties might inflame his blood, 
But fill hie phrate was ſomewhat rude. 
The Hog her-neatnzels much admir'd; 
The formal Afs her ſwiftneſs hr'd : 
While all to feed her tolly ſtrove, 
And by their praiſes ſhar 4 her love, 
The Horſe, whoſe gen'rous heart diſdain'd 
Applaufe by fervile flatt'ry gain'd, 
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With graceful courage filence broke, 

And thus with indignation ſpoke : | 
When flatt'ring monkeys fawn and prate, 

They juſtly raiſe contempt or hate; 


For merit's turn'd to ridicule, : 


Applauded by the grinning fool, 

The artful fox po wit commends, 
To lure you to his ſelfiſh ends; 

From the vile flatt' rer turn away, 

For knaves make friendſhips to betray, 
Diſmiſs the train of fops and fools, 


And learn to live by wiſdom's rules; 


Bueh beauties might the lion warm, 
Did not your folly break the charm 
For who would court that lovely thape, 
To be the rival of an ape ? > : 
He ſaid, and ſnorting in diſdain, 
Spurn'd at the crowd, and ſought the plain. 


WOrmM. | 
THE prudent nymph, whoſe cheeks diſcloſe 

The lily and the bluſhing roſe, 
From public view her Charms will ſcreen, 
And rarely in the crowd be ſeen; _ 
This ſimple truth ſhall Keep her wiſe 
„% The faireſt fruits attrack the flies.“ 

One night a Glow- worm, proud and vain, 

Contemplating her glitt'ring train, 


Cried, dure there never was in nature 


Bo elegant, ſo fine a creature. 
All other inſccts that I fee, 
The frugal ant, induſtrious bee, 


Or ſilk-worm, with contempt I view ; 


With all that low, mechanic crew, 
Who ſervilely their lives employ 
In bus'neſs, enemy to joy. 
Mean, vulgar.herd ! ye are my fcoin ; 
For grandeur only I was born, 
Or ſure am ſprung from race divine, 
And plac'd on carth to live and ſhine. 
Thoſe lig':ts that ſparkle fo on high, 
Are but the glow-worms of the ſky ; 
And kings on carth their gems admire, 
Becaule they imitate my fire. 

She ſpoke. Attentive on a ſprav, 
A Nightingale forbore his lar; 


He ſaw the ſhining morſe! near, 


And flew, directed by the glare 

Awhile he gaz'd with ſober look, 

And thus the trembling prey befpoke : 
Deluded fool, with pride clate! 


Know, tis thy beauty brings thy fate: 


Leſs dazzling, long thou mightſt have lain 


Unheeded on the velvet plain: 


Pride, ſoon or late, degraded mourns, 
And beauty wrecks whom ſhe adorns, 


we 


8 242. Fable IV. men and Death. 
QIXTEEN, d'ye ſay ? Nay then tis time; 
Another year deſtroys your prime. 

But ſtay—the ſettlement ? That's made,” 
Why then's my fimple il afraid? 
6 | 


§ 241. Fable III. The Nightingale and Glow-' 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


That idle boy neglects his trade, 


| The captive from his bonds to free, 


And thy too partial hand/arraign ? 


Book! 


Yet hold a moment, if you can, 
And heedfully the fable ſcan. 

The ſhades were fled, the morning bluſk'q, 
The winds were in their caverns huſh'd, 
When Hymen, penſive and ſedate, 

Held o'er the fields his muſing gait. 
Behind him, thro' the green-wood ſhade, 
Death's meagre form the god ſurvey'd; 
Who quickly, with gigantic ſtride, 

Out went his pace, and join'd his fide. 
The chat on various ſubjects ran, 

Till angry Hymen thus began: 

Relentleſs Death ! whoſe iron ſway 
Mortals reluctant muſt obey, 

Still of thy pow'r ſhall J complain, 


When Cupid brings a pair of hearts, 
All over ſtuck with equal darts, 
Thy cruel ſhafts my hopes deride, 
And cut the knot that Hymen tied. 

Shall not the bloody and the bold, 
The miſer, hoarding up his gold, 

The harlot recking from the ſtew, 
Alone thy fell revenge purſue ? 
But muſt the gentle and the kind 
Thy fury, undiſtinguiſh'd, find ? 

The monarch calmly thus replied : 
Weigh well the cauſe, and then decide. 
That friend of yours you lately nam'd, 
Cupid alone, is to be blam'd ; 

Then let the charge be juſtly laid: 


And hardly once in twenty years 
A couple to your temple bears. 
The wretches, whom your office blends, 
Silenus now, cr Plutus fends ; 
Hence care, and bitterneſs, and ftritc, 
Are common to the nuptial life. 

Believe me; more than all mankind - 
Your vot'ries my compaſſion find. 
Yet crucl am I call'd, and baſt, 
Who ſeck the wretched to releaſe ; 


Indiſſoluble but for me. 

Pis I entice him to the yoke ; 

By me your crowded altais ſmoke ; 
For mortals boldly dare the nooſe, 
Sccurc that Death will ſet them looſe. 


§ 243. Fable V. The Poet and his Palron, 

W HY, Calia, is your ſpreading walte 

So loole, ſo negligently lac'd ? 
Why muſt the wrapping bed-gown hide 
Your ſnowy boſom's ſwelling pride? 
How ill that dreſs adorns your head, 
Diſtain'd, and rumpled from the bed! 
Thoſe clouds that ſhade your blooming face 
A little water might difp:ace, 
As Nature ev'ry morn beſtows 
The cryſtal dew to cleanſe the roſe. 
Thoſe treſſes, as the raven black, 
That wav'd in ringlets down your back, 
Uncomb'd, and injur'd by neglect. 


| | Deſtroy the face which once they dech d. 


Whenee 


Book 1. 


Whence this forgetfulneſs of dreſs ? 
Pray, Madam, are you married ?—Yes. 
Nay, then indeed the wonder ceaſes ; 

No matter now how looſe your dreſs is ; 
The end is won, your fortune's made ; 
Your ſiſter now may take the trade, 

Alas ! what pity 'tis to find | 

This fault in half the female kind ! 
From hence proceed averſion, ſtrife, 
And all that ſours the wedded life. 
Beauty can only point the dart, 

Tis neatneſs guides it to the heart; 
Let neatneſs then and beauty ſtrive 
To keep a wav'ring flame alive. 

'Tis harder far (you'll find it true) 
To keep the conqueſt, than ſubdue ; 
Admit us once behind the ſcreen, 

What is there farther to be ſeen? 
A newer face may raiſe the flame, 
But ev'ry woman 1s the ſame. 

Then ſtudy chiefly to improve 
The charm that fix'd your huſband's love. 
Weigh well his humour. Was it dreſs 
That gave your beauty pow'r to bleſs ? 
Purſue it ſtill; be neater ſeen; 

'Tis always frugal to be clean; 
So ſhall you keep alive deſire, 
And time's ſwift wing ſhall fan the fre. , 

In garret high (as ſtories ſay) 

A Poet ſung his tuneful lay ; 

So ſoft, ſo ſmooth his verſe, you'd ſwear 
Apollo and the Muſes there : | 
Thro' all the town his praiſes rung; 
His ſonnets at the playhouſe ſung; 

High waving o'er his lab'ring head, 

The goddeſs Want her pinions ſpread, 
And with poctic fury fir'd 

What Phoebus faintly had inſpir'd. 

A noble youth, of taſte and wit, 
Approv'd the ſprightly things he writ, 
And ſought him in his cobweb dome, 
Diſcharg'd his rent, and brought him home, 

Bchold him at the ſtately board ! _ 
Who but the Poet and my Lord ! 

Each day deliciouſly he dines, 

And greedy quaffs the gen'rous wines; 
His ſides were plump, his ſkin was ſleck, 
And plenty wanton'd on his check; 
Aſtoniſh'd at the change ſo new, 

Away th' inſpiring goddeſs flew. 

Now, dropt for politics and news, 
Neglected lay the drooping mule, 

Unmindful whence his fortune came, 
He ſtifled the poetic flame ; 
Nor tale, nor 3 for my lady, 
Lampoon, nor epigram, was ready. 

With juſt contempt his Patron ſaw 
(Refolv'd his bounty to withdraw); 
And thus, with anger in his look, 

The late-repenting fool beſpoke : 

Blind to the good that courts thee grown, 
Whence has the ſun of favour ſhone ? 

Dclighted with thy runeful art, 
Eftcem was growing in my heart; 
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That gave it birth, and kept it warm. 
Unthinking fools alone deſpiſe 
The arts that taught them firſt to riſe. 


* 


$ 244. Fable VI. The Wolf, the Sheep, and 


the Lamb. 


Dur! demands, the parents. voice 
Should ſanctify the daughter's choice: 

In that is due obedience ſhewn; 
To chooſe, belongs to her alone. 

May horror ſeize his midnight hour, 
Who builds upon a parent's pow'r, 
And claims, by purchaſe vile and baſe, 
The loathing maid for his embrace ; 
Hence virtue fickens ; and the breaſt, 


| Where peace had built her downy neſt, 


Becomes the troubled ſeat of carc, 
And pines with anguiſh and deſpair. 

A Wolf, rapacious, rough, and bold, 
Whoſe nightly plunders thinn'd the fold, 
Contemplating his ill-ſpent life, | 


And cloy'd with thefts, would take a wife. 


His purpoſe known, the ſavage race 
In num'rous crowds attend the place; 
For why, a mighty wolf he was, 

And held dominion in his jaws. 


| Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought, 


And humbly his alliance ſought 


| Bur cold by age, or elſe too nice, 


None found acceptance in his cycs, 

It happen'd as at early dawn 
He ſolitary crofs'd the lawn, | 
Stray'd from the fold, a ſportive Lamb 
Skipp'd wanton by her fleecy Dam; 


| When Cupid, foc to man and beaſt, 


Diſcharg'd an arrow at his breaſt. 

'The tim'rous breed the robber knew, 
And trembling o'er the meadow flew; _ 
Their nimbleſt ſpeed the Wolf o'ertook, 
And courteous thus the Dam beſpoke : 


| Stay, faireſt, and ſuſpend your fear; 


Truſt me, no enemy 1s near : 
Theſe jaws, in ſlaughter oft imbrucd, 


At length have known enough of blood; 


And kinder bus'neſs brings me now, 
Vanquiſh'd, at beauty's feet to how. 
You have a daughter—ſweet, forgive 

A Wolf's addrets—in her I live; 

Love from her eyes like lightning cameg 
And ſet my marrow all on flame; 

Let your conſent conſirm my choice, 


{ And ratify our nuptial joys. 


Me ample wealth and pow'r attend, 
Wide o'er the plains my realms extend 


| What midnight robber dare invade 


The fold, if I the guard am made? 
At home the ſhepherd's cur may ſleep, 
While I ſecure his maſter's ſheep. 
Diſcourſe like this attention claim'd ; 
Grandeur the mother's breaſt inflam'd ; 
Now fearleſs by his fide ſhe walk'd, 


Of ſettlements and jointurcs talk d; 
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Propos'd, and doubled her demands 

Of flow'ry fields and turnep-lands. ' 

The Wolf agrees. Her boſom ſwells; 

To Miſs her happy fate ſhe tells; 

And, of the grand alliance vain, 

Contemns her kindred of the plain, 
The loathing Lamb with horror hears, 

And wearics out her Dam with pray'rs; 

But all in vain ; mamma beſt knew 

What unexperienc'd girls ſhould do. 

So, to the neighb'ring meadow carried, 

A formal aſs the couple married. 

Torn from the tyrant mother's ſide, 
The trembler goes, a vittim-bride ; 
Reluctant meets the rude embrace, 

And blcats among the howling race. 
With horror oft her eyes behold 
Her murder'd kindred of the fold; 
Each day a ſiſter lamb is ſerv'd, 
And at the glutton's table cary'd; 
The craſhing bones he grinds for food, 
And flakes his thirſt with ſtreaming blood, 
Love, who the cruel mind deteſts, | 
And lodges but in gentle breaſts, 
Was now no more. En;oyment paſt, 
The ſavage hunger'd for the feaſt 
But (as we find, in human race, 
A matik conccals the villain's face) 
Juſtice muſt authoriſe the treat; 
Till then he long'd, but durſt not cat. 
As forth he walk'd in queſt of prey, 
The hunters mer him on the way : 
Fear wings his fiight ; the marſh he ſought ; 
The ſnuffing dogs are ſet at fault. 
His ſtomach baulk'd, now hunger gnaws, 
Howling he grinds his empty jaws : 
Food muſt be had, and Lamb is nigh ; 
His maw mvokes the fraudful lye. 
Is this (diſſembling rage, he cricd) 
The gentle virtue of a bride ? 
That, leagued with man's deſtroying race, 
She ſets her huſband for the chace ? 
By treach'ry prompts the noify hound 
To ſcent his footſteps on the ground ? 
Thou trait'roſs vile! for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood! 
So ſaying, on the Lamb he flies: 
Beneath his jaws the victim dies. 
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; HATE the face, however fair, 

> That carries an affected air; 

The liſping tone, the ſhape conſtrain'd, 

The ſtudied look, the paſſion feign'd, 

Are fopperies, which only tend 

To injure what they ſtrive to mend. 
With what ſuperior grace enchants 

The face, which nature's pencil paints! 

Where eyes, unexereis'd in art, 

Glow with the meaning of the heart ! 

Where freedom and go0od-humour fit, 

And eaſy gaiety and wit! 

Though perfect beauty be not there, 

The maſter lincs, the finiſh'd air, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


24%. Fable VII. The Gcoſe and the Sqvans. 


Sprung forth, ang thus the fool addreſs d : 
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We catch from ev'ry look delight, 
And grow enamour'd at the fight : 
For beauty, though we all approve, 
Excites our wonder more than love; 
While the agreeable ſtrikes ſure, 
And gives the wounds we cannot cure, 

Why then, my Amoret, this care, 
That forms you, in effect, lefs fair? 
If nature on your cheek beſtows 
A bloom that emutates the roſe, 

Or from {ome heavenly image drew 
A form Apelles never knew, 

Your ill-judg'd aid will you impart, 
And ſpoil by merctricious art? 

Or had you, naturc's error, come 
Abortive from the mother's womb, 
Your forming care ſhe ſtill rejects, 
Which only hetghtens her defects. 
When fuch, of glitt'ring jewels proud, 
Still preſs the foremoſt in the crowd, 
At ev'ry public ſhow are ſeen, 

With look awry, and aukward mien, 
The gaudy dreſs attrafts the eye, 
And magnifies deformity, 

Nature may underdo her part, 
But ſeldom wants the help of art; 
Jruſt her, ſhe is your ſureſt friend, 
Nor made your form for you to mend, 

A Goole, affected, empty, vain, 
The ſhrilleſt of the cackling train, 
Wich proud and elevated creſt, _ 
Precedence claim'd above the reſt, 

Says ſhe, I laugh at human race, 


| Who fuy geeſe hobble in their pace, 


Look here !—the ſland'rous lye detect; 
Not haughty man is fo erect. 
That pcacock yonder ! Lord, how vain 
The creature's of his gaudy train 
If both were ſtript, I pawn my word 
A goote would be the finer bird. 
Nature, to hide her own defects, 
Her bungled work with finery decks; 
Were geeſe ſet off with halt that thow, 
Would men admire the peacock ? No. 
Thus vaunting, croſs the mead the ſtalks, 
The cackling breed attend her walks; 
The ſun ſhot down his noon-tide beams, 
The Swans were ſperting in the ſtreams; 
Their ſnowy plumes and ſtately pride 
Provok'd her fplecn. Why there, thc cried, 
Again what arrogance we fcc ! 
Thotc creatures! how they mimic me! 
Shall eviry fowl the waters ſkim, 
Becauſe we vyeeſe are known to ſwim ! 
| Humility they ſcon thall learn, 
And their own emptineſs diſcern. 

So ſaying, with extended wings, 


| Lightly upon the wave ſhe ſprings; 


Her boſom ſwells, ſhe ſpreads her plumes, 
And the ſwan's ſtately creſt aſſumes. 
Contempt and mockery enſued, 

And burſts of laughter ſhook the flood, 


A Swan, ſuperior to the reſt, 


Conce 


. 
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BOOK J. 
Conceited thing, late with pride! 

Thy affectation all deride : : 

Theſe airs thy aukwardncſs impart, 

And ſfiew thee plainiy as thou art. 

Among thy equals of the flock 

Thou hadſt eſcap'd the public mock ; 

And, as thy parts to good conduce, 

Been deem d an honeſt hobbling gooſe. 
Learn hence to Fudy wifdom's rules; 

Know, foppery's the pride of fools 

And, ſtriving nature to conceal, 

You only her defects reveal. 


$ 246. Fable Vii. The Lanwyer and Juſice. 
OVE! thou divineſt good below! 
L Thy pure delights few mortals know: 
Our rebel hearts thy ſway diſown, | 
While tyrant luſt uſurps thy throne. 
The bounteous God of nature made 
The ſexes for cach other's aid; 
Their mutual talents to employ, 
To leflen ills, and heighten joy. 
To weaker woman he aſſign'd 
That ſoft'ning gentleneſs of mind, 
That can by ſympathy impart 
Irs likeneſs to the rougheſt heart. 
Her eyes with magic pow'r cndued, 
To fire the dull, and awe the rude. 
| His roſy fingers on her face 
Shed lavith cv ry blooming grace, 
And ſtamp'd (perfection to diſplay) 
His mildeſt image on her clay. + + 
Man, active, rc{olate, and bold, 
He faſhion'd in a diff rent mould, 
With ufcful arts his mind inform'd, 
His breaſt with nobler paſſions warm'd; 
He gave him knowledge, taſte, and ſenſe, 
Ard courage for the fair's defence. 
Her frame, reſiſtleſs to cach wrong, 
Demands protection from the frrong ; 
To man ſhe flies when fear alarms, 
And claims the temple of his arms. 
By nature's Author thus declar'd 
The woman's ſov'reign and her guard, 
Shall man by treach'rous wiles invade 
The weakneſs he was meant to aid? 
While beauty, given to inſpire 
Protecting love, and ſoft deſire, 
Lights up a wild- fire in the heart, 
And to its own breaſt points the dart, 
Becomes the ſpoiler's baſe pretence 
To triumph over innocence. I 
The wolf, that tears the tim'rous ſheep, 
Vas never ſet the fold to kecp; | 
Nor was the tiger, or the pard, | 
Meant the benighted trav ller's guard; 
Bur man, the wildeſt beaſt of prey, 
Wears friendſhip's ſemblance to betray ; 
His ſtrength againft the weak employs; 
And where he ſhould protect, deſtroys. 
Paſt twelve o'ciock, the watchman cried; 
His brief the ſtudious Lawyer plied; 
The all-prevailing fee lay nigh, 
he carneſt of to-morrow's lye. 
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SACRED AND MORAL. 


Sudden the fugtgus winds ariſe, 

The jarring caſement ſhatter d flies; 
The doors admit a hollow found, 

And rattling from their hinges bound; | 
When Juſtice, in a blaze of light, 5 
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Reveal d her radiant torm to fight. 

The wretch with thrilling horror ſhook 3 
Looſe every joint, and pale his look; 
Not having teen her in the courts, 
Or found her mention'd in reports, | 
He aſk'd, with fault'ring tongue, her name, 


| Her errand there, and whence ſhe came? 


Sternly the white-rob'd Shade replied 
(A crimton glow her viſage dyed) : 
Canft thou be doubrful who I am? 
Is Juſtice grown ſo ſtrange a name? 
Where not your courts for Juſtice rais'd ® 


| "Twas there, of old, my altars blaz d. 


My guardian thee J did elect, 
My ſacred temple to protect, 
That thou and all thy venal tribe, 
Should ſpurn the goddeſs for the bribe. 
Aloud the ruin'd clicnt crics, | 
Juſtice has neither cars nor eyes; 
In foul alliance with the bar, 
Gainſt me the judge denounces war, ; 
And rarely iſſues his decree x 
But with intent to baffle me. 
She paus'd her breaſt with fury burn d, 


The trembling Lawyer thus return'd: 


1 own, the charge is juſtly laid, 
And weak th' excuſe that can be made; 
Vet ſearch the ſpacious globe, and ſee 
If all mankind are not like me. 

The gown-man, {kill'd in Romiſh lycs, 
By fanh's falſe glaſs deludes our eyes; 
Oer conſcience rides without controul, 

And robs the man, to ſave his foul. 

The doctor, with important face, 

zy fly deſign miſtakes the calc ; | 
Preſcribes, and ſpins out the diſcaſe, 

To trick the patient of his fees. 

The ſoldier, rough with many a ſcar, 
And red with ſlaughter, leads the war;; 
If he a nation's truſt betray, | 
The fo has offer'd double pay. 

When vice o'er all mankind prevails, 
And weighty int'reſt turns the ſcales, 
Muſt | be better than the reſt, 
And harbour Juſtice in my breaſt ? 


On one fide only take the fee, 


Content with poverty and thee ? 

Thou blind to ſenſe, and vile of mind, 
Th' exaſperated Shade rejoin'd, | 
[f virtue from the world is flown, 
Will others faults excuſe thy own ? 
For fickly ſouls the prieſt was made; 
Phyſicians for the body's aid, 
The ſoldier guarded liberty, ä 
Man, woman, and the lawyer me. 
If all are faithleſs to their truſt, 
They leave not thee the leſs unjuſt. 
Henceforth your pleadings I diſclaim, 


5 bar the ſanction of my name,; 
ee err | Wichis 
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Within your courts it ſhall be read, 
That Juſtice from the law is fled. 

She ſpoke; and hid in ſhades her face, 
Till Hardwicke ſooth'd her into grace. 


I 247. Fable IN. The Farmer, the Spaniel, 
and the Cat. 
WHY knits my dear her angry brow ? 
What rude offence alarms you now ? 
I faid that Delia's fair, tis true, 
Bur did I fay ſhe equall'd you ? 
Can't I another's face commend, 
Or to her virtues be a friend, 
But inſtantly your forchead lours, 
As if her merit lefſen'd yours? 
From female envy never free, | 
All muſt be blind becauſe you ſee. 
Survey the gardens, kelds, and, how'rs, 
The buds, the bloſſoms, and the flow'rs; 
Then tell me where the woodbine grows 
That vies jn ſweetneſs with the roſe ; 
Or where the lily's ſnowy white, 
That throws ſuch beautics on the ſight ? 
Vet folly is it to declare, 
That theſe are neither ſweet nor fair. 
The cryſtal ſhincs with fainter rays 
Before the diamond's brighter blaze ; 
And fops will ſay the diamond dies 
Before the luſtre of your eyes: 
But I, who deal in truth, deny 
Thar neither ſhine when you are by. 
When zephyrs o'er the bloſſom ſtray, 
And ſweets along the air convey, 
Shan't I the fragrant breeze inhale, 
Becauſe you breathe a ſweeter gale ? 
Sweet are the flow'rs that deck the field; 
Sweet is the ſmell the bloſſoms yield; 
Sweet is the ſummer gale that blows; 
And ſweet, tho” ſweeter you, the role. 
Shall envy then torment your breaſt, 
If you are lovelier than the reſt ? 
For while I give to cach her due, 
By praiſing them I flatter you; 
And praihng moſt, I ſtill declare 
You faireſt, where the reſt are fair. 
As at his board a Farmer fate, 
Replenith'd by his homely treat, 
His fav'rite Spanicl near him ſtood, 
And with his maſter ſnar'd the food; 
The crackling bones his jaws devour d, 
His lapping tongue the trenchers icour'd 
Till, fated now, ſupine he lay, | 
And ſnor'd the riſing fumes away. 
The hungry Cat in turn drew near, 
And humbly crav'd a fervant's ſhare, 
Her modeſt worth the Maſter knew, 
And ſtraight the fatt'ning morſel threw : 
Enrag'd, the ſnarling Cur awoke, 
And thus with ſpiteful envy ſpoke : 
They only claim a right to cat, 
ho carn by ſervices their meat; 
ATe, zeal and induſtry inflame 
To ſcour the fields, and ſpring the game; 
Or, plunged in the wint ry wave, 
For man the wounded bird to fave. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Since there's enough for you and me? 


. THE nymph who walks the public ſtreets, 
With ſilken line, my Lydia ſtood, 


 Gne(s'd you the reaſon of his fear, 


| The linner flutter'd on the ſpray. 
The ſcaly fry, and feather'd brood ? 


| To captivate the human heart? 


From Eve's firſt fig-lcaf to brocade, 


On what the baſhful nymph conccals. 


Bool 


With watchful diligence I keep 

From prowling wolves his fleecy ſheep; 
At home his midnight hours ſecure, : 
And drive the robber from the door : 
For this his breaſt with kindneſs glows 
For this his hand the food beſtows ; 
And ſhall thy indolence impart ? 

A warmer friendſhip to his heart, 

T hat thus he robs me of my due, 

To pamper ſuch vile things as you ? 

I own (with meekneſs Puſs replied) 
Superior merit on your fide ; | 
Nor does my breaſt with envy ſwell, 
To find it recompens'd ſo well; 

Yet I, in what my nature can, 
Contribute to the good of man. 

Whoſe claws deſtroy the pilf ring mouſe 3 
Vho drives the vermin from the houſe 2 
Or, watchful for the lab' ring ſwain, 
From lurking rats ſecures the grain ? 
From hence if he rewards beſtow, 

Why ſhould your heart with gall o'erflow 3 
Why pine my happineſs to ſec, 


_ 


Thy words are juſt, the Farmer cricd, 
And ſpurn'd the ſnarler from his fide. 


$ 248. Fable x. The Spider and the Br. 


And ſets her cap at all ſhe meets, 
May catch the fool who turns to ſtare; _ 
But men of ſenſe avoid the ſnare. 
As on the margin of the flood, 


I ſmil'd to fee the pains ſhe took 

To cover o'er the fraudful hook. 
Along the foreſt as we ſtray'd, 

You {rw the boy his lime-twigs ſpread; 


Leſt, heedleſs, we approach too near ? 
For, as bchind the buſh we lay, 


Needs there fuch caution to delude 
And think you, with inferior art, 


The maid who modeſtly conceals 
Her beauties, while ſhe hides, reveals. 
Give but a glimpſe, and fancy draws 
Whate'er the Grecian Venus was. 


All dreſs was meant for fancy's aid; 
Which evermore delighted dwells 


When Celia ſtruts in man's attire, _ 
She ſhews too much to raiſe deſire; 
But, from the hoop's bewitching round, 
Her very ſhoe has pow'r to wound. | 
The roving eve, the boſom bare, 
The forward laugh, the wanton air, 
May catch the fop ; for gudgeons ſtrike 
At the bare hook and bait alike ; 
While ſalmon play regardleſs by, 


| Till art liks nature forms the lx. 


Beneatk 


Beneath a peaſant's homely thateh 
\ Spider long had held her watch; 
om morn to night, with reſtleſs care, 
She ſpun her web, and wove her ſnare. 
thin the limits of her reign 
Lor many a heedleſs captive flain 
0, Autt'ring ſtruggled in the tolls, 
To burſt the chains, and ſhun her wiles. 
A firaying Bee, that perch d hard by, 
Beheld her with diſdainful eye, 5 
And thus began: Mean thing! give o'er, 
And lay thy flender threads no more; 
A thoughtic!s ly or two, at moſt, 
I: all the conqueſt thou canſt boaſt ; 
For bees of ſenſe thy arts evade, | 
We ſce ſo plain the nets are laid. 
The gaudy tulip, that diſplays 
Her ſpreading foliage to gaze; 
That points her charms at all ſhe ſees, 
And vields to ev'ry wanton breeze, 
Auracts not me; where bluſhing grows, 
Guarded with thorns, the modeſt roſe, 
Eramour'd, round and round I fly, 
Or on her fragrant boſom lie; 
Reluctant ſhe my ardour mcets, 
And baſhful renders up her ſweets. 
To wiſer heads attention lend, 
And learn this leſſon from a friend: 
She who with modeſty rctircs, 
Adds fucl to her lover's ſires; 
While ſuch incautious jilts as you 
By folly your own ſchemes undo. 


of ke true, I blame your lover's choice, 
Though flatter'd by the public voice; 
And peevith grow, and ſick, to hear 
lis exclamations, O how fair! 
Lien not to wild delights, 
And tranſports of expected nights; 
What is to me your hoard of charms, 
The whitenefs of your neck and arms? 
Needs there no acquiſition more 
To keep contention from the door? 
Yes; pats a fortnight, and you'll find 
All beauty cloys but of the mind. 
Senſe and good-humour ever prove 
The ſureſt cords to faſten love. 
Yet, Phillis, Gmpleſt of your ſex, 
Yon never think but to perplex ; 
Coquetting it with ev ry ape 
That ſtruts abroad in human ſhape ; 
Not that the coxcomb is your taſte, 
But that it {tings your lover's breaſt, 
0-morrow you reſign the ſway, 
Prepar'd to honour and obey. 
The tyrant miſtreſs change for life, 
To the ſubmiſſion of a wife. 
Your follies, if yau can, fuſpcnd, 
And learn inſtruction from a friend: 
ReluGtant hear the firſt addreſs, 
"ink often ere you anſwer Yes; 
Bur, once reſolv'd, throw off diſguiſe, 
ind wear your wiſhes in your eyes; 


(249. Fable XI. The Young Lion and the Ape. 
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With caution ev'ry look forbear 
That might create one jealous fear, 

A lover's ripening hopes confound, 
Or give the gen'rous breaſt a wound; 
Contemn the girliſh arts to teaze, 


| Nor uſe your pow'r, unleſs to pleaſe ; 


For fools alone with rigour ſway, 
When, ſoon or late, they muſt obey. 
The King of brutes, in life's decline, 


Reſolv'd dominion to reſign ; 


The beaſts were ſummon'd to appear, 
And bend before the royal heir. 
They came ; a day was fix'd; the crowd 
Before their future monarch bow'd. 

A dapper Monkey, pert and vain, 
Stepp*d forth, and thus addrefs'd the train: 
Why cringe my friends, with flavith awe, 
Before this pageant king of ſtraw ? 

Shall we anticipate the hour, 
And, ere we feel it, own his pow'r ? 


The counſels of experience prize, 


I know the maxims of the wiſe ; 
Subjection let us caſt away, | 
And live the monarchs of to-day; 
Tis ours the vacant hand to ſpurn, 
And play the tyrant each in turn. 

So ſhall he right from wrong diſcern, 
And mercy from oppreſſion learn; 
At others woes be taught to melt, 


And loath the ills himſelf has felt. 


He ſpoke—his boſom ſwell'd with pride; 
The yourhful Lion thus replicd : 

What madneſs prompts thee to provoke 
My wrath, and dare th' impending ftroke 


Thou wretched fool! can wrongs impart 


Compaſſion to the feeling heart? 

Or teach the grateful breaſt to glow, 
The hand to give, or cye to flow ? 
Learn'd in the practice of their ſchools, 


| From women thou haſt drawn thy rules ; 
To them return; in ſuch a cauſe, 


From only ſuch expect applauſe ; 

The partial ſex I don't condemn, 

For liking thoſe who copy them. 
Wouldſt thou the gen'rous lion bind? 


By kindneſs bribe him to be kind; 


Good offices their likeneſs get, 
And payment leſſens not the debt ; 
With multiplying hand he gives 
The good from others he receives 


 ] Or for the bad makes fair return, 


And pays with int'reft. ſcorn for ſcorn, 


8 250. Fable XII. The Colt and the Farmer. 
| TELL me, Corinna, if you can, 


Why ſo averſe, ſo coy to man? 

Did nature, lavith of her care, 
From her beſt pattern form you fair, 
That you, ungrateful to her cauſc, 
S!:ould mock her gifts, and ſpurn her laws ? 
And, miſer-like, withhold that ſtore, 
Which, by imparting, bleſſes more? 

Beauty's a gift by Heaven affſign'd 
The portion of che female kind; 
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For this the yielding maid demands 

Protection at her lover's hands; 

And though by waſting years it fade, 

Remembrance tells him, once 'tw as paid. 
And will you then this wealth conceal, 

For age to rutt, or time to ftcal ? 

The ſummer of your youth to rove 

A ſtranger to the joys of Jove ? 


Then, when life's winter haſtens on, 


And youth's fair heritage is gone, 
Dow'rleſs to court ſome peatant's arms, 
To guard your wither'd age from harms ; ; 
No gratitude to warm his breaſt, 
For blooming beauty once poſſets d; 
How will you curic that ſtubboru pride 
Which drove your bark acrols the tidc, 
And failing before folly's wind, 
Left ſenſe and happineſs behind ! 
Corinna, leſt theſe whims prevail, 
To ſuch as you I write my tale. 

A Colt, for blood and mctrled heed 
The choiceſt of the ru: ning breed, 
Of youthful ſtrength and beauty vain, 
Refus' a ſybjection to the rein. 
In vain the groom's officious Kill! 
Oppos'd his pride, and check d his will; 
In vain the maſter's forming care 
Reftrain'd with threats, or footh'd with pray'r; 
Of freedom proud, and ſcorniug man, 
Wild oer the ſpacious plains he ran. 

Where'er luxuriant nature {pread 
Her flow'ry carpet o cr the mcad, 
Or bubbling ſtreams ſeft-gliding paſs, 
To cool and freſhen up the grails, 
Diſdlaining bounds, by cropt the blade, 
And wanton'd in tne tpoil he made. 

In plenty thus the ſummer pals y . 
Revolving winter came at laſt ; 
The trees no more a ſhelter y jeld, 
The verdure withers from the fir 14, 
Perpet tual ſnows inveſt the ground, 
In icy chains the ſtræams arc wand. 


Cold, nipping wiads, and rettling hail, 


His lank unſhelter'd ſides alliil. 

As round he caft his rueful cyes 

He {aw the thatch'd-rout cottage with 

The proſpect touch d his heart with 8 

And promis d kin: 4 duliv'rance ncar. 

A ftable, erſt his ſcorn he's hatc, it 

Was now become his with'd retreat; 

His paſſion cool, his pride forgot, 

A Farmer's welcome yard he fought. 
Thc maſter ſav- ms woutul plight, 

His limbs that totter d with his w eight; ; 

And, friendly, to the ſtable led, 

And ſaw hum li ttor d, dreſs'd, and fed. 

In ſlothful cate all night he lay; j 

The ſervants roſe at break of day; 


Tlie market calls along the road 


Hr back maſt bear the pond rous load 
In vain he ſtruggles or complains, 
Inceſſant blows reward his pains, 
Fo-morrow varics bur his toll ; 

Chan d to the plough, he breaks the ſoil ; 
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Then had J, like my hires of vore, 


{ 


No remedy but death remains. 
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While ſcanty meals at night repay 

The painful labours of the day. 
Subducd by toil, with anguiſh rent, 

His ſelf-upbr aidings tound a vent, 

Wretch that J am ! he ſighing ſaid, 

By arrogance and folly le d: 

Had but my reſtive youth been brought 

To learn the leſſon nature taught, 


The prize from ev ry courſer bore, 
While man beftow'd rewards and praiſe, 
And females crown'd my latter Gays, 
Now lafting ſervitude's my lot, 

My birth contemn'd, my {pecd forgot; 
Decom'd am 1, for my pride, to bcar 

A living dcath, from vcar to ycar. 


C 251. Fable XIII. The Owl and th, Ng U tigt. 
Po know the miftreſs' humour right, 
Sce if ker maids are clean and ti ght; 
If Beity waits without her ſtays, 
She copies but her lady 5 Ways. 
When Mits comes in with boiſt'rous fhout, 
And drops no curt'fy going out, 
Depend upon t, mamma is. one 
Who reads, or drinks too much alone. 
If bottled beer he * thirſt aſluage, 
She feels enchuffaſtic rage, 
And burns with ardour to inherit 
The gifts and workings of the ! ns 
If learning crack her giddy | brains, 


Sum. up the various ills of life, 

And all are fweet ta ſuch a wife. 

At home ſuperior wit ſhe vaunts, 

And etwits her huſband With his wants ; 
Her ragged offspring all around, 

Like pigs, are allowing on tlie ground; 
Iinpatient ever of control, 

She knows no order but of ſoul; 
With books her htter'd floor is orca, 
Of nameless authors, never read; 

Foul hnen, petticoats, and lace, 

Fili uv up the intcrinacdiatc pace. 
Abroad, at viſitings, her tongue 

Is never fill. and "abs, ays wrong; 

All meanings the defines away 

And ſtands with truth and ſente at bay. 

If c'cr the meets a gentle heart, 

Skit d in the houſewife's uſcfuh art, 
Who makes her family her carc, 
And builds contentment's tempie t tl ere, 
She ſtarts at ſuch miſtakes in nature, 
And crics, Lord help us! what a creature! 

Moliſa, if the moral ſtrike, 

You |] and the fable not unlike, 

An Owl, puff d up with ſelf-conceit, 
Lov'd learning better than his meat; 
Old manuſcripts he treafur qd up, 

And rummag'd ev'ry grocer's op; 
At paſtr. v-cooks was know n to ply, 
And ftrip for ſcience ev rv pre. 

For modern poetry, 3 and . it, 
He had read all that Blackmore W rit 


o imimate with Curl was grown, 
His learned treatures were his own 3 
To all his authors had acceſs, 
And ſometimes would correct the preſs. 
In logic he acquit d ſuch knowledge, 
You'd facar him fellow of a college; 
Alike to ev ry art and ſcience | 
His daring genius bid defiance, 
And firallow'd wiidom with that haſte 
That cits do cuſtards at a feaſt. 
Within the ſhelter of a wood, 
One crening, as be muſing ſtood, 
Hard by, upon a leafy ſpray, 
A Nichtingale began his lay. 
dudden be ſtarts, with anger ſtung, 
And ſcreeching interrupts the ſong: 
Pert, buſy thing! thy airs give o er, 
And let my contemplation ſcar. 
What is the muſic of thy voice, 
But jarring diflonance, and noiſe ? 
he wife: true harmony thuu'lt find 
Not in the throat, but in the mind; 
By empty chirping not attain d, 
But by laborious ſtudy gain'd. 
Go, read the authors Pope explodes; 
Fathom the depth of Cibber's odcs ; 
With modern plays improve thy wit; 
Read all the learning lenley writ; 
And, if thou needs muſt ſing, ſing then, 
And emulate the war's of men; ; 
S {halt thou grow, like me, rcha'd, 
And bring improvement to thy kind. 
Tuou wretch, the little Warbler cried, 
Made up of ignorance and pride! 
Ak all the birds, and they It declare 
A vreater blockhead wings not air. 
Read ver thyfelf, thy talents ſcan, 
Science was only meant for man. 
N fenfelets authors me moleſt, 
| mind the duties of my neſt; 
With careful wing protect my young, 
And cheer their evenings with a ſong; 
Make ſhort the weary traveller's way, 
And warble in the poet's lay. d 
Thus, following nature and her laws, 
From men and birds I claim applauſe; 
While, nucs d in pedantry and floth, 
au Owl is feorn'd alike by both. 


6122, Fable XIV. The Sparrox and the Dove. 
I was, as learn'd traditions ſav, 
Upon an April's blitheſome day, 

When plezfure, ever on the ins, 

&rarn'd, companion of the ſprizg, 

Aud chcer'd the birds with ant'rous heat, 

liftracting little hearts to beat; 

A Sparrow, frolic, gay, and „hung, 

0 bold addreſs, and flippant tongue, 

ſat left his lady of a night, 3 

Like him to follow new delight. 

The youth, of many a conqueſt Vain, 

ina = to trek the chirping train; 

1% Furping train he quickly fovnd, 

and with a laucy caſt bow'd rund. 


— 


— 


— 
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For ev'ry ſhe his boſom burns, 

And this and that he woos by turns; 
And here a ſigh, and there a bill; 

And here—thoſe'eyes, fo form'd to kill! 
And now, with ready tongue, he ſtrings 
Unmeaning, ſoft, reſiſtleſs things; 

With vous and dem-me's {kill 'd to woo, 
As ether pretty fellows do. 

Nor chat he thought this thort eſſay 


A prelogue nectful to Wis play ; 


No, truſt me, fays our learned letter, 
He knew the virtuous dex much better: 
But theſe he held as ſpecious arts, 

'To ſhew his own ſuperior parts; 

The form of decency to ſhield, 

And grre a juſt pretence to yield. 

Thus finiſhing his courtly play, 
He mark'd the fav'rite of a day ; 
With careleſs impudence drew near, 
And whitper'd Hebrew in her car; 
A hint which, like the maſon's ſign, 
The conſcious can alone divine. 

The flutt'ring nymph, expert at feigning, 
Cricd, Sir !—pray, Sir, explain your meaning 
Go prate to thole that may endure ye 
To me this rudencfs Il affure ye ! 
Then off ſhe glided like a ſwallow, 

As ſaying—ycu gueſs where to follow, 

To ſuch as know the party ſet, 

This necdleſs to declare they met; 


The parſon's barn, as authors mention, 


Conte(s'd the fair had apprehenſion, 

Her honour there fecure from ſtain, 

She held all farther trifling vain 

No more affected to be cov, 

But ruth d, licentious, on the joy. 

tut, love! the male companion cricd ;. 

Retire awlule, J fear we're ſpied. 

Nor was the caution vain : he ſaw 

A Turtle ruſtling in the ſtraw; 

While oer her callow brood the hung, 

And tonely thus addrels'd her young: 
Ve tender objects of my care! 

Peace, peice, ve little helplets pair; 


| Anon be comes, your gentle fire, 


And brings you all your hearts require. 
For us, his infants, and his bride, 

For us, With only love to guide, 

Our lord aſſumes an eagle's ſpecd. 

And kke a hon dares to blecd. 

Nor yet by wint'ry ſkics confin'd, 

He mounts upon the rudeſt wind, 
From danger tears the vital ſpoil, 

And with afectipn ſwectens toil. | 
un ccalt, too vent'rous ! ccale to dare; 
in thine, our dearer ſafety ſpare ! 


* 


From him, ye crucl falcons, ſtray; 
And turn, ye fowlers, far away! 


Should 1 ſurvive to ſee the day 
That tears me from myſelf away; 
That cancels all that Heaven could give, 
The life by which alone I live, 
Alas, how more than loſt were I, 
Who in the thought already die! i 
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Ye pow'rs whom men and birds obey, 

Great rulers of your creatures, ſay, 

Why mourning comes by bliſs convey'd, 

And even the ſweets of love allay'd ? 

Where grows enjoyment, tall and fair, 
Around it twines entangling care; 

While fear for what our ſouls poſſeſs 

Enervates ev'ry pow'r to bleſs: 

Yer friendſhip forms the bliſs above; 

And, life, what art thou without love ? 

Our hero, who had heard apart, 

Felt ſomething moving in his heart ; 

But quickly, with diſdain, ſuppreſs'd 

The virtue riſing in his breaſt ; 

And firſt he feign'd to laugh aloud ; 
And next, approaching, ſmil'd and bow'd : 
\. Madam, you muſt not think me rude; 

Good manners never can intrude 

I vow I come thro' pure good nature 

(Upon my foul, a charming creature!) 

Are theſe the comforts of a wife ? 

This careful, cloiſter'd, moping life! 

No doubt, that odious thing, call'd Duty, 

Is a ſweet province for a beauty. 

Thou pretty ignorance ! thy will 

Is meaſur'd to thy want of {kill ; 

That good old-faſhion'd dame, thy mother, 

Has taught thy infant years no other : 
The greateſt ill in the creation 

Is ſure the want of education. 

But think ye—tell me without feigning— 
4 . "Sol, 

Have all theſe charins no farther meaning? 

Dame nature, if you don't forget her, 

Might teach your ladyſhip much better, 

For ſhame ! reject this mean employment, 

Enter the world, and taſte enjoyment, 

Where time by circling blits we meaſure ; 

Beauty was form'd alone for pleaſure : 

Come, prove the bleſſiug, follow me; 

Be wiſe, be happy, and be frec. 
Kind Sir, replicd our matron chaſte, 

Your zcal ſeems pretty much in hatte ; 

I own, the fondncts to be bleſt 

Is a deep thirſt in every breaſt ; 

Of bleflings rco I have my ſtore, 

Yet quarrel not ſhould Heaven give more; 

Then prove the change to be expedient, 

And think me, Sir, your moſt obedicnt, 

lere turning, as to one inferior, 

Our gallant ſpoxe, and ſmib'd ſuperior ; 

Mechinks, to quit vour boaſted ſtation 

Requires a world of heſitation ; 5 

Where brats and bonds are held a bleſſing, 

The caſe, I doubt, is paſt redreſſing. 

Why, child, ſuppoſe the joys I mention 
Were the mere fruits of my invention, 

You've cauſe ſufficient for your carriage, 

In flying from the curſeof marriage; 

That ily decoy, with varied ſnares, 

That rakes your widgeons in by pairs; 
Alike to huthand and to wife, 

The care of love, and bane of life; 

The only method of forecaſting, 

To make misfortane firm and lating ; 


— 


* 


* — 
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| And boundleſs tract of air ſerene, 


4 Do thoſe of your world never wive it 1 


Benignly active, ſweetly bright, 


A queſtion more, or ſo—and then, Sir. 


Shall feek thy cold, unſocial fide 


Shall turn the long-enduring night; 
No bride her words of balm impart, 


Becomes a comet, gaz d by fools, 


Book |, 


The ſin, by Heaven's peculiar ſentence, 

Unpardon'd through a life's repentance, 

It is the double ſnake that weds | 

A commoa tail to diff' rent heads, 

Thar lead the carcaſe ſtill aſtray, 

By dragging each a diff rent way, 

Of all the ills that may attend me, 

From marriage, mighty gods, defend me 
Give me frank nature's wild demeſux, 


Where fancy, ever wing'd for change, 
Delights to ſport, delights to range: 
There, Liberty! to thce is owing 
Whatc'er of bliſs is worth beſtowing 
Delights ſtill varied, and divine, 
Sweet goddeſs of the hills! are thine. 
What ſay you now, you pretty pink, you + 
Have I for once ſpoke reaſon, think you: 
You take me now for no romancer— 
Come, never ſtudy for an anſwer! 
Away caſt ev'ry care behind ye, 
And fly where joy alone ſhall find ye. 
Soft yet, return'd our female fencer; 


You've rallied me with fenſe exceeding, 
With much fine wit, and better breeding; 
But pray, Sir, how do you contrive it? 


No, no.“ How then? © Why, dare I tell? 
« What docs the bus'neſs full as well.“ 
Do you neter love? “An hour at leiſure,” 
Have you no fricndthips * “ Yes, for pleaſure,” 
No care for little ones?“ „ We get em; 
«© The reſt the mothers mind—and let em.“ 
Thou wretch, rejoin'd the Kindling Dore, 
Quite loft to life, as loſt to love! | 
Whenc'er misfortune comes, how juſt ! 
And come misfortune ſurely mutt. 
In the dread ſcaſon of diſmay, 
In that your hour of trial, ſav, 
Who then ſhall prop your finking heart ? 
Who bear aflliction's weightier part? 
Sav, when the black-brow'd welk in bends, 
And winter's gloomy form impends, 
To mourning turns all tranſient cheer, 
And blaſts the melancholy year 
For timcs at no perſuaſion ſtay, 
Nor vice can find perpetual May; 
Then where's that tongue by folly fed, 
That foul of pertneſs whither fied ? 
All ſhrunk within thy lonely neit, 
Forlorn, abandon'd, and unbleſt. 
No friends, by cordial bonds allied, 


No chirping prattlers to delight 

And warm thee at her coaſtant heart. 
Freedom, reſtrain'd by reaſon's force, 

Is as the ſun's unvarying courſe; 


Affording warmth, aFordtng light; 
But, torn from virtac's ſacred rules, 


Forebeding 


Book I. 
in „and ſtorms, and ſtrife, 
* dt wich all the plagues of life. 
Thou fool! by union ev ry creature 
gublilts, through univerſal nature; 
And this, to beings void of mind, 
Is wedlock of a meaner kind. 
While, womb d in ſpace, primeval clay 
A vet unfaſhion'd embryo lay, 
The Source of endleſs good above 
Shot down his ſpark of kindling love 
Touch'd by the all-enlivening flame, 
Then motion firſt exulting came; 
Each atom ſought its ſep rate claſs 
Through many a fair enamour'd maſs ; 
Love caſt the central charm around, 
And with eternal nuptials bound. 
Then form and order o'er the ſky _ 
Firſt train d their bridal pomp on high; 
The ſun difplay'd his orb to fight, 
And burnt with hymeneal light. 
Hence nature's virgin-womb conceiv'd, 
And with the genial burden heav'd ; 
Forth came the oak, her firſt-born heir, 
And ſcal'd the breathing ſtcep of air; 
Then infant ſtems, of various uſe, 
Imbib'd her ſoft maternal juice; 
The flow'rs, in early bloom diſclos'd, 
Upon her fragrant breaſt repos'd d; 
Within her warm embraces grew 
A race of endleſs form and hue ; 
Then pour'd her leſſer offspring round, 
And fondly cloth'd their parent ground. 
Nor here alone the virtue reign'd, 
By mattcr's cumb'ring form detain'd ; 
But thence, ſubliming and refin'd, _ 
Alpir'd, and reach'd its kindred Mind. 
Caught in the fond celeſtial fire, 
The mind perceiv'd unknown deſire ; 
And now with kind effuſion flow'd, 
And now with cordial ardours glow'd, 
Bcheld the ſympathetic fair, | 
And lov'd its own reſemblance there 
On all with circling radiance ſhone, 
But cent'ring fix d on one alone; 
There claſp'd the heaven- appointed wife, 
And doubled every joy of life. 
Here ever bleſſing, ever bleſt 
Refides this beauty of the breuſt; 
4s from his palace here the god 
Nl beams effulgent bliſs abroad; 
Here gems his own eternal round, | 
The ring by which the world is bound; 
ere bids his ſcat of empire grow, 
And builds his little heaven below. 
The bridal partners thus allied, 
nd thus in fweet accordance tied, 
One body, heart, and ſpirit live, | 
_ d by cv'ry joy they give 
ke echo, from her W hold, 
Return d in muſic twenty- fold. 
cir union, firm and undecay'd, 
vor time can ſhake, nor pow'r invade ; 
t, as the ſtem and ſcion ſtand 


Iugrafted by a ſkilful hand, 
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They check the tempeſt's wintry rage, 
And bloom and ſtrengthen into age. 
A thouſand amitics unknown, 

And pow'rs perceiv'd by love alone, 
Endearing looks and chaſte deſire, 
Fan and ſupport the mutual fire 
Whole flame, perpetual as retin'd, 


| Is fed by an immortal mind. 


Nor yet the nuptial ſanction ends: 
Like Nile it opens, and deſcends 
W hich, by apparent windings led, 
We trace to its celeſtial head. 
The fire, firſt ſpringing from above, 
Becomes the ſource of life and love, 
And gives his filial heir to flow 
In fondneſs down on ſons below: 
Thus, roll'd in one continued tide, 
To time's extremeſt verge they glide 
While kindred ftreams, on either hand, 


| Branch forth in bleſſings o'er the land. 


Thee, wretch ! no liſping babe ſhall name, 
No late-rcturning brother claim, 
No kinſman on thy ſight rejoice, 
No ſiſter greet thy ent'ring voice; 
With partial eyes no parent ſee, 


And bleſs their years reſtor'd in thee 


In age rejected or declin d,. 


An alien even among thy kind, 


The partner of thy ſcorn'd embrace 
Shall play the wanton in thy face ; 


Each ſpark unplume thy little pride, 


All friendſhip fly thy faithleſs ſide. 
Thy name ſhall like thy carcaſe rot, 


| In ſickneſs ſpurn'd, in death forgot. 


All-giving Pow'r ! great Source of life! 
Oh hear the parent, hear the wife! 
That life thou lendeſt from above, 
Though little, make it large in love; 

O bid my feeling heart expand 
To ev'ry claim, on ev ry hand; | 
To thoſe from whom my days I drew, 
To theſe in whom thoſe days renew, 
To all my kin, however wide, | 
In cordial warmth as blood allied, 
To friends with ftecly fetters twin'd, 
And to the cruel, not unkind ! 

But chief the lord of my defire, 
My life, myſelf, my foul, my fire, 
Friends, children, all that with can claini, - 
Chaſte paſſion claſp, and rapture name — 


O ſpare him, ſpare him, gracious Pow r! 
O give him to my lateſt hour! 


Let me my length of life employ 
To give my ſole enjoyment joy. 
His love let mutual love excite, 
Turn all my cares to his delight; 
And ev'ry needleſs bletang ſpare, 
Wherein my darling wants a ſhare. 
When he with graceful action woos, 
And fweetly bills, and fondly coos, 
Ah! deck me, to his eyes alone, 
Vith charms attractive as his gwn z 
And, in my circling wings caref,'d, 


Give all the lover to my breaſt. 


Then 
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Then in our chaſte connubial bed, 
My boſom pillow'd for his head, 


His eyes with bliſsful ſlumbers cloſe, 


And watch, with me, my lord's repoſe; 

Vour peace around his temples twine, 

And love him with a love like mine. 
And, for I know his gen rous flame, 

Beyond whate'er my ſex can claim, 

Me too to yaur protection take, 

And ſpare me for my huſhand's ſake. 

Let one unruffled, calm delight 

The loving and belov'd unuc ;. 

One pure defire our boſoms warm, 

One will direct, one wiſh inform; 


Through life, one mutual aid ſuſtain ; 
In death, one peaceful grave contain. 


While, ſwelling with the darling theme, 


Her accents pour'd an endleſs ſtream, 


-— 


*Fhe well-known wings a found impart 
That reach'd her car, and touch'd her heart 
Quick dropp'd the muſic of her tongue, 
And forth with eager joy the ſprung. 

As {wifs her ent'ring conſort flew, 

And plum'd, and kindlcd at the view ; 


Their wings, their fouls, embracing meet, 


Their hearts with anfivering meaſure beat; 

Half loſt in ſecret ſweets, and blets'd 

With raptures felt, but nc'er expreſs'd. 
Straight to her humble roof the led 

The partner of her ſpotleſs bed ; 

Her young, a flutt'ring pair, arite, 

Their welcome ſparkling in their eyes; 

Tranſported, to their fire they bound, 

And hang with ſpeechleis action round. 

In pleafure wrapt the parents ttand, 

And ſee their little wings expand; 

The fire his life-ſuſtaining prize 

To cach expecting bit applies, 

There fondly pours the wheaten ſpoil, 

With tranſport given, tho' won with toil ; 


While, all-collected at the fight, 


And ſilent through ſupreme delight, 

The Fair high heaven of bliis beguiles, 

And on her lord and infants ſmiles. 
The Sparrow, whoſe attention hung 

Upon the Dove's enchanting tongue, 

Ct all his little flights diſarm'd, 

And from himſelf by virtue charm'd, 

When now he faw what only tfecm'd, 

A fact fo late a fable deem'd, 

His ſoul to envy he reſign'd, 

His hours of folly to the wind; 

In fecrct with a turtle too, 


And, ſighing to himtelf, withdrew. 


8 283. Fable XV. The Female Seducers, 
T1 ſaid of widow, maid, 2nd wite, 

That honour is a woman's life; 
Unhappy ſcx ! who only claim 
A being in the breath of fame; 
Which, tainted, not the quick ning gales 
That {weep Sabæa's ſpicy vales, 
Nor all the healing ſwests reſtore, 
That breathe along Arabia's thore. 
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1 'The trav'ller, if he chance to ſtray, 


| Nor tkill'd on life's tempeſtuous tide, 


| Her ſwifter folly flies before! 


| 


{ Refole'd and firm alone + Is this 


And ſuns, that mourn approaching night, 


While nature mints her race anew 


* 
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May turn uncenſur'd to his way; | 
Polluted ſtreams again are pure, | 
And deepeſt wounds admit a cure. 
But woman no redemption knows, 
The wounds of honour never cloſe, 
Tho? diſtant ev'ry hand to guide, 


If once her feeble bark recede, 
Or deviate from the courſe decreed, 
In vam ſhe ſecks the friendleſs thore, 


The circling ports againſt her cloſe, 
And ſhut the wand'rer from repoſe ; 
Till, by conflicting waves oppreſs'd, 
Her found'ring pinnace ſinks to reſt. 

Are there no offerings to atone 
For but a fingle error: None. 
Tho' woman is avow'd, of old, 
No daughter of celeftial mould, 

Her temp'ring not without allay, 
And form'd but of the finer clay, 
We challenge from the mortal dame 
The ſfirergth angelic natures claim; 
Nay more—for ſacred ftories tell, 
That even immortal angels fell. 

_ Whatever hills the tecming ſphere 
Of humid earth, and ambient air, 
With varying elements enducd, 
Was form'd to fall, and rife renew'd. 

The ftars no fix'd duration know z 

Wide oceans ebb, again to flow; 
The moon repletes her waning face, 
All beautcous, from her late diſgrace ; 


Refulgent riſe with new-born light. 
In vain may death and time ſubdue, - 


And holds fome vital ſpark apart, 
Like virtue, hid in ev'ry heart. 
Tis hence reviving warmth is ſeen, 
To clothe a naked world in green. 
No longer barr'd by winter's cold, 
Again the gates of life unfold; 
Again cach inſect tries his wing, 
And lifts freth pinions on the ſpring; 
Again from ev'ry latent root 
The bladed ſtem and tendril thoot, 
Exhaling incenſe to the ſkies, | 
Again to pcrith, and to riſe. 

And muſt weak woman then difown 
The change, to which a world is prone ? 
In one meridian brightnets thine, 

Ard nc'er like ev'ning fans decline ? 


What we demand of woman ?—=Yes, 
But thould the ſpark of veſtal fire 
In ſome unguarded hour expire; 
Or ſhould the nightly thief invade 
Heſperia's chaſte and facred ſhade, 
Of all the blooming ſpoil poſſeſs'd, 
The dragon Honour charm'd to reſt, 
Shall. virtue's fame no more return? 
No more wita virgin ſplendour burn? 
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Xo more the ravag'd garden blow 
With ſpring's ſucceeding bloſſom ? —No, 
bir may mourn, but not reſtore; 
And woman falls to riſe no more 
Within this ſublunary ſphere 
A country lies—no matter Where; 
The clime may readily be found 
Be all who tread poetic ground; 
A fiream, call'd Life, acroſs it glides, 
And equally the land divides ; 
And here, of vice the province lies 3 
And there, the hills of virtue ric. 
Upon a mountain's airy ſtand, 
Whoſe ſummit look d to either land, 
An ancient pair their dwelling choſe, 
II well for proſpect as repoſe; 
For mutual faith they long were fam'd, 
Ard Temp'rance and Religion nam'd. 
A num'rous progeny divine 
Confeſs d the honours of their line; 
But in a little daughter fair 
Was center'd more than half their care; 
Fir Heaven, to gratulate her birth, 
Gre figns of future joy to earth; 
White was the robe this infant wore, 
And Chaſtity the name the bore. 
As now the maid in ſtature grew 
(A fow'r juſt op'ning to the view) 
0f thro' ber native lawns fhe ſtray'd, 
And wreſtling with the lambkins play'd 
Her looks diftuſive ſweets bequeath'd, 
The breeze grew purer as ſhe breath'd ; 
The morn her radiant bluſh aſſum'd, 
The fpring with earlier fragrance bloom'd; 
And nature yearly took delight, 
Like her, to dreſs the world in white. 
but when her ring form was ſeen 
T5 reach the criſis of fifteen, 
ler parents up the mountain's head 
nd anxious ſtep their darling led; 
by turns they ſnatch'd her to their breaſt, 
And thus the fears of age expreſs'd: 
O joyful cauſe of many a care! 
0 daughter too div inchy fair! 
Yon \ortd, on this important day, 
emands thee to a dang'rous way 
A painful journey all muſt go, 
Whoſe doubted period none can know z 
Whole due direction who can find, 
Vhere realon's mute, and ſenſe is blind? 
A at unequal leaders theſe, 
ro ſuch a wide, perplexing maze ! 
den mark the warnings of the wiſe, 
and learn what love and years adviſe, 
Tr to the right thy proſpect bend, 
acre yonder tow'ring hills aſcend z 
133 arduous path's in view 
Fi. * and her ſons purſue ; 
SH lo er leſs'ning earth they riſe, 
am, and gain upon the ſkies. 
ke way her children tread, 
n * pleaſure ſmoothly ſpread, 
Pane 115 » and difficult, and ſteep, 
to climb, and hard to keep. 
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Fruits immature thoſe lands diſpenſe, 
A food indelicate to ſenſe, 
Of taſte unpleaſant; yet from thoſe 
Pure health, with cheerful vigour, flows; 
And ſtrength, unfecling of decay, 
Throughout the long laborious way. 
Hence, as they ſcale that heavenly road, 
Each limb is lighten'd of its load; 
From carth refining ſtill they go, 
And leave the mortal weight below; 
Then ſpreads the ſtrait, the doubtful clears, 
And tmooth the rugged path appears 
For cuſtom turns fatigue to eaſe, 
And, taught by virtue, pain can pleaſe. 
At length, the toilſome journey o'er, 
And near the bright celeſtial ſhore, 
A gulph, black, fearful, and profound, 
Appears, of either world the Lat, 
Through darkneſs leading up to light; 
Senſe backward ſhrinks, and ſhuns the fight; 
For there the tranſitory train 
Of time, and form, and care, and pain, 


| And matter's groſs incumb'ring maſs, 


Man's late aſſociates, cannot pals ; 

But ſinking, quit th' immortal charge, 

And leave the wond'ring foul at large ; 

Lightly the wings her obvious way, 

And mingles with eternal day. 
Thither, 6h thither wing thy ſpeed, 

Tho? pleaſure charm, or pain impede ; 


To ſuch th' all-bounteous Pow'r has given, 
| For preſent earth, a future heaven; 


For trivial lofs, unmeaſur'd gain ; 

And endleſs blifs for tranhevt pain. 
Then fear, ah ! fear to turn thy fight 

Where vonder flow'ry fields invite : 


| Wide on the left the path-way bends, 


And with pernicious eaſe deſcends ; 
There, {weet to ſenſe, and fair to ſhow, 
New-planted Edens ſeem to blow, 
Trees, that delicious poiſon bear; 

For death is vegetable there. — 7 5 | 
Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd, 
Each finew flack'ning at the taſte, | 

The foul ta paſſion yields her throne, _ 

And fees with organs not her own; _ 
While, like the flumb'rer in the night, 
Pleas'd with the ſhadowy dream of light, 
Before her alicnated eyes | | 
The ſcenes of fairy-land ariſe ; 

The puppet world's amuſing ſhow, 

Dipt in the gaily-colour'd bow, ; 
Sceptres, and wreaths, and glitt'ring things, 
The toys of infants and of kings, 

That tempr, along the baneful plain, 
The idly wiſe and lightly vain, | 


Till, verging on the gulphy ſhore, 


Sudden they fink—and riſe no more. 
But liſt to what thy fates declare; 

Tho' thou art woman, frail as fair, 

If once thy ſliding foot ſhould ſtray, 

Once quit yon heaven- appointed way, 

For thce, loſt maid, for thee alone, 

Nor pray'rs ſhall plcad, nor tears atone 5 5 
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On thy returning ſteps ſhall wait ; 
Thy Garin be loath'd by ev'ry eye, 
And ev'ry foot thy preſence fly. | 
Thus arm'd with words of potent found, 
Like guardian angels plac'd around, 
A charm, by truth divincly caſt, 
Forward our young advent'rer paſs'd, 
Forth from her ſacred eyelids ſent, 
Like morn, fore- running radiance went, 
While Honour, handmaid late athgn'd, 
Upheld her lucid trajn behind. 
Awe-ftruck, the much-admiring crowd 
Before the virgin viſion bow'd; 
Gad with an ever-new delight, 
And caught freth virtue at the tight ; 
For not of carth's uncqual frame 
They deem the hexven<compounded Dame; 
If matter, ſure the mott refin'd, 
High wrovght, and temper'd into mind, 
Some darling daughter of the day, 
And bodied by her native ray. | 
Where'er ſhe paſſes, thoutands bend, 
And thouſands where ſhe moves attend; 
Her ways obſervant eyes confels, 
Her ſteps puriuing praiies bleſs; 


While to the elevated Maid 
Oblations, as to Heaven, are paid. 


'I'was on an ever-blitheſome day, 
The jovial birth of roſy May, 
When genial warmth, no more ſuppreſt, 
New melts the froſt in ev'ry breaſt, | 
The check with ſecret fluſhing dves, 
And looks kind things from chaſteſt eyes; 
The ſun with healthier viſage giows, 

fide his clouded kerchief throws, 
And dances up th' ethereal plain, 
Where late he us'd to climb with pain, 


While nature, as from bonds let free, 


Springs out, and gives a looſe to gee. 
And now, for momuntary reft, 
The nymph her travell'd ſtep repreſs'd, 
Jut turn'd to view the fiage attain'd, 
And gloried in the heiglit ihe gain'd. 
Outſtretch'd before her wide ſurvey 
The realms of ſweet perdirion lay, 
And pity touch'd her foul with woe, 
To ſee a world fo loſt below; 
When ſtraight the breeze began to breathe 
Airs, gently walted from beneath, 
That bore committon'd witchcraft thence, 
And reach'd her tympathy of ſenſe; 
No founds of diſcord, that diſcloſe 
A people ſunk and loſt in woes, 
But as of preſent good poſſe's'd, 
The very triumph of the bleſ'd. 
The maid in rapt attention hung, 
While thus approaching Sirens ſung : 
Hither, faireſt, hither haſte, 
Brighieft beauty, come and tate 
What the pow'rs of bliſs untold, 
Joys too mighty to be told; 
Taſte what ecſtahes tlicy give; 
Dying raptures taſte and live. 
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Reproach, ſcorn, infamy, and hate, 


And O!] for that preventing chain, 


By fearch untaught, by toil untir'd, 


"Taſteleſs of every good poſſeſs'd, 
And but in expectation bleſt. 


py . O 3 
Looſe flow d her garments from the ground, 


Unnerw'd rhe ſtrong, the freel'd dilarmd; 


Her frame with new pulfztions thrilled; 
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In thy lap, diſdaining meaſure, 
Nature empties all her treaſure, 
Soft deſires, that ſweetly languith ; 
Fierce delights, that rite to anguith 
Faireſt, doſt thou vet delay? 
Brighteſt beauty, come away. | 

Liſt not, wi:en the froward chide, 
Sons of pedantry and pride, | 

* Snarlers, to whoſe feeble ſenſe 
April's ſunſhine is offence; 
Ave avd envy will adviſe 
Even againit the joy they prize. 

Come, in pleaſure's balmy bowt 
Slake the thirſtings of thy tonl, 
Til thy raptur'd pow'rs are fainting 
With enjoyment, paſt the painting; 

Fairxeſt, doſt thou yer delay 7 
Brightcf beauty, come away. 

80 ſung the Sirens, as of yore, 
Upon the falſe Auſonian ſhore ; 


That bound Ulyſſes on the main, 
Toit {0 our Fair One might withſtand 
The covert ruin, now at hand. 

The ſong her charm'd attention drew, 
When now the tempters ſtood in view; 
Curiofity, with prying evcs, 

And lands cf buſy, bold cmpriſe 5 
Like Hermes, feather'd were her feet; 
And, like fore-running fancy, flect ; 


To novelty ſhe Kill aſpir'd, 


With her, aſſociate, Pleaſure came, 
Gay Plcature, frolic-loving dame, 
Her mien all fwimming in delight, 
Her beautices Half reveaPd to fight ; 


And caught the Killing winds around, 
As erſt Meduſa's looks were known 

To turn beholders into fone, 

A dire reverſion here they felt, 

And in the oye of Pleuſure melt. 

Her glance with ſweet perſuaſion charmed, 


No jafery even. the flying find, 

Who, vent'rous, look but once behind. 
Thus was the much-admiring-Maid, 

While diftant, more than half betray'd. 

With ſmiles, and adulation bland, | 

They join'd her fide, and tci,'d her hand 

Their touch envenoin'd ſweets inſtill'd, 


\V hile half confenting, half denying, 
Reluctaut now, and now complyings 
Amidit a war of hopes and tears, 
Of trembling withes, fmathng tears, 
till down, and down, the winning par 
Compell'd the ſtruggling, vielding Fan. 
As when ſome ſtately vellel, bound 
To bleſt Arabia's diſtant ground, 
Borne from her courſes, haply liglits 
Where Barca's ow iy cling invites, 
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Conceal'd around whoſe treach'rous land 
Lurk the dire rock and dang'rous ſand; 
The pilot warns, with fail and oar, 
To un the much- ſuſpected ſhore, 
In rain ; the tide, too * ſtrong, 
dei! bears the wreſtling bark along, 
Till found ring, ſhe reſigus to fate, ; 
And finks, 0'erwhelm'd, with all hcr freight. 
80, baffliug ev 'ry- bar to hin, 
And Heaven's own pilot, plac'd within, 
Along the devious, ſmoctii deſcent, 
With pow 't's increaſing as they went, 
The dames, accuſtom'd to ſubdue, 
A; with a rapid current drew, 
And o'er the fatal bounds convey 'd 
The loſt, the long reluctant Maid. 
Here ſtop, ye fair ones, and beware, 
Nor {end your fond affections there; 
Yet, yet your darting, now deplor'd, 
May turn, to you and heaven reſtor'd: 
Till then, with weeping Honour wait, 
The ſervant of her better fate; 
With Honour, left upon the ſhore, 
Her friend and handmaid now no more; 
Nor, with the guilty world, upbraid 
The fortunes of a wretch bctray'd ; 
But oer her failing caſt a vel, 
Rememb'ring you yourſelves are frail. 
And now, from all-enquiring light, 
Fit fed the conſcious ſhades of night; 
The Damſel, from a ſhort repoſe, 
Contunded at her plight, aroſe. 
As when, with flumb'rous weight oppreſt, 
me wealthy miſer finks to reſt, | 
are felons eye the glitt ring prev, 
And ſteal his hoard of joys away; 
tle, barve where golden Indus fireams, 
(peach and quarry'd diamond dreams; 
Live Midas, turns the glebe to ore, 
Aud ſtands all rapt amidſt his ſtore; 
Bur wakens, naked, and deſpoil'd 
Of that for which his ycars had toil'd. 
5 far'd the Nymph, her treaſure flown, 
Auch turn'd, like Niobe, to ſtone ; 
Within, without, obfeure and void, 
Sac felt all ravag'd, all deſtroy'd. 
And, O thou curs'd, inſidious coaſt! 
Are tele the bleſſings thou canſt boaſt 
„ele, Virtue ! theſe the joys they find, 
Who leave thy heaven-topt hills behind; 
daade me, Ye pines, ye caverns, hide, 
Ve mountains, cover me! ſhe cried. 
Arg trumpet Slander rais'd on high, 
told the tidings to the ſky; 
Contempt diſcharg d a living dart, 
W ude-long viper to her heart; 
e breath'd polſons o'er her face, 
3 ou Land blaſted ev'ry grace 
3 Shame, her handmaid new, 
While . Q the mirror to her view, 
15 tlole in crimes the deepeſt dyed, 
broach d to whiten at her fide. 
ud ev'ry lewd inſulting dame 
du hier foll y roſe to fame, 
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What ſhould ſhe do? Attempt once more 
To gain the late-deſerted ſhore ? : 
So truſting, back the Mourner flew, 
As faſt the train of fiends purſue. 

Again the farther ſhore's attain'd, 
Again the land of Virtue gain'd ; 
But eclio gathers in the wind, 
And ſhews her inſtant foes behind. 
Amaz'd, with headlong ſpeed ſhe tends, 
Where late ſhe left an hoſt of friends; 
Alas ! thoſe ſhrinking fricnds decline, 
Nor longer own that form divine : 
With fear they mark the following cry, 
And from the lonely trembler fly, 
Or backward drive her on the coaſt, 
Where peace was wreck'd, and honour loſt, 
From carth thus Loping aid in vain, | 
Jo Heaven not daring to complain; 
No truce by hoftile clamour given, 
And from the face of friendſhip driven, 
The Nymph ſunk proftrate on the ground, 


With ail her weight of woes around. 


Enthron'd within a circling ſky, 
Upon a mount, o'er mountains high, 
All radiant fat, as in a ſhrine, | 
Virtue, firſt efflucace divine; 

Far, far above the ſcenes of woe, 
That ſhut this cloud-wrapt world below; 
Superior goddeſs, eſſence bright, 


| Beauty of uncreated light, 


Whom thould mortality ſurvey, 
As doom'd upon a certain day, 
The breath of frailty muſt expire, 
The world diſſolve in living fire, 


The gems of heaven and ſolar flame 


Be quench'd by her cternal beam, p 


And nature, quick ning in her eye, 
To rite a new-born phœnix, die. 


Hence, unreveal'd to mortal view, 


A vell around her form ſhe threw, 


Which three fad fifters of the thade, 

Pain, Care, and Melancholy, made. 
Thro' this her all-enquiring eye, 

Attentive from her ſtation high, 

Bcheld, abandon'd to deſpair, 

The ruins of her fav*rite fair; 

And with a voice, whoſe awful found 

Appal'd the guilty world around, 

Bid the tumultuous winds be ſtill, 

To numbers bow'd each liſt'ning hall, 


Uncurl'd the ſurging of the main, 


And ſmooth'd the thorny bed of pain 
The golden harp of heaven the ſtrung, 
And thus the tuneful goddeſs fung : 


Lovely Penitent, ariſe, 7% 
Come, and claim thy kindred ſkies ; 
Come, thy ſiſter angels ſay 
Thou halt wept thy ſtains away. 


Let experience now decide 
»Twixt the good and evil tried; 
In the ſmooth, cnchanted ground, 
Say, unfold the treaſures tound. 
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Structures, rais'd by morning dreams ; 
Sands, that trip the flitting ſtreams; 
Down, that anchors on the air; 

Clouds, that paint their changes there ; 


Seas, that ſmoothly dimpling lie, 
While the ſtorm impends on high, 
Shewing, in an obvious glaſs, 

Joys that in poſſeſſion pals; 


Tranſient, fickle, light, and gay, 
Flatt'ring, only to betray ; 
What, alas, can life contain! 
Life! like all its circles—vain. 


Will the ſtork, intending reſt, 
On the billow build her neſt > 
Will the bee demand his tore 
From the bleak and bladeleſs ſhore ? 


Man alone, intent to ſtray, 
Ever turns from wiſdom's way; 
Lays up wealth in foreign land, 
Sow's the ſea, and plows the ſand, 


Soon this elemental maſs, 


Soon th' incumb'ring world ſhall paſs ; 


Form be wrapt in waſting fire, 
Time be ſpent, and life expire. 


Then, ye boaſted works of men, 
Where is your aſylum then? 
Sons of pleaſure, ſons of care, . 
Tell me, mortals, tell me where? 


Gone, like traces on the deep, 
Like a ſceptre graſp'd in fleep, 
Dews, exhal'd from morning glades, 
Melting ſnows, and gliding ſhades. 
Paſs the world, and what's behind! 


Virtue's gold, by fire refin'd 


From an univerſe deprav'd, 
From the wreck of nature ſav'd. 


Like the life-ſupporting grain, 
Fruit of patience and of pain, 
On the ſwain's autumnal day, 
Winnow'd from the chaff away. 


Little trembler, fear no more, 
Thou haſt plenteous crops in ſtore; 
Secd, by genial ſorrows ſown, 
More than all thy ſcorners own. 


What tho' hoſtile earth deſpiſe, 
Heaven bcholds with gentler eyes; 
Heaven thy friendleſs ſteps ſhall guide, 
Cheer thy hours, and guard thy nde. 

When the fatal trump ſhall ſound, 
When th' immortals pour around, 
Heaven ſhall thy return atteſt, 

Hail'd by myriads of the bleſs'd. 
Little native of the ſkies, 
Lovely penitent, ariſe ; | 
Calm thy boſom, clear thy brow, 
Virtue is thy filter now. 
More delightful are my woes 


Than the rapture pleaſure knows: 


Richer far the weeds-l bring 
Than the robcs that grace a King. 


A 


But Love has fmall acquaintance there, 


| Can make us pride and pomp forego, 


| Was there no province to invade, 


On my wars, of ſhorteſt date, 
Crowns of endlct> triumph wait; 
On my cares a period blels'd 
On my tolls, eternal reſt. 

Come, with Virtue at thy ſide; 
Come, be ev'ry bar de fied, 

Till we gain our native ſhore : 
Siſter, come, and turn no more, 


) 


$ 254. Fable XVI. Love and Vaniy, 
THE breczy morning breath'd perfume, 

The wak'ning flow'rs unveil'd their bloom, 
Up with the ſun, from ſhort repoſe, 
Gay health and luſty labour roſe; 
The milkmaid caroll'd at her pail, 
And ſhepherds whiſtled o'cr the dale: 
When Love, who led a rural life, 
Remote from buſtle, ſtate and ſtrife, 
Forth from his thatch'd roof'd cottage ftray'd, | 
And ftroli'd along'the dewy glade. 

A Nymph, who lightly tripp'd it by, 
To quick attention turn'd his eye; 
He mark'd the geſture of the Fair, 
Her ſelf-ſufficient grace and air, 
Her ſteps, that mincing meant to pleaſe, 
Her ſtudied negligence, and eaſe ; 
And curious to enquire what meant 
This thing of prettineſs and paint, 
Approaching ſpoke, and bow d obſervant ; 
The Lady, lightly, —Sir, your ſervant. 

Such beauty in ſo rude a place 
Fair one, vou do the country grace; 


Yes, Sir, replied the flutt'ring Dune, 
This form confeſſes whence it came ; 
But dear variety, you know, 


My name is Vanity. I ſway 
The utmoſt iflands of the fea ; 
Within my court all honour centres; 
I raife the meaneſt ſoul that enters, 
Endow with lateat gifts and graces, 
And model fools for poſts and places, 
As Vanity appoints at pleaſure, 
The world receives its weight and meaſure; 
Hence all the grand concgrns of life, 
Joys, cares, plagues, paſſions, peace and fut. 
Reflect how far my pow'r prevails, 
When I ſtep in where nature fails, 
| And ev'ry breach of ſenſe repairing, = 
Am bountcous ſtill where Heaven 1s ſparing: 
But chief in all their arts and airs, . 
Their playing, painting, pouts, and pray I 
Their various habits and complexions, 
Fits, frolicks, foibles, and perfections, 
Their robing, curling, and adorning, 
From noon to night, from night to morning, 
From fix to ſixty, lick or found, 
| I rule the female world around. 
Hold there a moment, Cupid cricd, 
Nor boaſt dominion quite ſo wide. 


| But that by Love and mecknefs fivay d! r 


Book I. 
All other empire I reſignz _ 
But be the ſphere of beauty mine, 
For in the downy lawn of reſt, 
That opens on a Woman. $ breaſt, | 
Attended by my peaceful train, 
| chooſe to live, and chooſe to reign. 
Far- ſighted faith I bring along, 
And truth, above an mo {trong ; 
And chaſtity, of icy moutd, 
Within the burning tropics cold ; 
And lowlineſs, to whoſe mild brow 
The pow'r and pride of nations bow; 
And modeſty, with downcalſt eye, 
That lends the morn her virgin dye; 
And innocence, array ' d in light; 
And honour, as a tow 'r upright; 
With ſweetly winning graces, more 


| Than poets ever dreamt of yore, 


In unaffected conduct free, 

All ſmiling ſiſters, three times three z 
And roſy peace, the cherub bleſs'd, 
That nightly ſings us all to reſt. 

Hence, from the bud of nature's prime, 

From the firſt ſtep of infant time, 

Woman, the world's appointed light, 

Has ſkirted ev'ry ſhade with white; 

Has ſtood for imitation high, | 

To ev'ry heart and evry eye; 

From ancient deeds of fair renown, 

Has brought her bright memorials down 
To time aſhx'd perpetual youth, 

And form'd cach tale of love and truth; 

Upon a new Promethean plan 
due moulds the eſſence of a man, 

Tempers his maſs, his genius fires, 
And as a better foul, inipires. 

The rude the ſoftens, warms the cold, 
Eyalts the meek, and checks the bold, 
Calls floth from his ſupine repoſe, 

Within the coward's boſom glows, 

Of pride unplumes the lofty creſt, 

Bids bathful merit ſtand confeſs'd, 

And, like coarſe metal from the mines, 
Collects, irradiates, and refines. 

The gentle ſcience the imparts, 

All manners fnooths, informs all hearts; 
From her tweet influence are felt 

Paſſions that pleate, and thoughts that melt; 
To ſtormy rage ſhe bids controul, 

And ſinks ſerencly on the ſoul, 

doftens Deucaliou's flinty race, 

And tunes the warring world to peace. 

Thas arm'd to all that's light and vain, 
And freed from thy fantaſtic chain, 
lie fills the ſphere by Heaven affign'd, 
And, rul'd by me, o*errules mankind. = 

He fpoke. The Nymph impatient ſtood, 
And, laughing, thus her ſpcech renew'd : 

And pray, Sir, may I be ſo bold 
To hope your pretty tale is told; 

_ next demand, without a'cavil, 

Vhat new Utopia do you travel — 
pon my word, theſe high-flown fancies 
Suew depth of learning in romances. 
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Why, what unfaſhion'd ſtuff you tell us 


Of buckram dames, and tiptoe fellows ! 
Go, child ; and when you re grown maturer, 


| You'll ſhoot your next opinion ſurer. 


O ſuch a pretty knack at painting ! 


And all for ſoft'ning, and for fainting ! 
Gucſs now, who can, a fingle feature, 
Thro' the whole piece of female nature; 


Then mark ! my looſer hand may fit 


The lines, too coarſe for Love to hit. 


Tis ſaid that woman, prone to changing, 


Thro' all the rounds of folly ranging, 
On life's uncertain ocean riding, 
No reaſon, rule, nor rudder guiding, 


Is 


like the comet's wand'ring light, 


Eccentric, ominous, and bright ; 
Trackleſs, and ſhifting as the wind; 
A ſea, whoſe fathom none can find ; 


| A moon, {till changing and revolving z 


A riddle, paſt all human folving ; 
A bliſs, a plague, a heaven, a hell; 


A 


ſomething that no man can tell, 
Now learn a ſecret from a friend, 


| But keep your counſel, and attend, 


Tho' in their tempers thought ſo diſtant, 


Nor with their ſex nor ſelves conſiſtent, 


"Tis but the difference of a name, 

And ev'ry woman is the ſame; 

For as the world, however varied, 

And through unnumber'd changes carried, 
Of elemental modes and forms, 

Clouds, meteors, colours, calms, and ftormsg 
Tho' in a thouſand ſuits array'd, 


Is 


of one ſubject matter made; 


So, Sir, a woman's conſtitution, 
The world's enigma, finds ſolution 
And let her form be what you will, 


1 am the ſubject eſſence ſtill. 


With the firſt ſpark of female ſenſe, 


The ſpeck of being, I commence, 
Within the womb make freſh advances, 
And dictate future qualms and fancies ; 
T hence in the growing form expand, 


With childhood travel hand in hand, 
And give a taſte for all their joys 


In gewgaws, rattles, pomp, and noiſe, 


And now, familiar and unaw'd, 


I ſend the flutt'ring ſoul abroad. 


Prais'd for her ſhape, her air, her mien, 
The little goddeſs, and the queen, 
Takes at her infant ſhrine oblation, 

And drinks ſweet draughts of adulation. 


Now blooming, tall, erect, and fair, 


To dreſs becomes her darling care 
The realms of beauty then I bound; 


I ſwell the hoop's enchanted round, 
Shrink in the waiſt's eme ſize, 
Heav'd in the ſnowy boſom, rie, 


High on the flowing lappet fail, 


Or, curl'd in treſſes, kits the gale. 
Then to her glaſs I lcad the fair, 

And ſhew the lovely idol there; 
Where, ſtruck as by divine emotion, 
She bows with moſt ſincere devotion, 
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And numb'ring ev'ry beauty o'cr, 
In fecret bids the world adore. 
Then all for parking and parading, 


Coquetting, dancing, matquerading ; 


For balls, plays, courts, and crowds what paſſion! 


And churches, fometimes—if the faſhion; 
For woman's ſenſe of right and wrong 
Is rul'd by the almighty throng ; 
Still turns to each meander tame, 

And ſwims the ftraw of ev'ry ſtream. 
Her ſoul intrinſic worth rejects, 
Accompliſh'd only in defects; 

Such excellence is her ambition, 

Folly her wiſeſt acquiſition; 

And even from pity and diſdain 

She'll cull ſome reaſon to be vain. 

Thus, Sir, from ev'ry form and feature, 
The wealth and wants of female nature, 
And cven from vice, which you'd admire, 
I gather fuel to my fire; 

And on the very baſe of thame 
Erect my monument of fame. 

Let me another truth attempt, 

Of which your godſhip has nor dreamer. 

Thoſe ſhining virtues, which you muſter, 
Whence think you they derive their taitre ? 
From native honour and devotion ? 

O yes, a mighty likely notion! 

Traſt me, from titled dames to ſpinners, 
*Tis I make ſaints, whoe'cr makes finners ; 
Tis ] inſtruct them to withdraw, 

And hold preſumptuous man in awe; 
For female worth, as J inſpire, 

In juſt degrees, ſtill mounts the higher; 
And virtue, fo extremely nice, 
Demands long toil and mighty price. 
Like Sampſon's pillars, fix'd elate, 
bear the ſex's tott ring ſtate; | 
Sap theſe, and in a moment's ſpace 
Down ſtoks the fabric to its baſe. 

Alike from titles and from toys 

1 {pring;, the fount of female joys; 
In cru widew, wife, and mils, 
Tic tle artificer of bliſs ; | 
Fron them each tropic I explore, 
I civuve the ſand of ev rv {nore 5 
t'o them uniting Indiss fail, 

Saba breathes her tartickt gale: 


For them the bullion I reſine, 


Dig fente and virtuc from the rune, 
And from the bowels of invention 
Spin out the various arts you mention. 
Nor blits alone my pow rs beſtow, 
hey hold the ſov'reign balm of woe; 
Beyond the ſtoic's boaſted art | 
J tooth the heavinrs of the heart; 
To pain give ſplendor and relief, 
And wid the pallid fact of gricf. 
Alike the palace and tic plain 
Admit the glories of my reign | 
Tbro' ev'ry age, in ev'ry nation, 
Taft, talents, rempers, fare, and tation, 


Whate'er a women ſays, J fy; 
Mate er a woman fperds, I pay; 


* 
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Alike I fill and empty bags, 


Flutter in finery and rags, 

With light coquettes thro' folly range, 

And with the prude diſdain to change. 
And now you'd think, 'twixt you aud 

That things were ripe for a reply 

But ſoft, and while I'm in the mood, 

Kindly permit me to conclude, 

Their utmoſt mazes to unravel, 

And touch the fartheſt ſtep they travel, 
When ev'ry pleaſure's run aground, 

And folly tir'd thro' many a round, 

The nymph, conceiving diſcontent hence, 

May ripen to an hour's repentance, 

And vapours, ſned in pious moiſture, 

D1imiis her to a church, or cloyſter; 

Then on J lead her, with devotion 

Conſpicuous in her dreſs and motion, 

Iuſpire the heavenly-breathing air, 

Roll up the lucid eye in pray'r, 

Soſten the voice, and in the face 

Look melting harmony and grace. 
Thus far extends my friendly pow'r, 

Nor quits her in her lateſt hour; 

The couch of decent pain I ſpread, 

In form recline her languid head; 

Her thoughts I methodize in dcath, 

And part not with her parting breatit ; 

Then do I ſet, in order bright, 

A length of fun'ral pomp to fight, 

The glitt'ring tapers and attire, 

The plumes that whiten o'er her bier; 

And laft preſenting to her eye 

Angelic hinerics on high, | 

1% ſcenes cf painted bliſs I watt her, 

And form the heaven the hopes hercifter, 
In truth, rejvin'd love's gentle God, 

You've gone a tedious length of road, 

And, ſtrange, in all the toilſome way 

No houſe of kind refreſhment lay; 


| No nymph, whoſe virtues might have tempics | 


To hold her from her ſex exempted, 
For one we'll never quarrel, man; 
Take her, and Keep her, if you can; 
And pleas'd I vield to your petition, 
Since ev'ty fair, by ſuch permiſſion, 
W'ill hold herfelf the one ſelected; 
And fo my ſyſtem ſtands protected. 
O, deaf to virtue, deaf to glory, 
To truths divinely. vouch'd in ſtory ! 
the Godhead in his zcal return'd, 
And, kindling at her malice, burn'd: 
Then fweetly rais'd his voice, and told 
Of heavenly nymphs, rever'd of old; 
Iypfipyle, who fav'd her fire, 
Aud Portia's love, approv'd by fire; 
Alike Penelope was quoted, 
Nor liurcl'd Daphne pals'd unnoted, 
Nor J.30damia's fatal garter, 
Nor tum'd Lucretia, honour's martyr, 
Alceſte's voluntary feel, 
And Carie: ine, ſmiling on the wheel. 
But who can hope to plant conviction 


as hue yy grows eu ocntiadiétion? 
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dome the evades or diſavows, 
Demurs to all, and none allows, 
A kind of ancient thing call'd fables ! 
And thus the Goddeſs turn'd the tables. 
Now both in argument grew high, 
And choler flaſh'd from either eye; 
Nor wonder each refus'd to yield 
The conqueſt of ſo fair a field, 
When happily arriv'd in view 
A Goddeſs whom our grandames knew, 
ot afpe&t grave, and ſober gait, 
Maieſtic, awful, and ſedate, 
A; heaven's autumnal eve ſerene, 
When not a cloud o'ercaſts the ſcene; 
Once Prudence call'd, a matron fam'd, 
And in old Rome Cornelia nam'd. 
Quick at a venture both agree 
Io leave their ſtrife to her decree. 
And now by cach the facts were ſtated, 
In form and manner as related. 
The caſe was ſhort. They crav'd opinion, 
Which held o'er females chief dominion :; 
When thus the Goddeſs, anſw'ring mild, 
Firſt ſhook her gracious head, and ſmil' d. 
Alas, how willing to comply, 
Vet how unfit a judge am I! 
ln times of golden date, tis true, 
| ſhar'd the fickle ſex with you; 
hut from their preſence long precluded, 
Or held as one whoſe form intruded, 
Full fifty annual ſuns can tell, 
Prudence has bid the ſex farewell, 
In this dilemma what to do, 
Or who to think of, neither knew; 
Fer both, till biaſs'd in opinion, 
And arrogant of {ole dominion, 
Were forc'd to hold the caſe compounded, 
Or leave the quarrel where they found it. 
When in the nick, a rural fair, 
Of inexperienc'd gait ad air, 


Nor ſeen the world beyond a wake, 

With cambric coif, and kerchief clean, 

Tupt ligluly by them o'er the green. 
Now, now ! cried love's triumphant child, 

And at approaching conqueſt ſmil'd, 

It Vanity will once be guided, 

Our diff rence ſoon may be decided; 

Þchold yon wench, a fit occaſion 

To try your force of gay perſuaſion. 

Go you, while I retire aloof, 

Go, put thoſe boaſted pow'rs to proof ; 

And if your prevalence of art 

tranſcends my yet unerring dart, 

give the fav "rite conteſt o'er, 

And ne'er will boaſt my empire more. 
At once, ſo ſaid, and ſo conſented ; 

And well our Goddeſs ſcem'd contented, 
or pauſing, made a moment's ſtand, 
at tript, and took the girl in hand. 
Meanwhile the Godhead, unalarm'd, 
one to each occaſion arm'd, 

Forth from his quiver cull'd a dart, 

That erſt had wounded many a heart; 
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Who ne'er had croſs'd the neighb'ring lake, 
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Then bending, drew it to the head; 


* 
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No will the minded but her own ; 


4 


The bow- ſtring twang'd, the arrow fled, 

And, to her ſecret foul addreſs'd, 

Transfix'd the whiteneſs of her breaſt. 
But here the Dame, whoſe guardian care 

Had to a moment watch'd the fair, 

At once her pocket-mirror drew, 

And held the wonder full in view; 

As quickly rang'd in order bright, 

A thouſand beauties ruth to fight, 

A world of charms, till now unknown, 

A world reveal'd to her alone ; 


Enraptur'd ſtands the love-fick maid, 


Suſpended o'er the darling ſhade, 
Here only fixes to admire, 
And centres ev'ry fond deſire. 


$ 255. The Young Lady and Looking-Glaſs. 

| „ Wii. 

VE deep philoſophers, who can | 
Explain that various creature, Man, 

Say, is there any point ſo nice 

As that of oft 'ring an advice? 

To bid your friend his errors mend, 

Is almoſt certain to offend : 


| Tho' you in ſofteſt terms adviſe, 


Confeſs him good, admit him wiſe ; 
In vain you fweeten the diſcourſe, 

He thinks you call him fool, or worſe. 
You paint his character, and try 

If he will own it, and apply; 


Without a name reprove and warn; 


Here none are hurt, and all may learn; 
This too'muſt fail; the picture ſhewn, 
No man will take it for his own. 

In moral lectures treat the cafe, 

Say this is honeſt, that is baſe ; 

In converſation none will bear it ; 

And for the pulpit, few come near ir, 
And is there then no other way 

A moral leflon to convey ? 

Muſt all that ſhall attempt to teach, 


Admoniſh, fatirize, or preach ? 


Yes, there is onc, an ancient art, 
By ſages found to reach the heart, 
Ere ſcience, with diſtinctions nice, 


Had fix'd What virtue is, and vice, 


Iuventing all the various names 
On which the moraliſt declaims: 
They wou'd by ſimple tales adviſe, 


Which took the hearer by ſurpriſe 


Alarm'd his conſcicuce, unprepar'd, 
Ere pride had put it on its uard ; 


| And made him from himſelf receive 


The leſſons which they meant to give. 
That this device will oft prevail, 


And gain its end when others fail, 
If any ſhall pretend to doubt, 


The tale which follows makes it out. 
There was a little ſtubborn dame, 

Whom no authority could tame; 

Reſiive, by long indulgence, grown, 


152 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book 1. ip 
Ar trifles oft ſhe'd ſcold and fret, A will ſubdu'd to reaſon's ſway, | 
Then in a corner take a ſeat, And paſſions practis d to obcy ; * 
And, ſourly moping all the day, An open and a gen rous heart, Re 
Diſdain alike to work or play. Refin'd from ſeitiſhneſs and art; > 


Papa all ſofter arts had tried, Patience, which mocks at fortune's poi, 
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And ſharper remedies applied; 

But both were vain ; for ev'ry courſe 
He took, ſtill made her worſe and worſe. 
Tis ſtrange to think how female wit 
So oft ſhould make a lucky hit ; 

When man, with all his lugh pretence 
To deeper judgment, founder ſenſe, 
Will err, and meaſures falſe purſue 
- *Tis very ftrange, I own, but true.— 
Mamma obſerv'd the riting lats 

By ſtealth retiring to the vlaſs, 

To practiſe little airs unſcen, 

In the true genius of thirteen 5 

On this a deep deſign the laid 

To tame the humour of the XIaid; 
Contriving, like a prudent mother, 

To make one folly cure anciher. 

Upon the wall, againſt the ſeat 

Which Jeſſy us'd for her retreat, 
Whene'er by accident offended, 

A looking-glaſs was ſtraight ſuſpended, 
That it might ſhew her how deform'd 
She look'd, and frightful, when the ſtorm'd ; 
And warn her, as ſhe priz'd her beauty, 
To bend her humour to her duty. 

All this the look ing-glaſs atchicy'd 
Its threats were minded and believ'd. 

The Maid, who ſpurn'd at all advice, 

Grew tame and gentle in a trice : 

So, when all other means had fail'd, 
The ſilent monitor prevail'd. 

Thus, Fable to the human- kind 

Preſents an image of the mind; 

It is a mirror, where we ſpy 

At large our own deformity; 

And learn of courſe thote faults to mend, 
Which but to mention would offend. - 


$ 256. The Boy and the Rainbow, WILKIE. 
ECLARE, ye ſages, if ve tind 
+ *Mongſt animals of ev'ry kind, 
Cf cach condition, fort, and ſize, 
From whales and elephants to flies, 
A creature that miſtakes his plan, 
And errs fo conſtantly as man. 
Fach kind purſues his proper good, 
And ſecks for pleaſure, reſt, and food, 
As nature points, and never errs 
In what it chooſes and prefers; 
Man only blunders, though poſſeſt 
Of talents far above the reſt. 
Deſcend to inſtances, and try 
An ox will ſcarce attempt to fly, 
Or leave his paſture in the wood, 
with fiſhes to explore the flood. 
Man only acts, of ev'ry creature, 


— 


With nought but labour for his 


And wiſdom never ſad nor ſour : 
| In theſe conſiſts our proper bliſs; 
Kifc Plato reaſons much amils : 
But foolith mortals ſtill purſue 
Falſe happineſs in place of true; 
Ambition ſerves us for a guide, 
Or luſt, or avarice, or pride; 
While Reaſon no aſſent can gain, 
And Revelation warns in vain. 
Hence through our lives, in ev'ry ſtage, ' 
From infancy itſelf to age, 
A happiness we toll to find, 
Which {till avoids us like the wind; 
Ev'n when we think the prize our own, 
At once tis vaniſh'd, Joſt and gone. 
You'll «&« me why I thus rehearſe 
All Epictetus in my verle ? 
And if I fondly hope to plcaſe 
With dry reflections, ſuch as theſe, 
50 trite, ſo hackney'd, and fo flale ? 
take the hint, and tell a tale. 

One evening as a ſimple ſwain 
His flock attended on the plain, 
The ſhining bow he chanc'd to ſpy, 
Which warns us when a ſhow'r is nigh g 
With brighteſt rays it ſeem'd to glow ; 
Its diſtance eighty yards or ſo. 
This bumpkin had, it ſeems, been told 
The ſtory of the cup of gold, 
Which fame reports is to be found | 
Juſt where the Rainbow mcets the ground; 
He therefore feit a ſudden itch 
To ſeize the goblet, and be rich; 
Hoping, yet hopes are oft but vain, 


| 


| No more to toil thro' wind and rain, 


ut fit indulging by the fire, _ 
'Midit eaſe and plenty, like a ſquire. 


| He mark'd the very ſpot of land 


On which the Raiubow ſeem'd to ſtand, 
And ſtepping forwards at his leiſure, 
Expected to have found the treaſure. 


{| Bur as he mov'd, the colour'd ray 


Still chaug'd its place, and flipt away, 
As ſceming his approach to ſhun, 
From walking he began to run; 

But all in vain, it ſtill withirew 

As nimbly as he could purſue. 


At laſt, thro many a bog and lake, 
| Rough craggy road, and thorny brake, 


It led the caſy fool, till night 
Approach'd, then vaniſh'd in his fight, 
And left him to compute his gains, 


pains. 


K 


$ 257. | The Rake and the Hermit, WILKIE: 


A YOUTH, a pupil of the town, 
Philoſopher and atheift grown, 
Benighted once upon the road, 
| þ Found cut @ hexmit's lone abode, 


In oppoſition to his nature. 
The happineſs of human-Kkind 
Conſiſts in rectitude of mind; 
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\ofe hoſpitality in need 
Were — trav ler and his ſteed; 
For both ſufficiently were tir d. 
Well drench'd in ditches, and bemii'd. 
Hunger the firſt attention claims; 
Upon the coals a rather flames. 
Dry cruſts, and liquor ſomething ſtale, 
were added to make up a meal j 
At which our traveller, as he fat, 
zr intervals began to chat. — 
is odd, quoth he, to think what trains 
Ot folly govern fome folks brains: 
What makes you chooſe this wild abode ? 
E You'll fay, tis to converſe with God. 
Alas, I fear, tis all a whim ; 
vou never ſaw or ſpoke with him, 
They talk of Providence's pow'r, 
And ſav, it rules us ev'ry hour: 
To me all nature ſeems confution, 
\nd ſuch weak fancies mere deluſion. 
Say, if it rul'd and govern'd right, 
Could there be ſuch a thing as night; 
u hich, when the ſun has left the ſkies, 
puts all things in a deep diſguiſe ? 
If then a trav' ler chance to ſtray 
E The leaſt ſtep from the public way, 
He's foon in endlefs mazes loſt, 
As I have found it to my coſt. 
Beſides, the gloom which nature wears 
Aſſiſts imagmary fears, 
Of ghoſts and goblins from the waves 
Of tulph'rous lakes and yawning graves; 
All ſprung from ſuperſtitious ſced, 
Like other maxims of the creed. 
For my part, I reject the tales 
Which faith ſuggeſts when reaſon fails; 
And reaſon nothing underſtands, 
Unwarranted by eyes and hands, 
Theſe ſubtile eſſences, like wind, 


Which ſome have dreamt of, and call mind, 


t nc'er admits; nor joins the lye, 
Which ſays men rot, but never die. 
It holds all future things in doubt, 
Aud therefore wiſely leaves them out: 
doggelting what is worth our care, 
10 take things preſent as they are, 
Our wiſeſt courſe: the reſt is tolly, 
Ihe fruit of ſpleen and melancholy.— 
Sir, quoth the Hermit, I agree ; 
That Reaſon ſtill our guide thould be: 
And will admit her as the teſt 
Of what is true, and what is beſt ; 
But Reaſon ſure wou'd bluſh for ſhame 
At what you mention in her name; 
Her dictates are ſublime and holy; 
Impiety's the child of Folly; 
caſon, with meaſur'd ſteps and flow, 
To things above from things below 
Alcends, and guides us thro” her ſphere 
Vi caution, vigilance, and care. 
ath in the utmoſt frontier ſtands, 
nd Reaſon puts us in her hands; 
ut not till her commiſſion giv'n 
$ found authentic, and from Heay'n. 
4 | 
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SACRED AND MORAL: 


"Tis ſtrange, that man, a reas'ning exeature, 


Should miſs a God in viewing nature 
Whoſe high perfections are diſplay'd 
In ev'ry thing his hands have made : 
Ev'n when we think their traces loſt, 
When found again, we ſee them moſt: 


As ſomething wrong in nature's frame, 
Is but a curtain to inveſt | 
Her weary children, when at reſt: 
Like that which mothers draw to keep 
The light off from a child aſleep. 
Beſide, the fears which darkneſs breeds 
(At lcaft augments) in vulgar heads, 
Are far from uſeleſs, when the mind 


Is narrow, and to earth confin'd ; — 
They make the worldling think with pain 


On frauds, and oaths, and ill-got gain; 
Force from the ruffian's hand the knife 
Juſt rais'd againſt his neighbour's life; 
And in defence of virtue's cauſe, 

Aſſiſt each ſanction of the laws. _ 
But ſouls ſerene, where wiſdom dwells, 
And ſuperſtitious dread expels, 2 
The filent majeſty of night 

Excites to take a nobler flight ; 

With ſaints and angels to explore 

The wonders of creating pow'r ; 

And lifts on contemplation's Wings 
Above the ſphere of mortal things. 
Walk forth, and tread thoſe dewy plains 
Where night in awful ſilence reigus; 
The ſky's ſerene, the air is ſtill, 

The woods ftand liſt'ning on each hill, 
To catch the ſounds that fink and ſwell, 
Wide-foating from the ev'ning bell, 
While foxcs how!, and beetles hum, 


And try if folly, raſh and rude, 
Dare on the ſacred hour intrude. 


Attempt to quote thoſe lights by name 
Which ſhine ſo thick, and ſpread ſo far; 
Conceive a ſan in ev*ry ſtar, 

Round which unnumber'd planets roll, 
While comets ſhoot athwart the whole ; 
From ſyſtem ſtill to ſyſtem ranging, 


* o . . (4 
[Their various benefits exchanging, 


And ſhaking from their flaming hair 
The things moſt needed ev'rywhere— 
Explore this ©lrious fcene, and ſay 
That night diſcovers leſs than day; 
That 'tis quite uſeleſs, and a fign 


| Thar chance diſpoſes, not deſign: 


Whoc'er maintains it, I'll pronounce 
Him cither mad, or elſe a dunce; 
For reaſon, tho' tis far from ſtrong, 


From ſigns and evidences clear, 

Of wiſe contrivance ev'rywhere, 
The Hermit ended, aud the youth 
| Bucame a convert to the truth; + 
At leatt he yielded, and confeſs'd 


| Thar all was vider'd for the beſt, 


The night itſelf, which you would blame 


Will foon find out that nothing's wrong, 
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Sounds which make lence till more dumh: 


Then turn your eyes to heaven's broad frame, 


» 
1 Wo 
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$'253. We Youth and the Philoſopher. 
| W. WHITEHEAD. 


A GRECTAN youth, of talents rare, 
Whom Plato's philoſophic care 
Had form'd for virtue's nobler view, 
By precept and example too, 
Would often boaſt his matchleſs {kill 
To curb the ſteed, and guide the wheel; 
And as he paſs'd the gazing throng 
With graceful cafe, and ſmack'd the thong, 
The idiot wonder they expreſs'd 
Was praiſe and tranſport to his breaft. 
At length, quite vain, he needs would ſhew 
His maſter what his art could do; 
And bade his flaves the chariot lead 
To Academus' ſacred ſhade. 
The trembling grove confeſs'd its fright, 
"The woud-nymphs ftartcd at the fight 
The Muſes dropt the learned lyre, 
And to their inmoſt ſhades retire. 
Howe'er the youth, with forward air, 
Bows to the ſage, and mounts the car; 
The.laſh-reſounds, the courſers ſpring, 
The chariot marks the rolling ring; 
And yath'rmg crowds, with cager eyes, 
And thouts, purſue him as he flies. 
Triumphant to the goal return'd, 
With nobler thirft Eis boſom burn'd ; 
And now along th' idented plain 
The ſelf-ſame track he marks again; 
Purſues with care the nice defiyn, 
Nor ever deviates from the line. 
Amazement ſeiz d rhe circling crowd 
The youths with emulation glow'd ; 
_ Ev'n bearded ſages hail'd the boy, 
And all but Plato gaz d with joy. 
For he, dcep-judying ſage, beheld 
With pain the triumphs of the field: 
And when the charioteer drew nigh, 
And, fluſh'd with hope, had caught his cye, 
Alas ! unhappy youth, he cried, 
Expect no praiſe from me (and ſigh d). 
With indignation I ſurvey | 
Such ſkill and judgment thrown away. 
The time profuſely ſquander'd there 
On vulgar arts, beneath thy care, 
If well employ'd, at leſs expence, 
Had taught thee honour, virtue, ſenſe, 
And rais'd thee from a coachman's fate 
To govern men, ard guide the ftarc. 


$ 359. The Bee, the Ant, and the Sparrow. 
Addreſſed to Phœbe and Kitty C. at Boarding- 
95 School. Dr. CoTToN, 
| M dears, 'tis ſaid in days of old, 
That beaſts could talk, and birds could ſcold : 
But now, it ſeems the human race 
Alone engroſs the ſpeaker's place. 
Vet lately, if report be true, 
And much the tale relates to you) 


There met a Sparrow, Ant, and Bee 
; | beats atria, 
Which reafon'd and convers'd as we. 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
| Who reads my page will doubtleſs grant 


— 


Sucks honey, to enrich her cells: 


», 


Boot! 


That Phe's the wiſe induſtrious Ant; 
And all with half an eye may ſee 
That Kitty is the buſy Bee. 
Here then are two—dut where's the third“ 
Go ſearch the ſchool, you'll find the bird. 
Your ſchool! I aſk your pardon, Fair; 
I'm ſure you'll find no ſparrow there 
Now to my tale—One {ſummer's morn 
A Bee rang'd o'cr the verdant lawn; 
Studious to huſhand ev'ry hour, 
And make the moſt of ev'ry flow'r. 
Nimble from ftalk to ſtalk the flies, 
And lcads with yellow wax her thighs , 
With which the artiſt builds her comb, 
And keeps all tight and warm ar home; 
Or from the cowtlip's golden bells 


Or ev ry tempting roſe purſues, 
Or fips the lily's fragrant dews ; 
Yet never robs the thining bloom 
Or of its beauty or pertume. 
Thus ſhe diſcharg'd in ev'ry way 
The various dutics of the day. 

It chanc'd a frugal Ant was near, 
Whoſe brow was wrinkled o'er by care : 
A great œ conomiſt was the, 

Nor leſs laborious than the Bee; 

By penſive parents often taught 

Whar ills ariſe from want of thought; 

That poverty on floth depends; 

On poverty the lots of friends. 

Hence ey'ry day the Ant is found 

With anxicus ſteps to tread the ground; 
\'ith curious ſearch to trace the grain, 

And drag the heavy load with pain. 

The active Bee with pleaſure law 

The Aut fullil her parent's law. 

Ah! tfier-labourer, ſays ſhe, 

How very fortunate arc we! 

Who, taught in infancy to know 

The comforts which from labour flow, 
Are independent of the great, 

Nor know the wants of pride and ſtate. 

Why is our food fo very f{weet 3 

Becauſe we earn before we cat. 

Why are our wants fo very few? 

Becauſe we-nature's calls puriue. 

Whence our complacency of mind? 
zcauſe we act our parts aſſign'd. 

Have we inceflant taſks to do? 

Is not all nature buſy too? 

Dorh not the ſun, with conſtant pace; 

Pertiſt to run his annual race? | 

Do not the ſtars, which ſhine ſo bright, 

Renew their courſes ev'ry night? 

Doth not the ox obedient bow 

His patient neck, and draw the plough ? 

Or when did e' er the gen'rous ſtced 

Withhold his labour or his ſpeed? 

If you all nature's ſyſtem ſcan, 

The only idle thing is man. 
A wanton Sparrow long d to hear 


Tho 


| Their fage diſcourſe, and ſtraight drew near, 
Oe | 
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The bird was talkative and loud, 

And very pert and very prouc'z 

As worthleſs and as vain a thing, 

Perhaps, as ever WOre a WINg. 

che found, as ON A ſpray ſhe fat, 

The little friends were deep in chat; 

That virtue was their fav rite theme, 

And toil and probity their ſcheme : 

euch talk was hateful to her breaſt ; 

She thought them arrant prudes at beſt. 
When to diſplay her naughty mind, 

Hunger with cruelty combin d, 

We view'd the Ant with ſavage eyes, 

And hopt and hopt to ſnatch her prize. 

The Bee, who watch'd her op ning bill, 

And gueſs'd her fell deſign to kill, 

Ad her from what her anger roſe, 

And why ſhe treated Ants as focs ? 
The Sparrow her reply began, 

And thus the converſation ran : 
Whenever I'm diſpos'd to dine, 

| think the whole creation mine; 

Tit I'm a bird of high degree, 

And ev'ry inſect made for me. 

Hence oft I fearch the emmet-brood 

(For emmets are delicious food) 

And oft, in wantonneſs and play, 

{ lay teu thouſand in a day. 

For truth it is, without diſguiſe, 

That 1 love miſchief as my cycs. 
Oh | fie, the honeſt Bee replied, 

I fear you make baſe man your guide; 

Of cy'ry creature fure the worſt, 

Though in creation's ſcale the firſt ! 

Vnegrateful man ! tis ſtrange he thrives, 

Vho burns the Bees to rob their hives ! 

hate his vile adminiſtration, 

And fo do all the emmet nation. 

at fatal foes to birds are men, 

Cue to the Eagle from the Wren ! 

0 do not men's example take, 

Vho miſchict do for milchict's ſake ; 


But ſpare the Ant—her worth demands 


Litcem and friendſhip at vour hands. 

A mind with ev ry virtue bleſt, 

Mutt raite compaſſion in your breaſt. 
Virtue ! rejoin'd the ſnecring bird, 


Where did you learn that Gothic word ? 


Since J was hatch'd, I never hear'd 
That virtue was at all rever'd. 
But ſay it was the ancients claim, 
Yet moderns diſavow the name; 
Unleſs, my dear, you read romances, 
cannot reconcile your fancies. 
Virtue in fairy tales is ſeen | 
To play the goddeſs or the queen ; 
ut what's a queen without the pow'r ? 
Or beauty, ebild, without a dow 'r + 
et this is all that virtue brags, 
At beſt tis only worth in rags. 
duch whims my very heart derides : 
Indeed you make me burſt my ſides. 
Truſt me, Mits Bee—to ſpeak the truth, 
I's copied men frem carlight youth; 
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The ſame our taſte, the ſame our ſchool, 
Paſſion and appetite our rule; 

And call me bird, or call me ſinner, 

I'll ne'er forego my ſport or dinner. 

A prowling cat the miſcreant ſpies, 
And wide expands her amber eves : 
Near and more near Grimalkin draws ; 
She wags her tail, protends her paws; 
Then, ſpringing on her thoughtlets prey, 
She bore the vicious bird away. 

Thus, in ber cruclty and pride, 

The wicked wanton Sparrow died. 


§ 260. The Bears and Bees. MERRICK, 

A S two young Bears in wanton mood, 
Forth iſſuing from a neighb'ring wood, 

Came where th'induſtrious Bees had ſtor d 
In artful cells their luſcious hoard ; 
O'crjcy'd they feiz'd with eager haſte 
Luxurious on the rich repaſt. 
Alarm'd at this, the Intle crew 
About their ears vindictive flew, 
The beaſts, unable to ſuſtain 
Th nnequal combat, quit the plain; 
Half blind with rage, and mad with pain, 
Their native ſhclter they regain; - 
There fit, and now, difcreeter grown, 
Too late their raſhneſs they bemoan 
And this by dear experience gain, | 
That plcaſure's ever bought with pain. 
So when the gilded baits of vice 
Are plac'd betore our longing eyes, 
With greedy haſte we ſnatch our fill, 
And ſwallow down the latent ill; 
But when experience opes Our CVes, 
Away the fancy 'd pleaſure flies: 
It flies, but ch! too late we find 
It leaves a real ſting behind. 
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8 261. The Camelion. MERRICK. 

OFT has it been my lot to mark 
A proud conceited talking ſpark, 

Wich eyes, that hardly ſerv'd at moſt 
To guard their maſter *gainſt a poſt ; 
Yet round the world the blade has been, 
To ſee whatever could be ſeen : 
Returning from his finiſh'd tour, 
Grown ten times perter than before; 
\Whatever word you chance to drop, | 
The travell'd fool your mouth will ſtop : 
Sir, if my judgment you'll allow-— 
« I've feen—and ſure I ought to know“ 
So begs you'd pay a due ſubmifſſion, 
And acquieſce in his deciſion. 

Two travellers of ſuch a caſt, 
As o'r Arabia's wilds they paſs'd, 
And on their way in friendly chat 
Now talk'd of this, and then of that, 
Diſcours'd a while, mongſt other matter, 
Ot the Camelion's form and nature, 
© A ftranger animal,” cries one, 
Sure never liv'd bencath the fun : 
A lizard's body, Ican and long, 


La 


* 


« 
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A ſiſh' bead, a ſerpent's tongue; = 


* 
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* Tts foot with triple claw disjoin'd ; 
*« And what a length of tail behind! 
Ho flow its pace! and then its hue— 
© Who ever ſaw fo fine a blue?“ 
Hold there, the other quick replies, 
© "Tis green, — I ſaw it wita theſe eyes; 
As late with open mouth it lay, 
© And warm'd it in the ſunny ray ; 
Stretch d at its eaſe the beaſt I view'd; 
And ſaw it cat the air for food. 
I've ſeen it, Sir, as well as you, 
* And maſt again athrm it blue. 
« At leiſure 1 the beaſt ſurvey d, 
« Extended in the cooling ſhade.” 
< "Tis green, tis green, Sir, I aſſure ye. — 
« Green !” cries the other in a fury— 
« Why, Sir, d'ye think I've loſt my eyes?” 
Twere no great loſs, the friend replics, 
For, if they always ſerve you thus, 
* You'll find them but of little uſe.” 
So high at laſt the conteſt roſe, 
From words they almoſt came to blows : 
When luckily came by a third— 
To him the queſtion they referr'd ; 
And begg'd he'd tell em, if he knew 
Whether the thing was green or blue. 
„ Sirs,” cries thc umpire, “ ceaſe your pother, 
The creature's neither one nor t'other : 
„ caught the animal laſt night, 
And view'd it o'er by candle-light : 
] mark'd it well—'twas black is jet— 
„ You ſtare—but, Sirs, I've got it yet, 
* And can produce it.“ Pray, Sir, do: 
+. I'll lay my life, the thing is blue. | 
* And I'll be ſworn, that when you've ſcen 
„The reptile, you'll pronounce him vicen,” 
Well then, at once, to eaſe the doubt, 
Replies the man, I'll turn him out: 
© And when before your cyes I've ſet him, 
If you don't find him black, IH cat him.” 
He faid ; then full before their ſighit 
Produc'd the beaſt, and lo—'twas white. 
Both ſtar d; the man look d wondrous wilt 
« My children,” the Camelion cries | 
(Then firſt the creature found a tongue) 
* You all are right, and all are wrong: 
„When next vou talk of what vou view, 
« Think others fee as well as you: 
« Nor wonder, if you find that none 
« Prefers your eye- ſight to his own.” 
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$ 262. The Monkeys. A Tale. MERRICK. 
WHOEER, with curious eye, has rang'd 
Through Ovid's tales, has ſeen _ 
How Jove, incens'd, to Monkeys chang'd 
A tribe of worthleſs men. | 


Repentant ſoon, th' offending race 
ntreat the injur'd pow r 
To give them back the human face, 
And reaſon's aid reſtore, 
Jove, ſooth'd at length, his ear inclin'd, 
And granted halt their pray'r ! 
But t'other half he bade the wind 
' Diſperte in empty air. | 


— 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


{ What ſtcady pow'rs their endleſs motions 


| Some glitt'ripg trifle offer d to my view, 
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Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod 
That ſhook the vaulted ſkies, 

With haughtier air the creatures ſtrode, 
And ftretch'd their dwindled ſize. 


The hair in curls luxuriant now 
Around their temples ſpread ; 
The tail, that whilom hung below, 
Now dangled from the head. 


The head remains unchang'd within 
Nor altet'd much the face 
It ſtill retains its native grin, 
And all its old grimaece. 
Thus half transform'd, and half the ſame, 
Jove bade them take their place 
(Reſtoring them their ancient claim) 
Among the human race. 


Man with corttempt the brute furvey'd, 
Nor would a name beſt6w ; | 

But woman lik'd the motley breed, 
And call'd the thing a bean. 


§ 263. Know IH lt. ARBUTHNOT, 

WHAT am I? how produc d? and for wht 
end ? 

Whence drew I being? to hat period tends 
Am I th' abandon'd orphan of blind chance, 
Dropp'd by wild atoms in diſorder'd dance? 
Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought, 
And of unthinking ſubſtance, born with thought! 
By motion which began without a cauſe, 
Supremely wiſe, without deſign or laws ? 
Am I but what I ſeem, mere fleſh and blood! 
A branching channel, with a mazy flood? 


| The Purple ſtream that through my veſſels glides, 


Duil and unconſcious flows, like common tides; 
The pipes through which the circling juices ftar, 
Arc wot that thinking I, no more than they: 

'T his frame, compacted with tranſcendant {kill 


{| Ct moving joints obedient to my will, 


Nurs'd from the fruitful glebc, like yonder tie, 


| Waxes and waſtes; I call it mine, not me. 


New matter ſtill the mould'ring maſs ſuſtains; 
The mantion chang'd, the tenant till remains, 
And from the flecting ſtream, repair'd by food, 
Diſtinct, as is the ſwimmer from the flood. 
What am J then? ſure of a noble birth; 


| By parents right, I own as mother, Earth; 


But claim ſuperior lineage by my fire, 
Who warm'd th* unthinking clod with heavenly 


| Efſence divine, with lifeleſs clay allay'd, (ie; 


By double nature, double inſtinct ſway'd: _ 
With look erect, I dart my longing eye, 

Seem wing'd to part, and gain my native ſey; 

[ firive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in vai, 
Tied to this maſſy globe with magic chain. 
Now with ſwift thought I range from pole to pole, 
View worlds around their flaming centres roll 
guide 
Through the fame trackleſs paths of boundleſ 
I trace the blazing comet's fiery tail, void! 
And weigh the whirling planets in a ſcaic; 
Thele godlike thoughts while eager I purſue, 


A gna, 


SACRED 
A gnat, an inſe& of the meaneſt kind, 4 
Eraſe the new-born image from my mind : 
dome beaſtly want, craving, importunate, i 
Vile as the grinning maſtiff at my gate, 
Calls off from heavenly truth this reas ning me, 
And tells me I'm a brute as much as he. 
If, on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, 
My foul above the ſtarry vault I raiſe, 
F lLur'd by ſome vain conceit, or ſhameful Juſt, 
| 1 Gag, [ drop, and flutter in the duſt. i, 
The tow'ring lark thus, from her lofty ftrain, 
| Stoops to an emmet, or a barley grain. 
| By adverſe guſts of jarring inſtincts tot, 
I rove to one, now to the other coaſt ; _ 
To bliſs unknown my lofty ſoul afpires, 
My lot unequal to my vaſt defires. 
As mongſt the hinds a child of royal birth 
Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth; 
So man, amongſt his fellow brutes expos d, 
Sees he's a king, but 'tis a King depos'd, 
Pity him, beaſts! you by no law confin'd, 
And barr'd from devious paths by being blind ; 
Whilſt man, through op ning views of various 
ways 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ftrays ; 
Too weak to chooſe, yet chooſing ſtill in haſte, 
One moment gives the pleaſure and diſtaſte ; 
Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 
The flatt'ring future ſtill muſt give the joy: 
Not happy, but amus'd upon the road, 
And (like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 
Whether next ſun his being ſhall reſtrain 
To endleſs nothing, happineſs, or pain. 
Around me, lo! the thinking thoughtleſs crew 
(Bewilder'd cach) their diff rent paths purſue ; 
Of them I aſk the way; the firſt replies, 
Thou art a god; and ſends me to the ſkies : 
Down on the turf, the next, two two-leyg'd beaſt, 
There fix thy lot, thy bliſs and endleſs reſt: 
Between theſe wide extremes the length is ſuch, 
T find I know too little or too much. 
* Almighty Pow'r, by whoſe moſt wiſe com- 
mand, | 

Helpleſs, forlorn, uncertain here T ſtand; _ 
Take this faint glimm'ring of thyſelf away, 
Or break into my ſoul with perfect day !' 
This ſaid, expanded lay the ſacred text, 
The balm, thie light, the guide of ſouls perples'd. 
Thus the benighted traveller that ſtrays 
Through doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays: 
The nightly miſt, and thick deſcending dew, 
Parting, unfold the fields and vaulted blue. 
0 Truth divine! enlighten'd by thy ray, 
112 Q 

grope and gueſs no more, but ſee my way; 
* Thou clcar'd& the ſecret of my high deſcent, 
* Andtold'ſt me what thoſe myſtic tokens meant 
Marks of my birth, which I had worn in vain, 
Too hard for worldly ſages to explain. 
* Zeno's were vain, vain Epicurus' ſchemes, 
_ * Theirſyſtems falſe, deluſive were their dreams; 
* Unſkill'd my twofold nature to divide, 
One nurs'd mypleaſure, and one nurs'd mypride; 
* Thoſe jarring truths which huinan art beguile, 
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AND MORAE. 


| Some fly thee, ſome torment, and ſome 


| $ 
H 


Virtuous and wiſe he was, 
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Offspring of God, no leſs thy pedigree, be, 1 
What thou once wert, art now, and ſtill muy þ 
Thy God alone can tell, alone decree ; 

Faultleſs thou dropp'dſt from his unerring ſkill, 
With the bare pow'r to fan, ſince free of will: 
Yet charge not with thy guilt his bounteous love 
For who has pow'r to walk has pow'r to rove: 
Who acts by force impelb'd can nought deſerve; 
And wildom ſhort of infinite may ſwerve. 
Borne on thy new- imp'd wings, thou took'ſt t 
Left thy Creator, and the realms of light; ¶ flight, 
Diſdain'd his gentle precept to fulfil, | 
And thought to grow a god by doing ill: | 
Though by foul guilt thy heav'nly * defac'd, 
In nature chang'd, from happy manſions chas'd, 
Thou ſtill retain'ſt ſome ſparks of heavenly fire, 
Too faint to mount, yet reſtleſs to aſpire 

Angel enough to ſeek thy bliſs again, 


| And brute enough ta make thy tearch in vain. 


The creatures now withdraw their kindly uſe, 

| educe 3 
Repaſt 11]-ſuited to ſuch diff rent gueſts, 
For what thy ſenſe deſires, thy ſoul diſtaſtes; 
Thy luſt, thy curioſity, thy pride, | 
Curb'd, or deſerv'd, or baulk'd, or gratified, 
Rage on, and make thee equally unbleſs'd [ ſeſs'd. 
In what thou want'ſt, and what thou haſt poſ- 
In vain thou hop'ſt for bliſs on this poor clod; 
Return and ſeek thy Father and thy Gd; 
Yet think not to regain thy native ſky, 

Borne on the wings of vain philoſophy ! 
Myſterious paſſage ! hid from human eyes; 
Soaring you I] fink, and ſinking you will riſe : 
Let humble thoughts thy wary footſteps guide; 
Repair by meckneſs what you loſt by pride. 


264. Leſſons of Wiſdom. ARMSTRONG. 
OW to live happieſt ; how avoid the pains, 

The diſappointments, and diſguſts of thoſe 
Who would in pleaſure all their hours employ z 
The precepts here of a divine old man | 
| could recite, Tho? old, he till retain'd 
His manly ſenſe, and energy of mind. 

2 not ſevere; 

He fti!] remember'd that he once was young; 


| His eaſy preſence check'd no decent joy. 


Him even the diſſolute admir'd; for he 
A graceful Jooſeneſs when he pleas'd put on, 
And laughing could inſtrutt. Much had he read, 
Much more had ſeen; he ſtudied from the life, 
And in th' original perus'd mankind. 

Vers'd in the woes and vanities of life, 
He pitied man; and much he piticd thole , 
Whom falſely- ſmiling fate has curs'd with means 
To ditlipate their days in queſt of joy. 
Our aim is happineſs : 'tis yours, 'tis mine, 
He ſaid, *tis the purſuit of all that live; 
Yet few attain it, if 'twas e'er attain'd. 
But they the wideſt wander from the mark, 
Who thro' the flow'ry paths of ſaun'tring oy 
Seek this coy goddeſs ; that from ſtage to {tage 
Invites us ſtill, but ſhifts as we purſue. 
For, not to name the pains that pleaſure brings 
To counterpoiſe itſelf, relentleſs Fate | 


{ Thy ſaered page thus bids me reconcils,' 


| 


Farb d. 


ELEGANT 


Forbids that we thro' gay voluptuous wilds 
Should ever roam : and were the Fatcs more kind, 
Our narrowaduxuries would ſoon be ſtale. 
Were theſe exhauſtleſs, Nature would grow ſick, 
And, cloy d with pleaſure, ſqueamithly complain 
That all was vanity, and life a dream. 
Let nature reſt: be buſy for yourſelf, 
And for your friend; be buſy even in vain, 
Rather than teaze her ſated appetites. 
Who never faſts, no banquet c er enjoys; 
Who never toils or watches, never ſleeps. 
Let nature reſt : and when the tatte of joy 
Grows keen, indulge; but ſhun faticty. 

Tis not for mortals always to be bleſt. 
But him the leaſt the dull or painful hours 
Of life oppreſs, whom ſober Serfe conducts, 
And Vurtuc, thro' this labyrinth we tread, 
Virtue and Senſe 1 mean not to disjoin; 
Virtue and Senſe are one: and, truſt me, he 
Who has not virtue, is not truly wiſe. 
Virtue (for mere Good- nature is a il) 
Js ſenſe and ſpirit, with humanity : 
Tis ſometimes angry, and its frown confounds 
Tis even vindictive, but in vengeance juſt. 
Knaves fain would laugh at it; ſome great ones 
But at his heart the moſt undaunted fon | dare; 
Of fortune dreads its name and awful charms. 
To nobleft uſes this determines wealth: 
"This is the folid pomp of protperous days, 

he peace and ſhelter of adverſity. 
And if you pant for glorv, build your fame 
On this foundation, which the icecret ſhock 
Defies of Envy and all ſapping Time. 
The gaudy gloſs of Fortune only ſtrikes 
Lhe valgar eye: the ſuffrage of the wile, 
The praile that's worth ambition, is attain'd 
By ſenſe alone, and digntey of mind. 

Virtue, the ſtrength and beauty of the ſoul, 
Is the butt gift of Heaven: a happineſs 
That even above the ſmiles and frowns of fate 
Exalts great Nature's favourites: a Wealth 
That neer encumbers, nor to baſer hands 
Can ve transferr'd: it is the only good 
Man juftly boaſts of, or can call his oven. 
Riches are oft by gullt and baſeneſs carn'd; 
Oc dcalt by chance to ſnield a lucky knare, 
Or throw a crucl ſunſliine on a foot. 
But for one end, one much-neviccted uſe, 
Are riches worth vour care (for Nature's wants 
Arc few, and without opulence ſupplied) — | 
This noble end is, to produce the Soul, 
To ſhove the virtues in their faireſt light; 
To make Humanity the miniſter 
Ot bounteous Providence; and teach the breat 
That generous luxury the Gods enjoy. 
Thus, in his graver vein, the friendly Sage 
Sometimes declaim d. Of right and wrong be 
Truths as refin'd as ever Athens heard; | tzught 
Aund({rangetotell! Jhepractis'd what he preach'd. 
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& 2653. The Pain ariſing from virtuous Emations 
attended with Ulf e. AKXENSIDE. 


DEH OUD the ways : 


EXTRACTS, 


| For ever juſt, benevolent and wiſe : 
That Virtue's awful ſteps, howe'er purſues 
| By vexing Fortune and intruſive Pain, 
Should never be divided from her chaſte, 

Her fair attepdant, Pleaſure. Need I urge 
thy tardy thought through all the various ton 
Of this exiſtence, that thy ſoft'ning ſoul 

Ar length may learn what energy the hand 
Of Virtue mingles in the bitter tide 

r paſſion ſwelling with diſtreſs and pain, 

To mitigate the ſharp witit gracious drops 

Of cordial Pleaſure? Aſk the faithful vouch, 
Why the cold urn of her whom long lie loy's 
So often fills his arms; ſo often draws 

His lonely footſteps at the filent hour, 

Lo pay the mournful tribute ct his tears? 

O he will tell thee, that the wealth of world; 
Should ne'er ſeduce his boſom to forego 
That ſacred. hour, when, ſtealing from the volte 
Of care and envy, ſweet remembrance ſooths 
With virtue's kindcft looks his aching bref, 
And turns his tcars to rapture.—AkK the crowd 
Which flies impatient from the village-walk 
to climb the neighb*ring cliffs, when far beloy 
The cruel winds have hurl'd upon the conſt 
Some hapleſs bark; while ſacred pity nicits 

ae gen ral cye, or terror's icy hand 

Smitcs their diſtorted limbs and horrent hair; 
While every mother cloſer to her breaſt 
Catches her child, and pointing where the wire 
Foam thro' the ſhatter'd veflel, thricks aloud, 
As one pcor wretch, that ſpreads his pitcous arms 
For ſuccour, ſwallow'd by the roaring furyge, 
As now another, daſh'd againſt the rock 
| Drops lifcleſs down, O deemeſt thou incced 
No kind endearment here by nature giv'n 
To mutual terror and compaſſion's tcars ? 
No ſweetly-melting ſoftneſs which attracts, 
Oer all that edge of pain, the ſocial pow'rs 
To tins their proper action and their end: — 
Aſk thy on heart; when at the midnight hot, 
Slow thro' that ſtudious gloom thy pauſing eye 
Led by the glin:m'ring taper moves around 
The ſacred volumes of the dead, the longs 

Of Grecian bards, and records writ by fame 
For Grecian heroes, where the prejent powr 
Of heaven and carth ſurveys th immortal page, 
E'en as a father blethng, while he reads 
The praiſes of his fon ; if then thy foul, 
Spurning the yoke of theſe jnglorivas days, 
Mig in their deeds and kindle with their fame: 
Sv, when the proſpect blackens on thy view; 
When routed from the baſe, heroic ſtates 
Mourn in the duſt and tremble at the frown 
Of curſt ambition hen the pious band 
Of youths that fought for freedom and their ures 
ic fide by fide in gore zu hen ruffan- pride 
Uſurps the throne. of juſtice, turns the pomp 
Of public power, the majeſty of rule, 
The ſword, the laurel, and the purple robe, 
To ilaviſh empty pagcants, to adorn 
A tyrant's walk, and glitter in the eyes 
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Of Reaven's eternal deſtiny to man, | 


Of patriots and of chiefs, the awful butt 


And 


RET EP e 


Of ſuch as bow the kneez—when honour d urns 
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| i h, to glut the coward race The cavern's depth, or echoing grove, 
8 No public way A voice is heard of praite, and love. 


With hallow'd ruins !—when the muſe's haunt, | As o'er thy 1 — Ar _ 3 
The marble porch where wiſdom, wont to talk | And ſooth, wit E ange of bliſs, t 9 
With Socrates or Tully, hears no more, | Oh never may t eir * ing train 

gare the hoarſe jargon of contentious monks, | Paſs o'er the _ cene in vain ! 

Or female ſuperſtition's midnight pray r;— | But oft, as = the c ah 3 2 . 
When ruthleſs rapine from the hand of Time Attune the wond ring ou to praiſe 3 
Tears the deſtroying foythe, with ſurer blow And be the joys that moſt we prize 


To ſweep the works of glory from their baſe; The joys that from thy favour rile ! 

Till defolation o'er the S _— | 

ö his raven-wings the Wa 

Expands his raven-wings, and up tt . ; 

Where ſenates cence the pride of monarchs doom d, 8 267. A Par apbraſe 071 . 0%; Foy 
* . * 1 4 1 N Fe 

Hifes the gliding ſnake thro' hoary weeds 

Thatclaſpthe mould'ring column thus defac'd. | Can a woman forget her ſucking child, that the Mould not have com- 


. . 4 pafſivn on the ſon of her womb ? Yea, they may forget; yet will T 
Thus widely mournfui when the proſpect thrills | not torget thee, 


— 


Thy beating boſom, when the patriot's tear EK AVEN ſpeaks! Oh Nature, liſten and rejoice! 
Starts from thine eye, and thy extended arm +2 Oh ſpread from pole to pole this gracious voice! 
In fancy hurls the thunderbolt of Jove | © Say every breaft of human frame, that proves 

To fire the impious wreath on Philip's brow, The boundleſs force with which a parent loves; 
Or daſh Octavius from the trophicd car; — | © Say, can a mother from her yearning heart 


$ay, does thy fecret foul repine to taſte Bid the ſoft image of her child depart ? 
The big diſfrets? Or would thou then excharge | « She 1 whom ſtrong inſtinct arms with ſtrength 


Thoſe heart-ennobling ſorrows, for the lot | „ to bear 

Of him who fits amid the gaudy herd „All forms of ill, to ſhield that deareſt care; 

Of mute barbarians bending to his nod, | ©© She! who withanguith ftung, with madneſswild, 
And bears aloft his gold-inveſted front, | + Will ruſh on death to ſave her threaten'd child; 


And fays within himſelf, “ I am a king, [woe | « All felfith feelings baniſh'd from her breaſt, 
% And, wherefore ſhowd the clam rous voice of | « Her life one aim to make another's bleſt. 


. x 3.3 \ 1 ? : a 1 - 
« Intrade upon mine ear?” The baleful dregs } « When her vex'd infant to her boſom clings, 


Of theſe late ages, this inglorious draught | en round her neck his eager arms he flings; 
Of ſervitude and folly, have nor yet, | + Breaches to her liſt'ning ſoul his melting ſigh, 
Bleſt be th' Eternal Ruler of the world! « And lifts ſuffus'd with tears his aſking eye! 
Nefil'd to ſuch a depth of ſordid ſhame « Will the for all ambition can attain, 

The native honours of the human foul, The charms of pleaſure, or the lures of gain, 
Nor fo effac'd the image of its fire. « Betray ſtrong Nature's feelings; will the prove 


4 


| Cold to the claims of duty, and of love? a 
0b. A Parapbraſe on Fjalm Ixxiv. 16, 17. | But ſhould the mother from her yearning heart 
Miſs WILL1aMs. | © Bid the ſoft image of her child depart ; | b 
The day i thine, the night alſo is thine; thou haſt prepared the licht. When the vex'd infant tO her boſom clings, | | 
Thou haft ſet ail the borders of the earth; thoughaſt made ſummer © When TONY nd her neck his cager arms he flingsz.. 
aut winter. | „Should the unpitying hear his melting figh, 
| MY God ! all nature owns thy ſway, And view unmoy'd the tear that fills his eye; - 
Thou giv'ſt the night, and thou the day! „ Should ſhe for all ambition can attain, 


When all thy lov d creation wakes, Phe charms cf pleaſure, or the lures of gain, 
When morning, rich in luſtre, breaks, © Betray ſtrong Nature's feelings ſhould the 
And bathes in dew the op'ning flower, Oe prove | | 
To thee we owe her fragrant -hour ; Cold to the claims of duty, and of love! 
And when the pours her choral long, Let never will the God, whoſe word gave birth 
Her melodies to thee belong! | {© To yon illumin'd orbs, and this fair earth; 
Or when, in paler tints array'd, © Whothro'the bourdlets depths of trackleſs ſpace 
] un evening ſlowly ſpreads her ſhade ; © Badenew-wak'dbeautyſpread each perfect graceʒ 
That ething ſhade, that grateful gloom, [ Yet when he form'ꝗ the vaſt ſtupendous whole, 
Can more than day s enliv ning bloom _ Shed his beſt bounties on the human foul ; 
Sl every fond and vain deſire, ** Which reaſon's light iilumes, which friendſhip 
Ard calmer, purer thoughts inſpire; 1 „ warms, | 
þ om carth the penſive ſpirit free, © Which pity ſoftens, and which virtue charms; 
Aud lead the foſten'd heart to Thee. Which fecls the pure affections gen rous glow, 
In every ſcene thy hands have dreſt, J shares others joy, and bleeds for others woe 

In every form by thee impreſt, © Oh never will the gen'ral Father prove | 
Upon the mountain's awful head, «© Of man forgetful, man the child of love!” 

Or where the ſhelt'ring woods are ſpread 3 When all thoſe planets in their ample ſpheres 


den note. that ſwells the gale, I Have wing'd their courſe, aud roll'd their deſtin'd 
Or wucful fiream that cheers the vale, ycars; | TTY 
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When the vaſt ſun ſhall veil his golden light 
Deep in the gloom of everlaſting night; 

When wild, deſtructive flames ſhall wrap the ſkies, 
When Chaos triumphs, and when Nature dies; 
Man ſhall alone the wreck of worlds ſurvive, 
Midſt falling ſpheres, immortal man ſhall live! 
'The voice which bade the laſt dread thunders roll, 
Shall whiſper to the good, and cheer their foul. 

+ God ſhall himſelf his favour'd creature guide 
Where living waters pour their bliſsful tide, 
Where the enlarg'd, exulting, wond'ring mind 
Shall ſoar, from weakneſs and from guilt refin'd; 


Where perfect knowledge, bright with cloudleſs 


rays, | 
Shall gild cternity's unmeaſur'd days; 
Where friendſhip, unembitter'd by diſtruſt, 
Shall in immortal bands unite the juſt ; 
Devotion rais'd to rapture breathe her train, 
And love in his eternal triumph reign ! 


Matt. vii. 12. 
Miſs WILLIAMS, | 


Whatſoever ye would that men ſhould 40 to you, do ye even fo 
to them, 


$ 268. 4 Paraphraſe on 


DRECEPT divine ! to earth in mercy given, 
O ſacred rule of action, worthy heaven! 
Whoſe pitying love ordain'd the bleſs'd command 

To bind our nature in a firmer band; 
Enforce each human fuſt 'rer's ſtrong appeal, 
And teach the ſelfiſh breat what others feel; 
Wert thou the guide of life, mankind might know 
A ſoft exemption from the worſt of woe; 
No more the powerful would the weak oppreſs, 
But tvrants learn the luxury to bleſs; | 
No more would ſlav'ry bind a hopeleſs train 
Of human victims, in her galling chain; 
Mercy the hard, the cruel heart would move 
To ſoften mis'ry by the deeds of love; 
And av'rice from his hoarded treaſures give 
Unaſk d, the liberal boon, that want might live! 
The impious tongue of fal ſchood then would ceaſe 
Jo blait, with dark ſuggeſtions, virtue's pcace; 
No more would ſpleen or paſſion bauiſh reſt, 
And plant a parg in fond affection's breaſt; 
By one harſh word, one alter d look, deſtroy 
Her peace, and wither every op'ning joy ; | 
Scarce can her tongue the captious wrong explain, 
The flight offence which gives fo deep a pain! 
'Th' affected eaſe that ſhghts her ftarting tear, 
The words whoſe coldneſs kills from lips fo dear; 
The hand ſhe loves, alone can point the dart, 
Whoſe hidden ſting could wound no other heart 
Theſe, of all pains the ſharpeſt we endure, 
The breaſt which now inflicts, would ſpring to 
| cure.— _ iy, 
No more deferted genius then would fl 
To breathe in ſolitude his hopeleſs ſigh; 
No more would Fortune's partial ſmile debaſe 
The ſpirit, rich in intellectual grace; 
Who views unmov'd from ſcenes where 
bloom, j 
The flame of genius ſunk in mis'ry's gloom ; 
The ſoul heav'n form'd to ſoar, by want depreſt, 
Nor hecds the wrongs that pierce a kindred breaſt. 


pleaſures 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


8 


Book 1, 


Thou righteous Law ! whoſe clear and uſeful j; 
Sheds on the mind a ray divinely bright; 
Condenſing in one rule whate'er the ſage 
Has proudly taught, in many a labour'd 
Bid every heart thy hallow'd voice revere, 
To juſtice ſacred, and to nature dear 


page; 


8 269. A Paraphraſe on the latter Part of il, 
Sixth Chapter of St. Matthew. Tuouson. 


WIEN my breaſt labours with oppreſlivecare, 
And o'er my cheek deſcends the falling ter: 

While all my warring paſſions are at ſtrife, f 

O, let me liſten to the words of life ! 

| r decp- felt his doctrine did impart, 

And thus he rais'd from earth the drooping hear, 
Think not, when all vour ſcanty ſtores afford 
Is ſpread at once upon the ſparing board; 
Think nat, when worn the homely robe appcate, 
While on the roof the howling tempeſt bears, 
What farther ſhall this feeble life ſuſtain, 
And what ſhall clothe theſe ſhiv'ring limbs again, 
Say, docs not life its nouriſhment exceed ? | 
And the fair body its inveſting weed ? 

Behold ! and look away your low deſpair-- 

Sce the light tenants of the barren air : 

To them nor ſtores nor granaries belong; 

Nought but the woodland and the pleaſing ſong; 

Vet, your kind heav'nly Father bends his eye 

On the leaſt wing that flits along the ſky. 

To him they fing, when ſpring renews the 

| plain; 

To him they cry, in winter's pinching reign, 

Nor is their muſic nor their plaint in vain: » 

He hears the gay and the diftreſsful call, 

And with unſparing bounty fills them all. 
Obſerve the riſing lily's ſnowy grace, 

Obſerve the various vegetable race; 

They neither toil nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, 

Yet fee how warm they bluſh ! how bright they 

glow ! 


| What regal veſtments can with them compare! 


What king fo ſhining ! or what queen ſo fair ! 
If, ceafelefs, thus the fowls of heav'n he feeds, 
If o'er the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpreads, 


{ Will he not care for you, ye faithleſs, ſay? 


Is he unwiſe? or, are ye leſs than they ? 


70. Reflections on a Future State, from & 
Review of Winter. "THOMSON. | 
P15 done! dread Winter ſpreads his late, 
glooms, | 
And reigns tremendous o'er the conquer d year. 
How dead the vegetable Kingdom lies! 


PY 


} How dumb the tuneful ! Horror wide extends 


His defolate domain. Behold, fond man ! 

See here thy pictur'd life: paſs ſome few years, 
Thy flow'rmg Spring, thy Summer's ardent 
Thy ſober Autumn fading into age, ſtrength, 
And pale concluding Winter comes at laſt, | 
And ſhuts the ſcene, Ah! whither now are fled 
Thoſe dreams of greatneſs? thoſe unſolid hop-5 
Of happineſs ? thole longings after fame? 


| 


Thoſe reſtieſs cares? thoſe buſy buſtling days * 
. Thoſe 


Rook I. 

Thoſe gay · ſpent, feſtive nights? thoſe vecring 
nga. 

een 

pl gies Knit d Virtue ſole ſurvives, 

Iminortal never-failing friend-of man, 

His guide to happineſs on high. And ſee ! 

'Tis come, the glorious morn ! the ſecond birth 

Of heaven and earth! awak ning nature hears 

The new-creating word, and ſtarts to life, 

In ex ry heighten d form, from pain and death 

For ever free. The great eternal ſcheme, 

Involving all, and in a perfect whole 

Uniting as the proſpeEt wider ſpreads, . 

To reaſon's eye refin'd clears up apace, 

Ye vainly wite ! ye blind preſumptuous ! now, 

Confounded in the duſt, adore that Pow'r 

And Wiſdom oft arraign'd ; fee now the cauſe 

Why unaſſuming worth in ſecret liv'd, 

And died neglected: why the good man's ſhare 

In life was gall and bitterneſs of ſoul: 

| Why the lone widow and her orphans pin'd 

In farving ſolitude ; while luxury, 

In palaces, lay ſtraining her low thought, 

To form unreal wants : why heaven-born truth, 

And moderation fair, wore the red marks 

Of ſuperſtition's ſcourge : why licens'd pain, 

That cruel ſpoiler, that emboſom'd foc, 

Embitter'd all our bliſs. Ye good diftreſs'd ! 

Ye noble few ! who here unbending ftand 

Beneath life's preſſure, yet bear up awhile, | 

And what your bounded view, which only ſaw 

A little part, deem'd evil, is no more: 

The forms of Wintry Time will quickly paſs, 

And one unbounded Spring encircle all. 


6 271. A Prayer in the Proſpect of Death, Bu xs. 
0 THOU unknown Almighty Cauſe 
Ot all my hope and tear ! 

In whote dread Preſence, ere an hour, 
Perhaps J maſt appear! 

If I have wander'd in thoſe paths 
Of life J ought to ſhun, 

A; Something loudly in my breaſt 
Remonitrates I have done vn 

Thou know'ft that Thou haft formed me 
With patſions wild and ſtrong ; 

And lit ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me Wrong. 

Where human weakneſs has 
Or frailty ſtept aſide, 

Do Thou, All-Good ! for ſuch Thou art, 
In ſhades of darkneſs hide. | 

Where with intention I have err'd, 
* other plea I have, = 
ou art good; and goodneſs ſtill 

clivhteth to forgive. | 


— 


come ſhort, 
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* to raiſe our rev'rence and delight, 
V elcvate the mind, and pleaſe the fight, 


of Chrift, as it is repre- 
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To pour in virtue at th” attentive eye, 
And waft the ſoul on wings of ecſtaſy; 
For this the painter's art with nature vies, 
And bids the viſionary ſaint ariſe: 

Who views the ſacred forms in thought aſpires, 
Catches pure zeal, and as he gazes, fires; 

Feels the ſame ardour to his breaſt convey'd 

Is what he ſees, and emulates the ſhade. 

Thy ſtrokes, great Artiſt, fo ſublime appear, 
They check our pleaſure with an awful fear; 
While thro' the mortal line the God you trace, 
Author himſelf and Heir of Jeſſe's race, 

In raptures we admire thy bold deſign, 

And, as the ſubject, own the hand divine. 

While thro' thy work the riſing day ſhall ſtream, 

Solong ſhall laſt thine honour, Neal, and name. 

And may thy labours to the Muſe impart 

Some emanation from her ſiſter art, 

To animate the verſe, and bid it ſhine 

In colours eaſy, bright, and ſtrong as thine! 

Supine on earth an awful figure lies, 

While ſofteſt ſlumbers ſeem to ſeal his eyes; 

The hoary fire Heaven's guardian care demands, 

And at his feet the watchful angel ſtands, 

The form auguſt and large, the mien divine, 

Betray the founder of Meſſiah's line“. 

Lo ! from his loins the promis'd ſtem aſcend, 

And high to Heaven its ſacred boughs extend: 

Each limb productive of ſome hero ſprings, 

And blooms luxuriant with a race of kings. 

Th' eternal plant wide ſpreads its arms around, 

And with the mighty branch the myſtic top is 

crown'd. | 2 

And lo! the glories of th' illuſtrious line 


At their firſt dawu with ripen'd ſplendours ſhine, 


In David all expreſs'd ; the good, the great, 
The king, the hero, and the man complete. 
Serene he fits, and iweeps the golden lyre, 

And blends the prophet's with the poer's fire. 
See! with what art he ſtrikes the vocal ſtrings, 
The God, his theme, inſpiring what he ſings ! | 
Hark—or our ears delude us—from his tongue 
Sweet flows, or ſæems to flow, ſome heavenly tong, 
Oh could thine art arreſt the fleeting found, 
And paint the voice in magic numbers bound; 


[Could the warm ſun, as erſt when Memnon 


; play'd, 
Wake with his riſing beam the vocal ſhade; 
Then might he draw th' attentive angels down, 


| Bendivg to hear the lay, ſo ſweet, fo like their 


Own. 


| On either fide the monarch's offspring ſhine, 


And ſome adorn, and ſome ditgrace their line. 
Here Ammon glories ; proud inceſtuous lord! 
This hand ſuſtains the robe, and that the ſword, 
Frowning and fierce, with haughty ſtrides hg. 
tow'rs, | | 2 


And on his horrid brow defiance low'rs. 
There Abſalom the raviſh'd ſceptre ſways, 


And his ſtolen honour all his ſhame dilplays ; 
The baſe uſurper Youth ! who joins in one 


| The rebel ſubje& and th' ungratefal fon. 


Fervent h ſeems to 


[ 


Amid the royal race, ſee Nathan ſtand : 

ſpeak, and lift his hand; 

8 fjaſſe. : 
M | His 
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Nor is Heaven chang d, apoſtate prince, but 
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His looks th” emotion of his ſoul diſcloſe, | 
And cloquence from ev'ry geſture flows. a 
Such, and fo ſtern he came, ordain'd to bring 
Th' ungrateful mandate to the guilty King: 
When, at his dreadful voice, a ſudden ſmart 
Shot thro' the trembling monarch's conſcious heart, 
From his own lips condemn'd; ſevere decree ! 
Had his God prov'd fo ſtern a Judge as He. 

But man with frailty is allied by birth; 
Conſummate purity ne'cr dwelt on earth: 

Thro' all the foul tho' virtue holds the rein, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS; 


So, from the throne his influence he ſheds, 


Beats at the heart, and ſprings in ev'ry vein, 
Yet ever from the clcareſt ſource have ran 
Some groſs alloy, ſome tincture of the man. 

But who is he, deep-muſing? in his mind, 

He ſeems to weigh in reaſon's ſcales mankind ; 
Fix'd contemplation holds his ſteady eyes 

I know the ſage *, the wiſcſt of the wiſe. 

Bleſt with all man could wiſh, or prince obtain, 
Yet his great heart pronounc'dthoſe bleſſings vain. 
And lo! bright glittering in his ſacred hands, 
In miniature the glorious temple ſtands, 

fulgent frame! ſtupendous to behold ! 
Gold the ſtrong valves, the roof of burnith'd gold. 
The wand'ring ark, in that bright dome enſhriu'd, 
Spreads the ſtrong light, eternal, unconfin d! 
Above th” unutterable glory plays, | 
Preſence divine! and the full-ttreaming rays | 
Pour thro” reluctant clouds intolerable blaze. 

But ſtern oppreſſion rends Reboam's reign ; 
Sce the gay prince, injurious, proud, and vain! 
Th' imperial ſceptre totters in his hand, | 
And proud rebellion triumphs in the land. 
| 2 — with corruption's ever-fruitful ſpring, 

beardleſs Senate and a haughty King. 

There Aia, good and grcat, the ſceptre bears, 
Juſtice artends his peace, ſucceſs his wars: 
While virtue was his ſword and Heavenhis ſhield, 
Without controul the warrior ſwept the field ; 
Loaded with ſpoils, triumphant he return'd, 
And half her ſwarthy ſons fad Ethiopia mourn'd. 
But fince thy flagging piety decay d, 

And barter'd God's defence for human aid; 
See their fair laurels wither on thy brow, 
Nor herbs nor healthful arts avail thee now, 


thou. 
No mean atonement docs this lapſe require 
But ſee the Son, you muſt forgive the Sire: 


He 4, the juſt prince—with ev ry virtue bleſs'd 


He reign'd, and goodneſs all the man poſſcſe'd; 
Around his throne fair happineſs and peace 
Smooth'd ev'Ty brow, and ſmil'd in ev'ry face. 
As when along the burning waſte he ſtray'd, 
Where no pure ſtreams in bubbling mazes play's, 
Where drought incumbent on the thirſty ground 
Long ſince had bieath'd hei ſcorching blaſts around, | 
The 5 prophet calls, th' obedient floods repair 

To the parch'd fields, for Joſaphat was there. | 


_ The new-ſpring waves, in many a gurgling vein, 


Trickle luxurious through the ſucking plain; | 


Solomon. 
7. 


JO — 


Till the gorg'd fword was drunk with human gte. 


| 


] 


| 


The fiery ſword full-blazing in his hand, 


Thy ſceptre reſcued, and th Aflyrian flain? 


+ Joſaphat, f Elima. 6 Jothim, | Horekiah, —## Sennacherib. 


- Boon 1 


Freſh honours the reviving fields adorn, 
And o'er the deſert plenty pours her horn, 


And bids the virtues raiſe their languid heady 
Wherc'er he goes, attending Truth preyails 
Oppreſſion flics, and Juſtice lifts her ſcales, 
Sec, on his arm the royal eagle ſtand, . 
Great type of conqueſt and ſupreme command] 
Th' exulting bird diſtinguiſh'd triumph brin 
And greets the Monarch with expanded wins, 
Fierce Moab's ſons prevent th' impending bloy 
Ruſh ou themſelves, aud fall without the "vg, 
The pious hero vanquiſh'd Heaven by pray', 
His faith an army, and his vows a war, 
Thee too, Ozias, fates indulgent bleſs'd, 
And thy days ſhone in faireſt actions dreſg'd, 
Till that rath hand, by ſome blind frenzy lway'd 
Unclean, the ſacred office durſt invade. 
Quick o'er thy limbs the ſcurfy venom ran, 
And hoary filth beſpriukled all the man. 
Trauſmiſſive worth adorns the pious 9 Son, 
The father's virtues with the father's throne. 
Lo! there he ſtands: he who the rage ſubducd 
Of Ammon's ſons, and drench'd his {word in blood, 
And doſt thou, Ahaz, Judah's ſcourge, diſyrace 
With thy baſe front the glories of thy race? 
See the vile King his iron ſceptre bear 
His only praiſe attends the pious || Heir; 
He, in whoſe foul the virtues all conſpire, 
The beft good fon from the worſt wicked ſir, 
And lo! in Hezekiah's golden reign, 
Long cxil'd picty returns again; 
Again in genuine purity ſhe ſhines, [ ſhrines 
And with her picſence gilds the long-neglected 
III-ſtarr'd does proud Aflyria's impious * Lord 
Bid Heaven to arms, and vaunt his dreadful ſword; 
His own vain threats th' inſulting King o e:taros, 
But breathe new courage on the gen rous fo, 
TH' avenging Angel, by divine command, 


Leantdown fromHeaven:amidthe ſtorm he rode 
March'd Peſtilence before him; as he trod, 
Pale Deſolation bath'd his ſteps in blood. 
Thick wrapt in night thro the proud hoſt he pals, 
iſpenfing death, and drove the furious blaſt; 
Nor bade deſtruction give her revels o'er 


But what avails thce, pious prince, in yan 


Even now the ſoul maintains her lateſt trite, 
And death's chill graſp congeals the fount of li: 
Yet ſec, kind Heaven renews thy brittle threw, 
And rolls full fifteen ſummers o'er thy head, 
Lo! the receding ſun repeats his way, 
And, like thy life, prolongs the falling day. 
Tho' nature her inverted courſe forego, 
The day forget to reſt, the time to flow, 
Yet Mall Jehovah's ſorvants ſtand ſecure, 
His mercy fix'd, eternal ſhall endure; | 
On them her ever-healing rays ſhall thine; | 
More mild and bright, and ſure, O fun! than tit, 


* 
» 


Book I. 


At length the 
The laſi 


at good Joſiah's name. 

Bleſt, happy Prince o'er whoſe lamented urn, 

In plaintive ſong, all Judah's daughters mourn 

rot whem fad Sion's ſofteſt forrow flows, 

And Jeremiah pours his ſweet melodious woes. 
But now fallen Sion, once the fair and great, 

dis deep in duſt, abandon d, deſolate; 

pleeds her ſad heart, and ever ſtream her eyes, 

And angviſh tears her with convulſive ſighs. 

he mournful captive ſpreads her hands in vain, | 

Her hands, that rankle with the ſervile chain; 

Tillhet, great Chief! in Heaven's appointed time, 

Leads back her children to their native clime. 

Fair liberty revives with all her joys, 

And bids her envied walls ſecurely riſe, 

And thou, great hallow'd dome, in ruin ſpread, 

Again ſhalt lift fublime thy ſacred head. 

But, ah! with weeping eyes, the ancients view 

A faint reſemblance of the old in you. 

No more th' effulgent glory of thy God 

F Speaks awful anſwers from the myſtic cloud; 

No more thine altars blaze with fire divine ; 

And Heaven has left thy ſolitary ſhrine. | 

Yet, in thy courts, hereafter ſhalt thou ſee 

Preſence immediate of the Deity, [ Thee. | 


The light himſelf reveal'd;the God confeſs d in 
ad] 


gent to its baſe, | 


And now at length the fated term of years 
The world's defire have brought, and lo! the G 
appears. 2 
The Heavenly Babe the Virgin Mother bears, 
And her fond looks confeſs the parent's cares; 
The pleaſing burden on her breaſt ſhe lays, 
Hangs o er his charms, and with a ſmile ſurveys: ; 
The infant ſmiles, to her fond boſom preſs'd, 
And wantons, ſportive, on the mother's breaſt. 
A radiant glory ſpeaks him all Divine, 
And in the Child the beams of Godhead ſhine. 
But now, alas ! far other views diſcloſe 
The blackeſt cornprehenfive ſcene of woes, 
Yee where man's voluntary ſacrifice 3 
Bows his meck head, and God eternal dies! 
lid to the Croſs his healing arms are bound, 
While copious Mercy ſtreams from ev'ry wound. 
Mark the blood-drops that life exhauſting roll, 
And the ſtrong pang that rends the ſtubborn ſoul, 
As all death's tortures, with ſevere delay, 
Exult and riot in the nobleſt prey |! 
And cauſt thou, ſtupid man, thoſe ſorrows ſee, 
Nor ſhare the anguiſh which He bears for thee ? 
Thy fin, for which his ſacred fleſh is torn, 
mts eyTy nail, and ſharpens ev'ry thorn. 
Canſt thou ?--while nature ſmarts in ev'ry wound, 
And each pang cleaves the f ympathetic ground! 
Lo! the black ſun, his chariot backward driven, 
lots out the day, and periſhes from Heaven: 
arth, trembling from her entrails, bears a part; 
nd the rent rock upbraids man's ſtubborn heart. 
. The yawnin grave reveals his gloomy reign, 


| 
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long- expected Prince behold, 
good King; in ancient days foretold, 
When Bethel's altar {poke his future fame, 


{ As the laſt 


| 
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os 
And thou, O tomb, once more ſhalt wide diſplay 
Thy ſatiste jaws, and give vp all thy prey. 

Thou, groaning earth, ſhalt heave, abſorpt inflame, 
angs convulſe thy lab'ring frame; 

When the | va. God unſhrouded thou ſhalt ſee, 

Wrapt in full blaze of pow'r and majeſty, 

Ride on the clouds ;. whilſt, as his chariot flies, 

The bright effuſion ſtreams thro! all the ſkies. 

Then ſhall the proud diſſolving mountains glow, 


| And yielding rocks in fiery rivers flow: 


The molten deluge round the globe ſhall roar, 
And all man's arts and labour be no more. 
Then ſhall the ſplendours of th' enliven'd glaſs 
Sink undiſtinguiſh'd in the burning maſs. 

And, oh! till earth, and ſeas, and heaven decay, 
Ne'er may that fair creation fade away; | 
May winds and ſtorms thoſe beauteous colours ſpare 
Still may they bloom, as permanent as fair; 

All the vain rage of waſting time repel, 


* 


And his tribunal ſce, whoſe Croſs they paint 


ſo well. 


5 273. On the Death of Frederic Prince of Wales. 
Written at Paris, by DAviDLokpD ViscouNT 
STORMONT, of Chrift Church, Oxon. 


LIT I whilom deem'd my artleſs zeal 
44 Should woo the Britiſh Muſe in foreign land 
To ſtrains of bitter argument, and teach | 
The mimic Nymph that haunts the winding verge 
And 00zy current of Pariſian Seine, | 
To ſyllable new ſounds in accents ſtrange. 

But ſad occaſion calls : who now forbears 


The laſt kind office? who but conſecrates 


His off” ring at the ſhrine of fair Renown. 

To gracious Frederic rais'd ; tho' but compos'd 

Of the waſte flow'rets, whoſe neglected hues 

Chequer the lonely hedge, or mountain ſlope 
Where are thoſe hopes, where fled th'illufive 

ſcenes 

That forgeful fancy plann'd, what time the bark 

Stemm'dthe ſalt wave from Albion'schalky bournd 
Then filial Piety and parting Love 

Pour'd the fond pray'r—* Farewel, ye leſs'ning 

| ce cliffs, : 

Fairer to me than aught in fabled ſong 

„Or myſtic record told of ſhores Atlantic! 

« Favour'd of Heaven, farewel ! imperial iſle, 

Native to nobleſt wits, and beſt approv'd 

In manly ſcience and advent'rous deed ! 

« Celeſtial Freedom, by rude hand eſtrang d 

From regions once frequented, with Thee takes 

Her ſtedfaſt ſtation, faſt beſide the throne * 

« Of ſcepter'd rule, and thefe her ſtate maintains 

In ſocial concord, and harmonious love. 

« Theſe bleſſings ſtill be thine, nor meddling fiend 

« Stir in your buly ſtreets foul Faction's roar ; 

« Still thrive your growing works, and gales 

e propitious Why 
' «& Viſit your ſons who ride the wat'ry waſte 
« And ſtill be heard from forth your gladſõme 


« how's 


And the cold c ay-clad dead ſtart into life again. 


„ Zorobabel. 


% Shrill tabor pipes, and ey'ry peaceful ſcunad. 
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Nor vain the wiſh, while George the golden 
&« ſcale 
With ſteady prudence holds, and temp' rate ſway. 
And when his courſe of carthly honour's run, 
« Withlenient hand ſhall Frederic ſooth your care, 
„Rich in cach princely quality, mature 
In years, and happieſt in nuptial choice. 
« 'Thence too ariſe new hopes; a playful troop 
Circles his hearth, ſweet pledyes of that bed 
* Which Faith, and Joy, and thoutand Virtues 
„guard. | 
„His be the care t' inform their ductile minds 
« With worthieſt thoughts, and point the ways 
of honour. 

« How often ſhall he hear wich freſh delight 
Their carneſt tales, or watch their riſing paſſions 
& With timorous attention; then ſhall tell 
«Of juſtice, fortitude, and public weal 
« And oft the while cach rigid precept ſmooth 
« With winning tokens of parental love!“ 

Thus my o'erweening heart the ſecret ſtores 
Of Britain's hope exylor'd,while my ſtrain'd ſight 
Purſued her fading hills, till wrapt in miſt 
They 'gently ſunk bencath the ſwelling tide. 
Nor licpt thoſe thoughts, whene'cr in other climes 
I mark'd the cruel waſte of foul oppreſſion, 
Saw nobleſt ſpirits, and goodlieſt facultics, 
To vaſſalage and loathſome ſervice bound. 
Then conicicus preference roſe; then northward 
My eve, to gratulate my natal ſoil. [turn'd 
How have 1 chid with froward eagerneſs 
Each vecring blaſt, that from my hand withheld 
The well-known characters of fomc lov'd friend, 
Tho' diſtant, not unmindful ! Still J learn'd, 
Deliglited, what each patriot plan devis'd 
Of arts, or glory, or diffuſive commerce. 
Nor wanted its endearment ev ry tale 
Of lighteſt import. But, oh heavy change ! 
What notices come now? Diſtracted feencs 
Of helplcts ſorrow, folemn fad accounts; 
How fair Augufta watch'd the weary night, 
Tending the bed of Anguith ; how great George 
Wept with his infant progeny around; 


How heav'd the orphan's and the widow's ſigh, 


That follow'd Frederic to the ſilent tomb! 

For well was Frederic lov'd, and well deſerv'd. 
His voice was cver ſweet, and on his ſteps 
Attended ever the alluring grace 
Ot gentle lowlineſs and ſocial zcal. 
Him ſhall remember oft the labour'd hind, 
Relating to his mates cach caſual act 
Of courtcaus bounty. Him th'artificer, 
Plving the varied woof in ſulien fadnets, 
Tho' wont to carrol many a ditty {wect. 
Soon too the mariner, who many moons 
Has counted, beating ftill the foamy ſurge, 
And treads at laſt the with'd-tor beach, thall ſtand 
Appall'd at the fad talc, and ſoon ſhall ſteal 
Down his rough check th' mvoluntary tear, 

Be this our ſolace vet—all is not dead; 
The bright memorial lives: for his example 
Shall Hymen trim his torch, domeſtic praiſe 
Be countenanc'd, and virtue fairer ſhew. 
lu age ſuccceding, when another George, 


4 
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| And thoſe that to the ftreaming ether ſpread, 


And thoſe that creep; and thoſe that Ratclier tre 
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To ratify ſome weighty ordinance 
Of Britain's peers conven'd, ſhall paſs beſide 
Thole hallow'd ſpires, whoſe gloomy vaulr in 
cloſe, 
Shrouded in fleep, pale rows of ſcepter'd king, 
Oft to his ſenſe the ſweet paternal voice 
Aad long-remember'd features ſhall return; 
Then ſhall his generous breaſt be new infan' 
To acts of higheſt worth and higheſt fame, 
Theſe plaintive ſtrams, from Albion far aum 
lonely meditate at even tide; | | 
Nor {kill'd nor ſtudious of the raptur'd lay; 
But ſtill rememb'ring oft the magic ſounds, 
Well-meafur'd to the chime of Dorian lute, 
Or paſt'ral ſtop, which erſt I lov'd to hear 
On Ifis' border'd mead, where dips by fits 
The ſtooping oſier in her haſty ſtream. 
Hail, Wolſey's ſpacious Dome! hail, ever fam 
For faithful nurture, and truth's ſacred lore, 
Much honour'd parent! You my dutcous zeal 
Accept, if haply in thy laurcat wreath 
You deign to interweave this humble ſong, 


I 274. Death. EMILY. 


THE feſtive roar of laughter, the warm glow 
Of briſk- eyed joy, and friend ſhip's genial dow, 
Wit's ſeaſon'd converſe, and the liberal flow 
Of unſuſpicious youth, profuſe of ſoul, 
Delight not ever; From the boiſterous ſcene 
Of riot far, and Comus' wild uproar, 
From folly's crowd, whoſe vacant brow ſerene 
; Was never knit to wiſdom's frowning lore, 
Permit me, ye time-hallow'd domes, ye piles 
Of rude magnificence, your ſolemn reſt, 
Amid your fretted vaults and length'ning iſt 
Lonely to wander; no unholy gueſt 
That means to break, with ſacrilegious tread, 
The marble flumbers of your monumented dal. 


Permit me, with fad muſings, that inſpire 
Unlahour'd numbers apt, your filence dicat 
Blamelets to wake, and with the Orphean lyre, 
'Fitly attemper'd, footh the mercileſs car 
Of Hades, and ftern death, whoſe iron ſway 
Great nature owns tiiro' all her wide coma, 
| All that with oary fin clcave tlicir ſmooth wa? 
Through the green boſom of the ſpawny Mii, 


| . 35 
In many a wheeling glide, their feathery 14, 


That roam o'er forc{t, hill, or browſy dale; 

The victims cach of ruthleſs fate muſt fall; 

E'en God's own image, man, high paramou: 
r ä 


And ye, the young, the giddy, and the gay, 
That ſtartle from the ſlecpful lid of light 
The curtain'd reſt, and with the diſſonant bra 
Of Bacchus, and loud jollity, affriglit 
Yon radiant goddeſs, that now ſhoots among 
Theſe many-window,d ifles her glimmertg 
beam; : 
Know, that or c'er its ſtarr d career along 


— 
m,. 


don 


Thrice ſhall have roll d her filyer Whecledte 
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Some parent breaſt may heave the anſwering ſigh, 
To the flow pauſes of the funeral Knoll; 

F'en now black Atropos, with ſcowling eye, 
Roars in the laugh, and revels o'er the bowl ; 

gen now in roſy-crowned pleaſure's wreath 


Entwines in adder folds all- unſuſpected Death. 


Know, on the ſtealing wing of time ſhall flee 
Some few, ſome ſhort-liv'd years, and all is paſt; 
A future bard theſe awful domes may lee, | 
Moſe o'er the preſent age, as I the laſt; | 
Who mouldering in the grave, yet once like you 
The various maze of life were 1cen to tread, 
Each bent their own peculiar to purſue, | 
As cuſtom urg'd, or wilful nature led : 

Mix'd with the various crowd's inglorious clay, 
The nobler virtues undiſtinguiſh'd lie; : 
No more to melt with beauty's heaven-born ray, 
No more to wet compatlion's tearful eye, | 

Catch from the poet raptures not their own, 
And feel the thrilling melody of ſweet renown. 


Where is the maſter-hand, whoſe ſemblant art 
Chiſſell'd the marble into life, or taught 
' From the well-pencil'd portraiture to ſtart 
The nerve that beat with ſoul, the brow that 
thought? x | 
Cold are the fingers that in ſtone- fix d trance 
The mute attention rivetting, to the lyre 
Struck language: dimm'd the poet's quick-cycd 
plance, 
All in wild raptures flaſhing heaven's own fire. 


Shrunk is the ſinew'd energy, that ſtrung 1. 


The warrior arm. Were ſleeps the patriot breaſt 
Whilom that heav'd impaſſion'd? where the 
tongue 
That lanc'd its lightning on the tow'ring ereſt 
Of ſcepter'd infolence, and overthrew 
Giant Oppreſſion, leagued with all her earth-born 
crew ? | 


Theſe now are paſt; long, long, ye fleeting year 
Purſue, with glory wing'd, your fated way, 
Ere from the womb of time unwelcome pecrs 
The dawn of that inevitable day, | 
When wrapt in ſhrouded clay their warmeſt friend 
The widow'd virtues ſhall again deplore, 
When o'er his urn in pious grief ſhall bend 
His Britain, and bewail one patriot more; 
For ſoon muſt thou, too ſoon ! who ſpreadſt abroad 
Thy beaming emanations unconfin'd, 
Doom'd, like ſome better angel ſent of God 
To featter bletſings over humankind, 
Thou too muſt fall, O Pitt! to thine no more, 
And _ theſe dreadful paths a Faulkland trod 
fore. e 


Faſt to the driving winds the marſhall'd clouds 
du cep diſcontinuous o'er th' ethereal plain! 

Anther ſtill upon another crowds; 

All haſtening downward to their native main. 
zus paſſes o'er, thro' varied life's carcer, 

Man's fleeting age ; the Seaſons as they fly = i 
Snatch from us in their courſe, year after year, 
Some ſweet connection, ſome endearing tie. 

© parent, ever-honour'd, ever-dear, | 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


Hang ever thro” the thic 
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A brother's urn demands the kindred tear, 


To- day we frolic in the roſy bloom | 
Of jocund youth—the morrow knells us to the 
tomb. 


Who knows how ſoon in this ſepuichral ſpot 
Shall heaven to me the drear abode athgn ? 
Ho ſoon the paſt irrevocable lot | 
Of theſe, that reſt beneath me, ſhall be mine? 
Haply, when Zephyr to thy native bourn 
Shall waft thee o'er the ſtorm'd Hibernian wave, 
Thy gentle breaſt, my Taviſtock, ſhall mourn 
To find me ſleeping in the ſenſeleſs grave. 
No more the ſocial leiſure to divide, 
In the ſweet intercourſe of foul and foul, 
Blithe, or of graver brow ; no more to chide 
The ling'ring years impatient as they roll, 
Till all thy cuitur'd virtues ſhall diſplay, 
Full-blullom'd, their bright honours to the gazing 
5 5 
Ah, deareſt youth! theſe vows perhaps unheard 
The rude wind ſcatters o'er the billowy main; 
Theſe prayers at friendſhip s holy ſhrine preferr'd 
May riſe to graſp their father's knees in vain. 
Soon, ſoon may nod the fad funcreal plume 
With ſolemn horror o'er thy timeleſs hearicy 
And I ſurvive to grave upon thy tomb 
The mournful tribute of memorial verſe. 
That leave to Heaven's decifion—be it thine, 
Higher than yet a parent's withes flew, 
To {car in bright pre-eminence, and thine 
With ſelf-carn'd honours, cager to purſue 
Where glory, with her clear unfullied rays, 
The well-born ſpirit lights to deeds of mightieſt 
praiſe. | | 
»Twas the thy godlike Ruſſel's boſom ſteel'd 
With confidence untam'd, in his laſt breath 
Stern-ſmiling. She, with calm compoſure, held 
The patriot axe of Sidney, edg'd with death. 
Smit with the warmth of her impulſive flame, 
Wolf's gallant virtue flics to worlds afar, 
Emulous to pluck freſh wreaths of well-carn'd fame 
From the grim frowning brow of laurel'd war, 


| Twas ſhe that, on the morn of direful birth, 


Bar'd thy young boſum to the fatal blow, 
Lamented Armytage !—the bleeding youth ! 
O bathe him 1n the pearly caves below, 


ſhore. © | | 
Bettcr to die with glory, than recline 
On the toft lap of ignominious pcace, 
Than yawn out the dull droning life ſupine 
In monkiſh apathy and gowned eaſe. 
Better employ'd in honour's bright career 
The leait divifion on the dial's round, 
Than thrice to compaſs Saturn's live-long year, 
' Grown old in ſloth, the burthen of the ground; 
Than tug with ſweating toil the flaviſh oar, 
Of unredeem'd affliction, and ſuſtain 
The fev'rous rage of fierce diſcaſes fore 
Unnumber'd, that in ſympathetic chain 
k circumfluous air, 


Claims from the filial breaft the pious ſigh; 


All from the drizzly vergeof yonder ſtar- girt ſphere. 
M3 | 1 Thic 


And gentle ſorrows guſh. from friendſhip's cye- 


Le Nereids! and & Nymphs of Camus hoar, 
Weep—for ye oft have ſeen him on your haunted. 
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Where the wan daughter of the yellaw year, = 


He, the dread delegate of wrath divine, 
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A thouſand maladies are poſted round, 
With wretched man to wage eternal ſtrife 
Unſeen, like ambuſh'd Indians, till they wound. 
There the ſwoln hydrop ſtands, the wat'ry rheum, 
The northern ſcurvy, blotch with lep' rous ſcale 
And moping ever in the cloiſter'd gloom 
Of learned ſloth, and bookiſh aſthma pale: 
And the ſhunn'd hag unſightly, that (ordain'd 
On Europe's ſons to wreak the faithleſs ſword 
Of Cortez, with the blood of millions ſtain d) 
O' er dog- eyed luſt the tort*ring ſcourge abhorr'd 
Shakes threat'ning, ſince the while ſhe wing'd 
her flighr 
From Amazon's broad wave, and Andes' ſnow-clad 
height, 


The chatt'ring ague chill; the writhing ſtone 
And he of haſily . on whoſe ear 
Unheededcroaksthedeath-bird's warning moan, 
Maraſmus; knotty gout; and the dead life 
Of nerveleſs palſy; there, on purpoſe fell 
Dark brooding, whets his interdicted knife 
Grim ſuicide, the damned fiend of hell. 
There too is the ſtunn'd apoplexy pight “, 
The bloated child of gorg'd intemperance foul; 
Self-waſting melancholy, black as night 
Low ring; and foaming fierce with hideous howl 
The dog hydrophoby; and near allied | 
Scar'd madneſs, with her moon-ftruck eyeballs 
ſtaring wide. las 
There,ftretch'done huge, beneath the rocky mine , 
With boiling ſulphur fraught, and ſmouldering 
fires: 
Ere while that ſtood o'er Taio's hundred —— 
Vindictive thrice he wav'd th'earth- ſnak ing wand, 
Powerful as that the ſon of Amram bore, 
And thrice he raĩs'd, and thrice he check'd his hand. 
He ſtruck—the rocking ground, with thun- 
derous roar, 5 
Yawn'd ! Here from ſtreet to ſtreet hurries, and 
7 there 
Now runs, now ſtops, then ſhrieks and ſcours 
Staring; diſtraction: many a palace fair 
Wirth millions ſinksingulph'd, and pillar'd fane. 
Old Occan's fartheſt waves confeſs the thock ; 
F.ven Albientrembled conſcious on his ſtedfaſt rock. 


The meagre famine there, and drunk with blood 
Stern war; andthelo:th'd monſter whom of yore 
The flimy Naiad of the Memphian flood 
EKEugend'ring, to the bright-hair'd PI busbore, 
Foul pefriience, that ou the wide- ſtretch'd wings 
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Thick in the many-beaten road of life 


Loud whirlwinds howl in zephyr's ſofteſt bjeath, 


Singing their bleſſed requiems ; he the while 


[ amain, | 


Or commerce ſpreds from Cairo's ſwarthy bay 
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His weſtering flight, and thro' the ſick air fling 
| OD contagion ; at his heels difmay 
And d 


eſolation urge their fire-wheel'd icke 
Terrible ; as long of old, when from the heir 
Of Paran came unwreath'd the mightieſt, Wal 
Earth's firm fixt baſe tottering; thro' the black 
night 5 i abroad 
Glanc'd the flaſh'd lightnings: heaven's rent rig 
Thunder'd ; and univerſal nature felt its Gos. 


Who on that ſcene of terror, on that hour 


Of rouſed indignation, ſhall withſtand 
Th' Almighty, when he meditates to ſhow'r 
The burſting vengeance o'r a guilty lang) 
Canſt thou, ſecure in reaſon's vaunted pride, (gn 
Tongue-doughty miſcreant, who but now 449 
With more than Hebrew rage the innocent fd: 
Of agonizing mercy, bleeding fore— 
Canft thou confront, with ſtedfaſt eye 1maw's, 
The ſword*! judgment ſtalking far and ner! 
Wel mayſt thou tremble, when an ivjur'd Go 
Diſclaims thee—guilt is ever quick of fear= 


- 


And every glancing meteor glares imagin' d den. 


The good alone are fearleſs; they alone, 
Firm and collected in their virtue, brave 
The wreck of worlds, and look unthrinking down 
On the dread yawnings of the rav'nous graie; 
Thrice happy who, the blameleſs road along 
Of honeſtpraiſe, hath reach'd the vale af deatz 
Around him, like miniſtrant cherubs, throng 
His better actions, to the parting breath 


Gently repoſing on ſome friendly breaſt, 
Breathes out his benizons; then with a ſmike 

Of ſoft complacence lays him down to rcf, 
Calm as the ſlumbering infant: from the goal 
Free and unbounded flies the diſerabodied foul, 


Whether ſome delegated charge below, 
Some much-loy'd friend its hovering care m 
claims; 28 
Whether it heavenward ſoars, again to know 
That long-forgotten country whence it came; 
Conjecture ever, the misfeatur'd child 
Of lctter'd arrogance, delights to run 
Thro' ſpeculation's puzzling mazes wild, 
And all to end at laſt where it begun. 
Fain would we trace, with reaſon's-erring che, 
The dark ſome paths of deſtiny aright; 
In vain; the taſk were eaſier, to purſue _ 
The trackleſs wheelivgs of the faallow's fight 
From mortal ken himſelf the Almighty ſhrouc 
Pavilion'd in thick night and circumamol:t 
clouds. a | X 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 


DIDACTIC, 


t. The Traveller; or, a Proſpect of Society, 
Inſcribed to the Rev. Mr. H. Goldſmith. 


By Dr. Gol Ds Mir h. 


REMOTE, unfriended, melancholy, flow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wand'ring Po; 

Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 

Againſt the houſeleſs ſtranger ſhuts the door: 

Or where Campania's plain forſaken lies, 

A weary waſte expanding to the ſkies : 

Where'er I roam, whatever realms to ſce, 

My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee : 

Still to my brother turns, with ceaſeleſs pain, 
And drags, at each remove, a length'ning chain. 
Eternal bleſſings crown my eaclieſt friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian faints attend; 
Blels'd be that ſpot where cheerful gucits retire, 
To pauſe from toil, and trim their evening fire; 
Bleſs'd that abode where want and pain repair, 

And ev'ry ſtranger finds a ready chair: 
Bleſs d be thoſe feaſts, with ſimple plenty crown'd, 
Where all the ruddy family around 
augh at the jeſts or pranks that never fail, 
Or ſigh with pity at ſome mournful tale; 
Or preſs the baſhful ſtranger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good ! 
But me, not deſtin'd ſuch delights to ſhare, 
prime of life in wand'ring ſpent, and care: 
Impell'a, with ſteps unceaſing, to purſue 
me tlecting good that mocks me with the view; 
* like the circle bounding earth and ſkies, 
M ures from far, yet as I follow flies; 
ly fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, 
nd find no ſpot of all the world my own. 
185 en _ where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, 
A own a penſive hour to ſpend ;- | 
plac d on high, above the ſtorm's career, 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear; 


. 


DESCRIPTIVE, NARRATIVE, 
AND PATHETIC, 


Lakes, forefts, cities, plains, extending wide, 

T he pomp of kings, the ſhepherds humbler pride. 
When thus Creation's charms around combine, 

Amidſt the ſtore, ſhould thankleſs pride repine ? 

Say, ſhould the philoſophic mind diſdain 

That good which makes each humbler boſom vam? 


Let ſchool- taught pride diſſemble all it can, 


Theſe little things are great to little man; 


And wiſer he, whoſe ſympathetic mind 
| Exults,in all the good of all mankind, [crown'd; 
| Ye glitr'ring towns, with wealth and ſplendour 


Ye fields, where ſummer ſpreads profuſion round; 
Ye lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale ; 

Ye bending ſwains, that dreſs the flow Ty vale ; 
For me your tributary ſtores combine: 
Creation's heir! the world, the world is mine! 
As ſome lone miſer, viſiting his ſtore, 

Bends at his treaſure, counts, recounts it oer; 
Hoards after hoards his riſing raptures fill, 
Vet ſtill he ſighs, for hoards are wanting ſtill: 
Thus to my breaſt alternate paſſions rite, | plies ; 
Pleas'd with each good that Heaven to man ſup- 
Yet oft a figh prevails, and ſorrows fall, 5 


To ſee the hoard of human bliſs fo ſmall; 


And oft I with, amidſt the ſcene, to find 


| Some ſpot to real happineſs conſign'd, 


Where my worn ſoul, each wand'ring hope at reſt, 


| May gather blifs to ſee my fellows bleſt. 


But where to find that happieſt ſpot below, 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know? 
The ſhudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happieſt ſpot his own z 


Extols the treaſures of his ſtormy ſeas, 


And his long nights of revelry and eaſe : 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 


| Boaſts of his golden ſands and palmy wine; | 


Baſks in the glarc, or ſtems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
+. 5 ö Such 
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Such is the patriot's boaſt, where'er we roam; 
His firſt, beſt country, ever is at home. 

And yet, perhaps, 3 we compare, 

And eſtimate the blefings which they ſhare, 
Though patriots flatter, {till ſhall wiſdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind ; 

As different good, by art or nature given, 

'To ditterent nations, makes their bleſſings even. 
Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 

Still grants ker bliſs at labour's earneſt call; 

With food as well the peaſant is ſupplicd 

On Idra's cliffs as Arno's ſhelvy fide; 

And tho' the rocky-creſted ſummits frown, 

Theſe rocks by cuſtom turn to beds of down. 

From art more various are the bleſſings ſcnt; 

Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 

Vet theſe each other's pow'r ſo ſtrong conteſt, 
That either ſeems deſtructive of the reſt. | fails ; 
Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment 

And honour ſinks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence ev'ry ſtate, to one lov'd bleſling prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the fav'rite happinets attends, 
And ſpurns the plan that aims at other ends; 
ill carried to exceſs in each domain, 

This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 
But let us try theſe truths with cloſer eyes, 
And tracc them through the proſpect as it lies : 
Here for a while, my proper cares reſign'd, 
Here let me fit in ſorrow for mankind ; 
Like yon negleEted thrub at random caſt, 
That ſhades the ſteep, and fighs at ev'ry blaſt. 
Far to the right, where Apeunine aſcends, 
Bright as the ſummer, Italy extends; 2 5 
Its uplands ſloping deck the mountain's ſide, 
Woods over woods in gay 1 | 
While oft ſome temple's mould'ring tops between 
With venerable grandeur mark the ſcene. 
Could Nature's bounty ſatisfy the breaſt, 
The ſons of Italy were ſurely bleſs'd. 
Whatever fruits in different climes are found, 
That proudly rife, or humbly court the ground ; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appcar, 

Whole bright ſucceſſion decks the varied year ; 
Whatever fweets ſalute the northern ſky 
With vernal lives, that bloſſom but to die: 
Thete, here diſporting, own the kindred ſoil, 
Nor aſk Juxuriance from the planter's toil ; 
While fea-horn gales their gelid wings expand, 
To wirnow fragrance round the ſmiling land. 

But ſmall the blifs that ſenſe alone beſtows, 
And ſenſual bliſs is all the nation knows. 
In fiorid beauty groves and fields appear, 
Man ſeems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contraſted faults through all his mannersreign : 

Though poor, luxurious; though ſubmitlive, vain; 
Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue ; 
And een in penance planning fins anew, ; 
All evils here contaminate the mind, 

That opulence departed leaves behind ; 

For wealth was theirs, net far remov'd the date, 
When commerce proudly flourith'd through the 
At her command the palace learn'd to riſe, | ſtate : 

Again the long-fall'n column ſonght the Kies: 
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| And force a churlith ſoil for ſcanty bread: 


| To make him loath his vegetable meal 


| 


Imprints the patriot paſſion on his heart; 


But metcors glare, and ſtormy glooms invest. 


The canvas glow'd beyond-e'en Nature wary. 
The pregnant quarry tcem'd with human form 
Till, more unſteady than the ſouthern gale, ' 
Commerce on other ſhores diſplay'd her fail, 
While nought remain'd of all that riches gut 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without x five. 
And late the nation found, with fruitleſs eil. 
Its former ſtrength was but plethoric ill. 
Yet ſtill the loſs of wealth is here ſvpplied 
By arts, the ſplendid wrecks of former pride; 
From theſe the feeble heart and long-fall'y nl 
An caſy compenſation ſeem to find. - 
Here may be ſcen, in bloodleſs pomp array'd, 
The paſteboard triumph and the cavalcade; 
Proceſſions form'd for piety and love, 
A miſtreſs or a faint in ey ry grove. 
By ſports like theſe are all their cares beguil, 
The ſports of children ſatisfy the child: 
Each nobler aim, repreſs'd by long controul, 
Now finks at laft, or feebly mans the ſoul; 
While low delights, fuccceding faſt behind, 
In happicr meanneſs occupy the mind : 
As in thoſe domes where Cæſars once bore ſua 
Defac'd by timò and tott'ring in decay, 
There in the ruin, heedleſs of the dead, 
The ſheiter-ſceking peaſant builds his ſhed; 
And, wondering man could want the larger pi, 
Exults, and owns h1s cottage with a ſmile, 
My foul, turn from them—turn we to ſurrey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race diſplay; 
Where the bleak Swiſs their ſtormy manſion treat, 


No product here the barren hills afford 

But man and ficel, the ſoldier and his fword. 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter ling'ring chills the Jap or May; 
No zephyr fondly ſues the mountain's breaft, 


Yer ſtill een here Content can ſpread a charm, 
Redreſs the clime, and all its rage diſarm. 
'Tho' poor the peaſant's hut, his feaſt tho' ſwal! 
He fees his little lot the lot of all; 

Sees no contiguous palace rear its head, 
To ſhame the meanneſs of his humble ſhed; 
No coſtly lord the ſumptuous banquet deal, 


But calm, and bred in iguorance and toll, 
Each with contracting, fits him to the foil. 
Cheerful at morn he wakes from ſhort repoſe, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 
Or drives his vent'rous plough-ſhare to the ſteep; 
Or ſeeks the den where ſnow-tracks mark the way, 
And drags the ſtruggling ſavage into day. 
At might returning, ev'ry labour ſped, 
He fits him down the monarch of a ſhed; 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round furveys 
His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze 
While his lov'd partner, boaſtful of her hoard, 
Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board: 
And haply too ſome pilgrim, thither led, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 
Thus ev'ry good his native wilds impart 
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en thoſe hills that round his manſion riſe, 
| - cane bliſs his ſcanty fund ſupplies. 

ur is that ſhed to which his ſoul conforms, 
o dear that hill which lifts him to the ſtorms; 
* 4s a child, when ſcaring ſounds moleſt, 
Clings cloſe and cloſer to the mother's breaſt; 
6 the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
Put bind him to his native mountains More. 

Such arc the charms to barren ſtates afl nd: 
Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin'd. 
Yet let them only ſhare the praiſes due; 

If few their wants, their pleaſures are but few: 
For ex ry want that ſtimulates the breaſt 
Becomes a ſource of pleaſure when redreſs d. 
Whence from ſuch lands each pleaſin g {cjence flies, 
That firſt excites deſire, and then ſupplies; 
Unknown to them, when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, 
To fill the languid pauſe with finer joy; 
Unknown thoſe pow'rs that raiſe the ſoul to flame, 
Catch ev'ry nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Their level life is but a mould'ring fire, 
Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ſtrong deſire; 
Unfit for raptures ; or, if raptures cheer 
On ſome high feſtival of once a year, 
In wild excels the vulgar breaſt takes fire, 
Till buried in debauch the bliſs expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarſely flow ; 
Their morals, like their pleaſures, are but low: 
For, as refinement ſtops, trom fire to ſon, 
Unalter'd, unimprov'd, the manners run ; 

Aud love's and friendſhip's ſinely-pointed dart 
Falls blunted from each mduratcd heart. 
| Some ſterner virtues o'er the mountain's breaſt 
May fit, like falcons cow'ring on the neſt; 
| But all the gentler morals, ſuch as play _ 
Thro life's more cultur'dwalks,and charmtheway; 
Theſe, far difpers'd, on timorous pinions fly, 
To ſport and flutter in a kinder ſky. 
To kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn—and France diſplays her bright domain. 
Gay ſprightly land of mirth and ſocial eaſe, 
Pleas'd with thyſelf, whom all the world can 
How often have I 1cd thy ſportive choir, pleaſe, 
With tuneleſs pipe, beſide the murm ring Loire! 
Where ſhading elms along the margin grew, 
8 8 from the wave, the zephyr flew; 
And haply, tho' my harſh touch fault ring ſtill, 
gut mock d all tune, and marr'd the Laien $ ſkill, 
Yet would the village praiſe my wondrous pow'r, 
And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour 
alike all ages: dames of ancient days | 
Hare led their children thro! the mirthful maze; 
And the gay grandfire, ſkill'd in geſtic lore, | 
Has tri d beneath the burden of threeſcore. 
50blefs'd a life theſe thoughtleſs realms diſplay, 
Thus idly buſy rolls their world away: | 
cir are thoſe arts that mind to mind endcar, 
For honour forms the ſocial temper here. 
Honour, that praiſe which real merit gains, 
"cen imaginary worth obtains, 7 
Here paſſes current; paid from hand to hand, 
it ſhifts in ſplendid traffic round the land: 
Kg courts to camps, to cottages, it ſtrays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praiſe; 


. 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 


I ce the lords of human-&ind paſs by; 
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They pleaſe, are pleas'd, they give to get eſteera ; 


Till, ſeeming ble1s'd, they grow to what they ſeem. 


But while this ſofter arr their blifs ſupplies, 
It gives their follies alſo room to riſe ; 
For praiſe too dearly lov'd, or warmly fought, 
Enfcebles all internal ſtrength of thought; 
And the weak ſoul, within itſelf unbleſs'd, 
Leans for all pleaſure on another's breaft, 
Hence oſtentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants for the vulgar praiſe which fools impart : 
Here vanity aſſumes her pert grimace, 
And trims her robes of frize with copper-lace , 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boaſt one ſplendid banquet once a year; 
The mind ſtill turns where ſhifting faſhion draws, 
Nor weighs the folid worth of ſelf- applauſe. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Emboſom'd in the deep where Holland lies. 

ethinks her patient for before me ſtand, 
Where the broad occan leans againſt the land; 


And, ſedulous to ſtop the coming tide, 


Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 
Onward methinks, and diligently flow, 
The firm connected bulwark fecms to grow; _ 
Spreads its long arms amidſt the wat'ry roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and uſurps the ſhore; 
Wlüle the pent occan, riſing o'er the pile, | 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him fimile 3 
The flow canal, the yellow-bloſom'd*vele, 
The willow-tufted bank, the gliding fail, 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 
A new creation reſcued from his reign. 

Thus, while around the wave- ſubjected ſoil 


| Impels the native to repeated toil, 


Induſtrious habits in cach boſom reign, 

And induſtry begets a love of gain. 

Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, - 
With all thoſe ills ſuperfluous treaſure brings, 
Are here diſplay d. Their much-loy'd wealth im- 


Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; [parts 


But, view them cloſer, craft and fraud appear; 
E'en liberty itſelf is barter'd here ! | 

At gold's > charms all freedom flies 
The needy ſell it, and the rich man buys; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of ſlaves, 

Here wretches ſcek diſhonourable graves, 

And calmly bent, to ſervitude contorm, 


Dull as their lakes that ſlumber in the ſtorm. 


Heavens ! how unlike their Belgic fires of old! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold; 


War in cach breaſt, and ſreedom on cach brow ;z © 


How much unlike the ſons of Britain now! 


Fir'd at the found, my Genius ſpreads her wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the weſtern ſpring; 


Where lawns extend that ſcorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter ſtreams than fam'd Hydaſpes glide : 
There all around the gentleſt breezes ſtray, 
There gentle muſic melts on ev'ry ſpray ; _ 
Creation's mildeſt charms are there combin'd ; 
Extremes are only in the ' maſter's mind ! 
Stern o'er cach botum Reaſon holds her ſtate, 
With daring aims irregularly great: 

Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 


Intent 


* 
bo tf 
3: 
* 


| 
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Intent on high deſigns, a thoughtful band, 
By forms unfaſhion d freſh from nature's hand; 
Fierce in their native hardineſs of ſoul, 
True to imagin'd right, above controul; 
While c'en the peaſant boaſts theſe rights to ſcan, 
And learns to venerate himſelf as man. [here, 
Thine, Freedom, thine the bleſſings pictur'd 
Thine are thoſe charms that dazzle and endear ; 
Too bleſs'd indeed were ſuch without alloy, 
But foſter'd'c'eÞ by Freedom ills aunoy. 
That independence Britons prize too high, 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the ſocial tie; 
The ſclf-dependent lordlings ſtand alone; 
All claims that bind and r- wane life unknown ; 
22 by the bonds of Nature feebly held, 
inds combat minds, repelling and repell' d. 
Ferments ariſe, impriſon d factions roar, . 
| Repreſs'd ambition ſtruggles round her ſhore; 
Till, over-wrought, the general ſyſtem feels 
Its motions ſtop, or phirenzy fire the wheels. 
Nor this the worſt. As Nature's ties decay, 
As duty, love, and honour fail to ſway, | 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather ſtrength, and force unwilling awe, 
Hence all obedience bows to theſe alone, 
And talent finks, and merit weeps unknown; 
Till time may come, when, ſtripp'd of all her 
charms, _ | | 
The land of ſcholars, and the nurſe of arms, 
Where noble ſtems tranſmit the patriot flame, 
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for fame, 
One fink of level avarice ſhall lie, 
And ſcholars, ſoldiers, kings, unhonour'd die. 
Yet think not, thus when Freedom's ills I ſtate, 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great: 
Ye powers of truth, that bid my ſoul aſpire, 
Far from my boſom drive the low deſire! 
And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry ſtcel 
Thou tranſitory flower, alike undone = 
By proud Contempt, or Favour's foſt'ring ſun, 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure, 
F only would repreſs them to ſecure : 
For juſt experience tells, in ev'ry ſoil, = 
Tharthoſe who think muſt govern thoſe who toil; 
And all that Freedom's higheſt aims can reach, 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 
Hence, ſhould one order diſproportion'd grow, 
Its double weight muſt ruin all below. 

O, then, how blind to all that truth requires; 
Who think it freedom when a part aſpires! _ 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to rife in arms, 
Except when faſt-approaching danger warms : 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contracting regal power to ſtretch their own; 
When I bchold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom when themſclves are free; 
Each wanton judge new penal ſtatutes draw, 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law; 
The wealth of climes, where ſavage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from ſlaves, to purchaſe ſlaves at home; 
Fear, pity, juſtice, indignation ſtart, 

Tear off reſerve, and bare my ſwelling heart; 
Tin], half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I fy from pettꝭ tyrants to the thronx: 


{ 


ELEQANT EXTRACTS, Boy 


Have we not ſeen, at Pleaſure's lordly call, 


And Albion's cliffs reſound the rural lay. 


Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre! 
So when the Nightingale to reſt removes, 


| When firſt ambition ſtruck at regal pom f 


Ves, brother, curſe with me that baleful lo, 
r 


And thus polluting honour in its ſource, 
Gave wealth to ſway the mind with double 
Have we not ſeen, round Britain's people 
Her uſeful ſons exchang'd for uſeleſs ore. 
Seen all her triumphs but deſtruction hafe 
Like flaring tapers, bright'ning as they waſte 
Seen Opulence, her grandeur to maintain. 
Lead ſtern Depopulation in her train, 
And over fields, where ſcatter'd hamlets ro 
In barren, ſolitary pomp repoſe ? 


The ſmiling long- frequented village fall} 
Beheld the duteous fon, the fire decay d, 
The modeſt matron, and the bluſhing maid, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverſe climes beyond the weſtern main; 
Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her ſwamps rout, 
And Niagara ſtuns with thund'ring ſound? 
Eben now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim inn 
'Thro' tangled foreſts, and thro' dang'rous way; 
Where beaſts with man divided empire clam, 
And the brown Indian marks with murd'rousa 
There, while above the giddy tempeſt flies, 
And all around diſtreſsful yells ariſe, 
The penſive exile, bending with his woe, 
| To ſtop too fearful, and too faint tr go, 
Caſts a long look where England's glories flint 
And bids his boſom ſympathize with mine. 
Vain, very vain, my weary ſearch to find 
That bliſs which only centres in the mind! 
Why have I ftray'd from pleaſure and repoſe, 
To ſeek a good each government beftows ? 
In ev'ry government, thqugh terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings or tyrant laws reſtrain, 
How ſmall, of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cauſe or cur 
Still to ourſelves in ev'ry place conſign d, 
Our own felicity we make or find: 
With ſecret courſe, which no loud ſtorms ant, 
Glides the ſmooth current of domeſtic joy. 
The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of ftee, 
To men remote from pow'r but rarely know, 
Leave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our o, 


. 
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| 
| A Paſtoral. In Four Parts. Pos 
To Sir William Trumbal. 
PasTORAL I. SPRING. 
FIRST in theſe fields I try the ſylvan ſtrain, 
Nor bluſh to ſport on Windſor's bliſsfu! plays 
Fair Thames, flow gently from thy ſacred {pri 


While on thy banks Sicilian Muſes ſing; 
Let vernal airs through trembling oſiers play, 


Youthat, too wiſe for pride, too good for pow 1 
Enjoy the glory to be great no more, 
And carrying with you all the world can boa, 
To all the world illuftriouſly are loſt ! 
O let my Muſe her flender reed inſpire, 


1 


| The thruſh may chant to the forſaken grove 


. n. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 


But charm'd to filenoe, liens while ſhe ſings, | 
And all th' arial audience clap their wings. i 
8oon as the flocks ſhook off the nightly dews, | 
Two Swains, whom love kept waketul, and the 
Muſe, ; 
Pour'd o'er the whitening vale their fleccy care, 
Freſh as the moru, and as the ſeaſon fair: 
The dawn now bluſhing on the mountain's ſide, 
Tuus Daphnis ſpoke, and Strephon thus replied : 
DAPHNIS. 
Hear how the birds, on every bloomy ſpray, + 
With jovous muſic wake the dawning day ! 
Why fit we mute when carly linnets ſing, 


When warbling Philomel falutes the fpring ? | 
| Why fit we {ad when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, | 


And laviſh Nature paints the purple year ? 
STREP HON. 

Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain, 
While yon flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 
Here the bright crocus and blue violet glow ; 
Here weſtern winds. on breathing rofes blow. 
1'll fake yon lamb that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing ſhade ſurveys “. 

DAPHNIS. 

And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 
And ſwelling cluſters bend the curling vines : | 
Four figures riſing from the work appear, 

The various ſeaſons of the rolling year; 

And what is that, which binds the radiant ky, 

Where twelve fair ſigns in beauteous order lic? 
DAMO 1. 

Then ſing by turns, by turns the Muſes ſing, 
Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daiſies ſpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flow rs adorn the ground; 
Begin, the vales ſhall ev'ry note rebound. 

STREPHON. | 

Inſpire me, Phoebus, in my Delia's praiſe, 
With Waller's ſtrains, or Granville's moving lays! 
A milk-white Bull ſhall at your altars ſtand, | 
That threats a fight, and ſpurns the riſing ſand, 

9 DAPHNIS. | 

O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the prize t, 
And make my tongue victorious as her eyes: 
Nolambs or theep for victims I'll impart ; 


Thy victim, Love, ſhall be the ſhepherd's heart. 
| {| A wondrous Tree that ſacred Monarchs bears: 


STREP HON, 
Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain ; 


If Windſor-ſhades delight the matchleſs maid, | 
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But feigns a laugh, to ſee me ſearch around, 
Aud by that laugh the willing fair is found. 
WE DAPHNIS. 
The ſprightly Sylvia trips along the green; 
She runs, but hopes ſhe docs not run unſeen ; 
While a kind glance at her purſuer flies— 
How much at variance are her feet and eyes! 
s TREPHON. 


O'er golden fands let rich Pactolus flow 8, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 
Bleſt Thames's ſhores the brighteſt beauties yield; 
Feed here my lambs, I'll ſeek no diſtant field. 

DAPHNIS. 5 


Celeſtial Venus haunts Idalia's groves; 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves; 


Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windſor-ſhadc. 
STREPHON. 2333 8 


All nature mourns, the ſkics relent in ſhow'rs J., 


Huſh d are the birds, andelos d the droopingflow”rs; 
If Delia ſmile, the flow'rs begin to ſpring, | 
The ſkies to brighten, and the birds to ſing. 


1 PDAHNIS. ; | 
All nature laughs, the groves are freſh and fair, 
The ſun's mild luſtre warms the vital air; 
If Sylvia ſmiles, new glories gild the ſhore, 
And vanquiſh'd nature ſeems to charm no more. 


STREPHON. 


In ſpring the fields, in autumn hills J love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 
But Delia always; abſent from her fight, 

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 


DATEN Is. 
Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day; 
E'en ſpring diſpleaſes when the ſhines not here; 
But, bleſs'd with her, tis ſpring throughout the 
year. | 99 5 


= STREPHON. 
Say, Daphnis, ſay, in what glad foil appears 


Tell me but this, and I'll diſclaim the prize, 


Then, hid in hades, cludes her eager ſwain; 


VARIATIONS, 


® The firſt reading was, | | 
And his own image from the bank ſurveys. 

+ And cluſters lurk beneath the curling vines, 

} Originally thus ; | | 
Pan, let my numbers equal Strephon's lays, 
Of Parian ſtone thy ſtatue will I raiſe ; 


But if I conquer, and augment my fold, 
Thy Parian ſtatue ſhall be chang'd to gold. 


It flood thus + 


Let rich Iberia golden fleeces boaſt, 
Her purple wool the proud Aſſyrian coaft; 


Bleſt Thames's ſhore, &c.— Originally thus 2 


Go, flow'ry wreath, and let my Sylvia know, _ 
Compar's to thine how bright her beautics ſhows 


| And give the conqueſt to thy Sylvia's eyes. 


Then die ; and dying, teach the lovely Maid 
How ſoon the brighteſt beauties are decay'd. 


DAPHNIS. 


So, tune ful bird, that pleas'd the woods fo long, 
Of Amaryllis learn a ſweeter ſong : 
To Heaven ariſing then her notes convey, 
For Heaven alone is worthy ſuch a lay. 


| Theſe were thus at firſt * 
All nature mourns, the birds their ſongs deny, 
Nor waſted brooks their thirſty flow'rs ſupply ; 
If Delia ſmile, the flow'rs begin to ſpring, | 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to ſing. 
| 5 DAT HNI E- 


172 


DAP HIS. 

Nay, tell me firſt, in what more happy fields 
The Thiſtle ſprings, to which the Lily yields: 
And then a nobler prize I will reſign; 

For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, ſhall be thine. 
D A MON. 

Ceaſe to contend ; for, Daphnis, I decree 

The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee : 


HBleſt Swains, whole Nymphs in every grace excel; 


Bleſt Nymphs, whoſe Swains thoſe graces ſing fo 
well! | 
Now rife, and haſte to yonder woodbine bow'rs, 
A ſoft retreat from ſudden vernal ithow'rs ; 
The turf with rural daintics ſhall be crown'd “, 
While op'ning blooms diffuſe their ſweets around. 
For, ſee ! the gath'ring flocks to ſhelter tend, 
And from the Pleiads fruitful thow'rs deſcend, 


PASTORAL II. SUMMER, 


Addreſſed to Dr. Garth. | 


A Shepherd's boy (he ſecks no better name)+ 
Led forth his flocks along the filver Thame, 
Where dancing ſun-beams on the waters play'd g, 
And verdant alders form'd a quiv'ring ſhade. 
Soft as he mourn'd, the ſtreams forgot to flow, 
The flocks around a dumb compaſſion ſhow, 
The Naiads wept in ev'ry wit'ry bow r, 

And Jove conſented in a ſilent thow'r. 

Accept, O Garth, the Muſe's early lays, 
That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays ; 

Hear what from Love unpractis'd hearts endure, 
From Love, the ſole diſcaſe thou canſt not cure. 

Ye ſhady beeches, and ye cooling ſtreams, 

Defence from Phœbus', not from Cupid's beams, 


* To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I fing ; 


The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 
The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay— 
Why art thou prouder and more hard than they ? 


The blcating ſheep with my complaints agree ; 


They parch'd with heat, and I inflam'd by thee. 


The ſultry Sirius burns the thirſty plains, 


While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 
Where ftray ye, Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 


While your Alexis pines in hopelels love? 
In thoſe fair fields where ſacred Ths glides, 


Or elſe where Cam his winding vales divides 2? - 
As in the cryſtal ſpring I view my face 8, 
Freſh riſing bluſhes paint the wat'ry glas; 
But ſince thoſe graces pleaſe thy eyes no more, 
I ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. 
Once I was {kill'd in ev'ry herb that grew, 


And ev'ry plant that drinks the morning dew z 


VARIATION S. 


*The turf with country dainties ſhall be ſpread, 
And trees with twining branches ſhade your head. 


+ A faithful ſwain, whom Love had taught to fing, 

_ Bewail'd his fate befide a ſilver ſpring : | 
Where gentle Thames his winding waters leads 
Thro' verdant foreſts, and thro* flow'ry meads. 

} Originally thus: | | 


There to the winds he plain'd his hapleſs loye, 
And Amaryllis fill'd the vocal grove, 42 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| Deſcending gods have found Elyſium here, 
And chaſte Diana haunts the foreſt-ſhade. 


| 


| Bur would you fing, and rival Orpheus ſtram, 


| $ Oft in the cryſtal ſpring J caſt a view, 


|| Your praiſe the tuneful birds to heaven ſhall bear, 


The moſly fountains, and the green retreats 


Your praiſe the birds ſhall chant in ev'ry groe, 


Book 11, WB: 


Ah, wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy an 
To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy hear) Th 
Let other ſwains attend the rural care, Tc 
Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces ſheer. Ye 

But nigh yon mountain let me tune my lay; 
Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bir Ti 
That flute is mine which Colin's tuneful bre Or 
Inſpir'd when living, and bequeath'd in death: 50 


He ſaid Alexis, take this pipe, the ſame 
That taught the groves my Roſalinda's name: 
But now the reeds ſhall hang on yonder tree 
| For ever filent, ſince deſpis'd by thee. B 
Oh! were I made by ſome transforming pow t H 
The captive bird that fings within thy bow r T 
Then might my voice thy liſt ning ears employ h 
And I thoſe kiſſes he receives enjoy. x Y 
And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throps, : 
Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the fs; 
The Nymphs, forſaking ev'ry cave and ſpring, 
Their early fruit and milk-white turtles bring: 
Each am'rous nymph prefers her gifts in rain 
On you their gifts are all beſtow'd again, 
For you the ſwains the faireſt flow'rs deſign, 
And in one garland all their beauties join: 
Accept the wreath which you deſerve alone, 
In whom all beauties arc compris'd in one, 
Sce what delights in ſylvan ſcenes appear! 


In woods bright Venus with Adonis ſtray d, 


Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the filent hour, 
When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their night! 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry field, bow r 
Andcrown'd with corn their thanks to Ceres yield, 
This harmleſs grove no lurking viper hides, 
But in my breaſt the ſerpent Love abides. 
Here bees from bloſſoms ſip the roſy dew, 
But your Alexis knows no ſweets but you, 
Oh deign to viſit our forſaken ſeats, 


Where'cr you walk, cool gales thall fan the g/ 

Trees, where you tit, ſhall crowd into a hate: 

Where'cr you tread, the bluſhing flow rs ſhall 
rife, 

And all things flouriſh where vou turn your eye. 

Oh! how I long with you to pats my days, 

invoke the Muſes, and reſound your praiſe! 


And winds ſhall waft it to the pow 'rs above. 


The wend Ting foreſts ſoon ſhould dance agan, 


And hcadlong ſtecums hang liſt' ning in their fall! 


The moving mountains hear the pow'rful call, 


And equall'd Hylas, if the glaſs be true; 


But fince thoſe graces meet my eyes no more, 
J ſhun, &c. | 


And liſt' ning wolyes grow milder as they hear, 


noox II. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 
the ſhepherds ſhun the noon-day Nez 


But ſee, 5 
The lowing herds to murm ring brooks retreat z 


ades the panting flocks remove; 
* wy and is «the no relief for Love? 
But ſoon the ſun with milder rays deſcends 
To the cool ocean, where his journey ends: 
On me Love's fiercer flames for ever prey“; 
By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. 


PasTORAL III. AUTUMN. 
Addreſſed to Mr. Wycherley. 


BENEATH the ſhade a ſpreading beech diſplays 
Hylas and Egon ſung their rural lays: 
This mourn'd a faithleſs, that an abſent Love; 
And Delia's name and Doris' fill'd the grove. 
Ye Mantuan nymphs, your ſacred ſuccour bring; 
Hrlas and Ægon's rural lays I ſing. 

Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus' wit inſpire, 
ſhe art of Terence, and Menander's fire; 
Whoſe ſenſe inſtructs us, and whoſe humour 

charms, | [ warms ! 


Oh, ſxill'd in nature! fee the hearts of ſwains, 
Their artleſs paſſions, and their tender pains. 
Now ſetting Phoebus ſhone ſerenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ftreak'd with purple light; 
When tuneful Hylas with melodious moan 
Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains 
groan. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 

To Delia's ear the tender notes convey. 

As ſome fad Turtle his loſt love deplores, 

And with deep murmurs fills the founding ſhores; 
Thus, far from Delia, to the winds 1 mourn, 
Alike unheard, unpitied, and forlorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along 
For her, the feather'd choirs neglect their ſong; 
For her, the limes their pleaſing ſhades deny; 
For her, the lilies hang rheir heads and die. 

Ye fow'rs that droop, forſaken by the ſpring; 
Ye birds that, left by ſummer, ceaſe to be 
Ye trees that fade when autumn heats remove, 
day, is not abſence death to thoſe who love ? 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
Curc'd be the fields that cauſe my Delia's ſtay; 
Fade ex'rx bloflom, wither ev'ry tree, | 
Die cy'ry flow'r, and periſh all but ſhe. 

What have I ſaid ? where'er my Delia flies, 

Let ſpring attend, and ſudden flow'rs arilc ; 
t op'ning roſes knotted oaks adorn, 

And liquid amber drop from ev'ry thorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along! 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning ſong, 


lie winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 


And ſtreams to murmur, ere J ceaſe to love. 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
Not balmy fleep to lab'rers faint with pain, 
Not ſhow'rs to larks, or ſunſhine to the bee, 
Are half ſo charming as thy ſight to me. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
"me, Delia, come; ah, why this long delay ? 


the. 


Whoſe judgment * us, and whoſe ſpirit | 
© 
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Thro' rocks and caves the name of Delia ſounds. 
Delia, each cave and echoing rock rebounds, 

Ye pow'rs, what pleaſing frenzy ſoothes my mind! 
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind? 

She comes, my Delia comes! Now ceaſe, my lay; 
And ceaſe, ye gales, to bear my fighs away! 


Rehearſe, 4 Muſes, what yourſelves inſpir'd. 
Reſound, 
Of perjur'd Doris, dying I complain: 


Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the ſkies; 

While lab'ring oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, 

In their looſe traces from the field retreat 

W hile curling ſmokes from village-tops are ſeen, 

And the fleet ſhades glide o'cr the duſky green. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 

Beneath yon poplar oft we paſs'd the day: 

Oft on the rind I carv'd her am'rous vows, 


While ſhe with garlands hung the bending boughs, 


The garlands fade, the vows are worn away ; 
So dics her love, and ſo my hopes decay, 
Refound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain ! 


| Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain, 


Now golden fruits on loaded branches ſhine, 
And egratcful cluſters {well with floods of wine; 
Now bluſhing berries paint the yellow grove; 


Juſt gods! ſhall all things yield returns but love? 


Reſound, ye hills, retound my mournful lay! 
The ſhepherds cry,“ Thy flocks are left a prey.“ 
Ah! what avails it me the flocks to keep, | 


Who loſt my heart while I preterv'd my ſheep ? 


Pan came, and aſk'd what magic caus'd my ſmart, 


Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart? 
What eyes but hers, alas have pow'r to move? 
And is there magic but what dwells in love? 
Retound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrains! 

I'll fly from thepherds, flocks, and flow'ry plains. 
From thepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 
Forfake mankind, and all the world but Love! 
I know thee, Love! on foreign mountains bred, 
Wolves gave thee ſuck, and ſavage tigers fed: 
Thou wert from Atna's burning entrails torn, . 
Got be fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born! 

| Refound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
Farcwel, ye woods ! adieu, the light of day! 
One leap from yonder cliff ſhall end my pains : 
No more, ye hills, no more rctound my ſtrains! 
Thus ſung theſhepherdstillth* approach of night, 


8 The ſkies yet bluthing with departing light ; - 


When fallingdews with ſpangles deck'd the glade, 
And the low fun had leugthen'd ev'ry thade. 
_ PasToraL IV. WIN T E R. 
To the Memory of Mrs. Tempeſt. 
LTEIDAS:.::.-:: 


Is not fo mournful as the ſtrains vou ſing; 
Nor rivers winding thro' the vales below 


| So ſweetly warble, or ſo ſmoothly flow, 


VARIATIO No 


Me love iaflamcs, nor will his ne allay. 


Next Ægon ſung, while Windſor groves admir dz | 
ye hills, reſound my mournful train N:. 


Here where the mountains, leſs'ning as they riſe, 


 THYRSIS, the muſicof that murm'ring ſpring 


Ys 


hy 


And with freth bays her rural thrine adorn. 
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- Now ſleeping flocks on their ſoft fleeces lie, 


The moon, ſcrene in glory, mounts the ſky, 
While ſilent birds forget their tuneful lays, 
Oh ſing of Daphne's fate, and Daphne's praiſe ! 


Behold the groves that ſhine with ſilver froſt, 
Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loſt. 


Fre ſhall I try the ſweet Alexis' train, 
* at call'd the liſt' ning Dryads to the plain! 


ames heard the numbers, as he flow d along, 
Ahd bade his willows learn the moving ſong. 


LYCIDAS, 
So may kind rains their vital moiſture yield, 
And ſwell the future harveſt of the field. 


Begin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, 


And ſaid, Ye ſhepherds, ſing around my grave!” 
Sirg, while beſide the ſhaded tomb I mourn, 


7 THYRSIS, 
Ye gentle Muſes, leave your cryſtal ſpring, 


Let Nymphs and Sylvans cypreſs garlands bring; 


Ye weeping Loves, the ſtream with myrtles hide, 
And break your bows as when Adonis died; 


And with your golden darts, now uſeleſs grown, 


Inſeribe a verſe on this relenting ſtone: 

« Let nature change, letheaven and earth deplore ! 

« Fair Daphne's dead, and love is now no more!“ 
Tis done, and nature's various charms dekay *, 

See gloomy clouds obſcure the cheerful day! 

Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, 

Their faded honours ſcatter'd on her bier. 

See where on carth the flow'ry glories he, 

With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they dic, 

Ah, what avail the beauties nature wore * 

Fair Daphnc's dead, and beauty is no more! 

For her the flocks refuſe their verdant food, 

T he thirſty heifers ſhun the gliding flood ; 

The filver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan 


In notes more ſad than when they ſing their own; 


In hollow caves {wect echo ſilent lies, 


Silent, or only to her name replies; 


Her name with pleaſure once ſhe taught the ſhore ; 
Now Daphne's dead, and pleaſure is no more! 
No grateful dews deſcend from ev'ning Kics, 


Nor rapes | odours from the flow'rs ariſe; 


No rich pertumes refreſh the fruitful held, 

Nor fragrant herbs their native incenſe yield, 

The balmy Zephyrs, ſilent ſince her death, 

Lament the ccaſing of a ſweeter breath; 

Th' induftrious bees neglect their golden ſtore; 

Fair Dapline's dead, and ſweetneſs is no more! 
No more the mounting larks, vhile Daplui ſings, 

Shall, liſt ning in mid air, ſuſpend their wings; 


VARIATIONS. 


Originally thus : | 
Tis done, aud nature's chang'd fince you are gone; 
Behold, the clouds have pret ther mourning en. 
+ Originally thus * _ 8 
Vhile vapours rife, and driving ſnows deſcend, 


* 


Daphne, tarewel; and all the world adicu! 


Thy honour, i291, and praiſe mall never end. 0 


EXTRACTS, Book It, 


No more the birds ſhall imitate her lays, 
Or, huth'd with wonder, hearken from the ſprove« He 
No more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbexr ji 

A ſweeter muſic than their own to hear; 

But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal ſhoe - 

Fair Daphne's dead, and muſic is no more! M 

Her fate is whiſper'd by the gentle breeze - 

And told in ſighs to all the trembling trees; f 10 

| The trembling trees, in ev'ry plain and woot . 

Her fate remurmur to the ſilver flood; ; * 

The ſilver flood, ſo lately calm, appears 7 

Swell'd with new paſhon, and o'erflows wich ten. 7 

The winds, and trees, and floods, her death deplore 5 

bay 5 our grief, our glory, now no more! 1] 

| ut ſee! where Daphne wond'ring mounts on | 

Above the clouds, above the ſtarry ky! (high, 

Eternal beautics grace the ſhining ſcene, 
Fields ever freſh, and groves for ever green! 

There, while you reſt in amaranthine bow'r;, 

Or from thoſe mcads ſelett unfading flow'r:, 

Behold us kindly, who your name implore, 

Daphne, our goddeſs, and our grief no more! 


} LYCIDAS. 
How all things liſten while thy Muſe complain: 
Such filence waits on Philomela's ſtrains 
In ſome ſtill ey'ning, when the whilp'ring breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trecs, 
To thee, bright goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall blced, 
| If tceming ewes increaſe my fleecy breed. give +, 
While plants their ſhade, or flow'rs their odov; 
Thy name, thy honour, and thy praiſe ſhall live} 
THYRSIS. | 7 5 
But ſee, Orion ſheds unwholeſome dews; 
Ariſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diffuſe; 
| Sharp Boreas blows, and nature feels decay; 
Time conquers all, and we muſt Time obey. 
Adieu, ye vales, ye mountains, ſtreams, and giotei 
Adicu, ye ſnepherds rural lays and loves; 
Adicu, my flocks; farewel, ye ſylvan crew; 


$ 2. Windſor-Foreft. Pore. 
To the Rt. Hon. George Lord Lanſdoun. 
| TH Y foreſts, Windſor! and thy green retreat; 
At once the Monarch's and the Muſes fc, 
Invite my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids | 
Unlock your {pring;s, and open all your ſha. 
Granville commands; your aid, O Mules, bing 
What Muſic for Granville can refuſe to ſing 
The groves of Eden, vanith'd now fo long, 
Live in deſcription, and look green in ſong: 
Iheſe, were my breatt inſpir'd with equal faut, 
Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 


4 Originally thrs + | 
| Chaſte Goddeſs of the woods, 
' Nymyhs of the vales, and Naiads of the floods, 
Lead me thro! arching bow'rs and glimm'rivg lade, 
Unlock your lp. an 35— 8 


Hat 


% 


Jook 
kills and vales, the woodland and the plain, | 
earch and water ſeem to ſtrive aga n! 


Where order in variety we ſee, 


Thin trees ariſe that ſhun each other's 
Here, in full light the ruſſet plains extend; 
There, wrapt in clouds, the bluiſh hills aſcend. 
Ern the wild heath diſplays her purple dyes ®, 
and midſt the deſart fruitful fields ariſe, 
That crown'd with tufted trees and fringing corn, 
Like verdant iſles, the ſable waſte adorn. 
Let India boaſt her plants, nor envy we 
The weeping amber or the balmy tree, 
While by our oaks the precious loads are borne, 
And realms commanded which thoſe trees adorn. 
Net proud Olympus yields a nobler fight, 
Tho gods aſſembled grace his tow'ring height, 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 
Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe gods appear. 
dee Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown'd 
Here bluſhing Flora paints th' enamell'd ground; 
Here Ceres' gifts in waving proſpect ſtand, 
And nodding tempt the joyful reaper's hand ; 
Rick Induſtry fits ſmiling on the plains, 
And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 

Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, 
A dreary deſart, and a gloomy waſte; 
To ſavage beaſts and ſavage laws a prey; | 
And kings more furious and ſevere than they; 
Who claim'd the ſkies, diſpcopled air and floods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods : 
Cities laid waſte, they ſtorm'd the dens and caves+, 
(For wiſer brutes were backward to be ſlaves). 
What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts obey'd, 
And ev'n the elements a tyrant ſway'd ? 
In vain kind ſeaſons ſwell d the teeming grain, 
Soft ſhow'rs diſtill'd, and ſuns grew warm in vain; 
The ſwain with tears his fruſtrate labour yields, 
And famiſh'd dies amidſt his ripen'd fields. 
What wonder then, a bcaſt or biegt ſlaint 
Were equal crimes in a deſpotic reign ? | 
Both doom'd alike for ſportive tyrants bled ; 
But while the ſubject ſtarv'd, the beaſt was fed. 


p Originally thus + | 
Why ſhould I ſing our better ſuns or air, 
Whoſe vital draughts prevent the leach's care; 
Or ſprgad with vernal blooms the purple heath ? 
+ Originally thus: | 


From towns laid waſte to dens and caves they ran 
(For who firſt ſtoop'd to be a ſlave was man). 


: Originally thus : 


No wonder ſavages or ſubject a in — 
1 , jects ſlain— _ 
But ſubjeQs farv'd, while ſavages were fed, 


| 


| 
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15 
Proud Nimrod firſt the bloody chace began ; 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man: R 
Our haughty Norman boaſts that barb'rous name, 


And makes his trembling ſlaves the royal game. 
The fields areraviſh'd from th' induſtrious ſwains, 


The levell'd towns with weeds lie cover'd o'er; 
The hollow winds thro' naked temples roar ; 
Round broken columns claſping ivy twin'd ; 
O'er heaps of ruin ſtalk'd the ſtately hind ; 
The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires; 
And favage howlings fill the ſacred quires, 
Aw'd by his nobles, by his commons curſt, 

Th' oppreſſor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt; 
Stretch'd o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 
And ſerv'd alike his vaſſals and his God. 
Whom ev'n the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dane, 
The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 


| But ſec, the man who ſpacious regions gave 


A waſte for beaſts, himſelf denied a grave! 


At once the chacer, and at once the prey: 
Lo! Rufus, tugging at the _— dart, 
Bleeds in the foreſt like a wounded hart. 


| Succeeding monarchs heard the ſubjects cries, 


Nor ſaw diſpleas'd the peaceful cottage riſe. 


O'er ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread; 

The ferefla wonder'd at th' unuſual grain, 

And ſecret tranſport touch'd the coin ſwain. 

Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddeſs, rears $ 

Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years. 
Ye vig'rous ſwains! while youth ferments your 


Now range the hills, the gameful woods beſet, 
Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net. 
When milder autumn ſummer's heat ſuceceds g, 
And in the new-ſhorn field the partridge feeds, 
Before his lord the ready Cot 
Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds; 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, 
Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey: 
Secure they truſt th' unfaithful field beſet, | 
Till hov'ring o'er 'em ſweeps the ſwelling net. 
Thus (if ſmall things we may with great compare} 
When Albion ſends her eager ſons to war, 


1 


Some thoughtleſs town, with caſe and plenty bleſt, 


Near, and more near, the cloſing lines inveſt 17; 
Sudden they ſeize th' amaz'd, defenceleſs prize, 


While thro? freſh fields th enliv'ning odours breathe, 


And high in air Britannia's ſtandard flies. 


AR IAr Ions. 


| { Oh may no more a foreign maſter's rage, 
With wrongs, yet legal, curſe a future OO # 
Still ſpread, ſair liberty! thy heavenly wings, [ ſprings. 
Breathe plenty on the fields, and fragrance on the 
When yellow autumn ſummer's heat ſucceeds, 
And into wine the purple harveſt bleeds, | 
The partridge feeding in the new-ſhorn fields, 
Both morning ſports and ev'ning pleaſures yields, 


3+ I. flood thus : 

Pleas'd in the general's fight, the hoſt lie down 
Sudden before ſome unſuſpe ling town. 

The young, the old, one inſt n, makes our prize, 


And 9'er cheir captive heads Britannia's ſtaudarè flies. 


From men their oities, and from gods their fanes: 


Stretch'd on the lawn his ſecond hope ſurvey, _ 


Then gath ring flocks on unknown mountains fedz 


And purer ſpirits ſwell the ſprightly flood, [ blood, 
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See! from the brake the whirring pheaſant 
ſprings, | 

And mounts exulting on triumphant wings : 

Short is his joy; he feels the fiery wound, 

Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 

Ah! what avail his gloſſy, varying dycs, 

His purple creſt and ſcarlet-circled eyes, 

The vivid green his ſhining plumes unfold, 

His painted wings, and breaft that flames with 


gold! 
Nor yet, when moiſt Arcturus clouds the ſky, 


The woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny. 


To plains with well-breath'd beagics we repair, 
And trace the mazes of the circhag hare 
(Beaſts, urg'd by us, their fellow beaſts purſue, 
And learn of man cach other to undo) : 
Withſlaught'ring guns th'unwearied fowlerroves, 
When froſts have whiten'd all the naked groves“; 
Where doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o'erſhade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat'ry glade. 


He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye +; 


Straight a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen ſky: 
Oft, as in airy rings they {kim the heath, 


The clam'rous lapwings feel che leaden death; 
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 


They fall, and leave their little lives in air. 

In genial ſpring, bencath the quiv'ring ſhade, 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead, 
The patient fiſher takes his filent ſtand, _ 


Intent, his angle trembling in his hand : 


With looks unmov'd he hopes the ſcaly breed, 


And eyes the dancing cork and bending reed. 


Our plentcous ſtreams a various race ſupply : 


The bright-eyed perch, with fins of Tyrian dye; 

The ſilver eel, in ſhining volumes roll'd; 

The yellow carp, in ſcales bedropt with gold 

Swift trouts, diverſified with crimſon ſtains; 

And pykes, the tyrants of the wat'ry plains, 
Now Cancer glows with Phæœbus' fiery car; 

The youth ruſh eager to the ſylvan war, 

Swarm o'er the lawns, the foreſt walks ſurround, 

Rouſe the fleet hart, and cheer the opening hound. 

Th' impatient courſer pants in every vein, 

And paving ſeems to beat the diſtant plain: 

Hills, vales, and floods appear already crofs'd, 


_ And ere he ſtarts a thouſand ſteps are loſt, 


See the bold youth ſtrain up the threat'ning ſteep, 


Ruth thro' the thickers, down the valleys ſweep, 
Hang o'er their courſers heads with eager ſpced, 


And carth rolls back bencath the flying ſtced, 


Let old Arcadia boaft her ample plain, 


Th' immortal huntreſs, and her virgin-train ; 
7 5 


Nor envy, Windſor ! fince thy ſhades have ſcen 


As bright a Goddeſs, and as chaſte a Queen : 
Whoſe care, like hers, protects the ſylvan reign; 
The earth's fair light, and Empreſs of the main. 
Here too, tis ſung, of old Diana ſtray'd, 
And Cynthus' top fortook for Windfor-ſhade; 


Here was ſhe feen o'er airy waſtes to rove, 
Seck the clear ſpring, or haunt the pathleſs grove; 


EXTRACTS, Box l 


Here arm'd with ſilver bows, in early daun 
Her buſkin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy lawn, 
Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam 
Thy offspring, Thames ! the fair Lodonanan'g 
(Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caſt, 
The Muſe ſhall ſing, and what the ſings ſhall a6), 
Scarce could the Goddeſs from her nym J 
known, : 
But by the creſcent, and the golden zone, 
She ſcorn'd the praiſe of beauty, and the care. 
A belt her waiſt, a fillet binds her hair: 
A pointed quiver on her ſhoulder ſounds, 
And with her dart the flying deer ſhe wok 
It chanc'd, as cager of the chace, the maid 
Beyond the foreſt's verdant limits ftray'd, 
Pan ſaw and lov'd; and burning with deſire, 
Purſued her flight; her flight increas'd his fire 
Not half fo ſwift the trembling doves can fly | 
When the fierce eagle cleaves the liquid ſky; 
Not half fo ſwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 
When thro the clouds he drives the trembline 
doves; | 5 
As from the God ſhe flew with furious pace, 
Or as tne God more furious urg'd the chace, 
Now fainting, finking, pale, the nymph appears; 
Now cloſe behind his ſounding ſteps the hears; 
And now his ſhadow reach'd her as the run, 
His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting ſun; 
And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 
Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair, 
In vain on father Thames ſhe calls for aid, 
Nor could Diana help her injur'd maid. 
Faint, breathleſs, thus ſhe pray'd, nor pray'd in 
Valn— 


„Ah Cynthia! ah—tho' baniſh'd from thy train 


Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair, 


My native ſhades—there weep, and murmur 
She taid, and melting as in tears the lay, [there,” 
In a ſoft filver ſtream diſſolv'd away. 

The ſilver ſtream her virgin coldnets keeps, 
For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps ; 

Still bears the name the hapleſs virgin bore, 
And bathes the foreſt where the rang'd before, 
In her chaſte current oft the Goddeſs laves, 
And with celeſtial tears augments the waves, 
Oft in her glaſs the muſing ſhepherd ſpies 
The headlong mountains and the downward {k1et, 
The wat'ry landſ{kip of the pendant woods, 
And abſent trees that tremble in the floods; 
In the clear azure gleam the flocks are ſeen, 


| And floating foreſts paint the waves with green; 


Thro' the fair ſcene roll {low the ling'ring ſtreams, 

Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the 
Thames. My 

Thou, too, great father of the Britiſh floods! 

With joyful pride ſurvey'ſt our lofty woods; 


| Where tow'ring oaks their growing honours cat, 


And future navics on thy ſhores appear: 
Not Neptune's felf from all her ſtreams rece1ic» 


A wealthicr tribute than to thine he gives. 


| YARLIatioND | 
Ober ruſtling leaves arcund the naked groves, 


+ The fowler lifts his levell'd be on high. 
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No ſeas ſo rich, ſo gay no banks appear, 
No lake fo gentle, and no ſpring fo clear; 
Nor Po ſo fwells the fabling Poet's lays, 
While led along the ſkies his current ftrays, 
' . . , 5 

as thine, which viſits Wind ſor's fam'd abodes, 
To g:ace the manſon of our earthly Gods : 
Nor all his ſtars above a luſtre ſhew 
[ike the bright beauties on thy banks below; 
Where Jove, ſubdued by mortal paſſion ſtill, 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 

Happy the man whom this bright Court ap- 

proves , 3 
His ſor reign favours, and his country loves: 
Happy, next him, who to theſe ſhades retires, 
Wiom Nature charms, and whom the Muſe 
inſpires ; 

Whom humbler joys of home-felt quiet pleaſe, 
ducceſſive ftudy, exerciſe, and eaſe, 
He gathers health from herbs the foreſt yields, 
And of their fragrant phyſic ſpoils the fields; 
With chemie arts exalts the min'ral pow'rs, 
And draws the aromatic ſouls of flow'rs : 
Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high; 
Wer figur'd worlds now travels with his eye; 
Of ancient writ unlocks the learned ſtore, 
Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages o'er: 
Or wand'ring thoughtful in the filent wood, 
Attends the duties of the wife and good, 
T' obſerve a mean, be to himſelf a friend, 
To follow nature, and regard his end; 
Or looks on heaven with more than mortal eyes, 
Bids its free ſoul expariate in the ſkies, 
Amid her kindred ftars familiar roam, 
durvey the region, and confeſs her home! 
Such was the life great Scipio once admir'd ; 
Thus Atticus, and Trumbal thus, retir'd. 

Ye ſacted Nine ! that all my foul poſſeſs, 
Whoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe viſions bleſs, 
Dear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter'd ſcenes, 

The bow'ry mazes, and ſurrounding greens; 

To Thames's banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
Ur where ye Muſes ſport on Cooper's Hill _ 
On Cooper's Hill cternal wreaths ſhall grow, 
While latts the mouutain, or while Thames ſhall 
been thro' conſecrated walks to rove, t [flow). 
hear foft muſic die along the grove: 

Lech by the Hund, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, 
I/ godlike pots venerable made: 


| 


| 


| Stretch his long triumphs down thro? ev* 
| Draw monarchs chain'd, and Creſſi's glorious field, 


8 


17 


7 

Here his firſt lays majeſtic Denham ſung; 

There the laſt numbers flow'd from Cowley's 

tongue. | 

O early loſt! what tears the river ſhed, 

When the ſad pomp along his banks was led! 

His drooping ſwans on ev'ry note expire, || 

And on his willows hung each Muſe's lyre. 
Since faterelentleſs ſtopp'd their heavenly voice, 

No more the foreſts ring, or groves rejoice ;* _ 

Who now ſhall charm the ſhades where Cowley 


ſtrung 
His living haip, and lofty Denham ſung ? 
But hark! the groves rejoice, the foreſt rings 
Are theſe reviv'd ? or is it Granville ſings ? 
Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreats, 
And call the Muſcs to their ancient ſeats ; 
To paint anew the flow'ry ſylvan ſcenes, 
To crown the foreſts with immortal greens, 


Make Windſor hills in lofty numbers riſe, 


And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkies ; 

To ſing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 
And add new luſtre to her ſilver ſtar. & 

Here noble Surrey felt the ſacred rage, 
Surrey, the Granville of a former age : 
Matchleſs his pen, victorious was his lance, 
Bold in the liſts, and graceful in the dance: 
In the fame ſhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 
To the ſame notes, of love, and ſoft deſire ; 


| Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 
| Then fill'd the groves, as heavenly Mira now. 


Oh wouldſt thou fing what heroes Windlor bore, 
What kings firſt breath'd upon her winding ſhore ; 
Or raiſe old warriors, whoſe ador'd remains 


| In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains; 


With Edward's acts adorn the ſhining page, 
age. 


The lilies blazing on the regal ſhield : _ oh 
Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, $&_ 
And leave inanimate the naked wall, | 
Still in thy ſong ſhould vanquiſh'd France appear, 
And bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear. 

Let ſofter ftrains ill-fated Henry mourn, 
And palms eternal flouriſh round his urn. 
Here o'er the Martyr King the marble weeps, 
And, faſt beſide him, once-fear'd Edward fleeps ; 
Whom not th' extended Albion could contain, 


From old Belerium to the northern main, 


VARIATIONS. 


" It Head thus; | 

Ani torce great Jove, if Jove's a lover till, 
: Te change Olympus, &c. 
* Nappy the man who to the ſhades retires; 

Put doubly happy, if the Muſe inſpires ! 

Bleſt whom the {weets of home-felt quiet pleaſe z 
3 But far more bleſt, who ſtudy joins with eaſe ! 

+ It ied thus :; 

Methinks around your holy ſcenes I rove, 

And hear your muſic echoing thro” the grove 

ith tranſport viſit each inſpiring ſhade, 

| N godlike poets venerable made. 
| What ſighs, what murmurs, fill'd the vocal ſhore ! 


His tuuefal ſwans were heard to ſing no more. 


1 


& All the lines that follow were not added to the 
poem till the year 1710. What immediately fol- 
jowed this, and made the concluſion, were theſe: 


My humble Muſe, in unambitious ſtrains, 
Paints the green foreſts and the flow'ry plaihs; 
Where I obſcurely paſs my careleſs days, 
Pleas'd in the filent ſhade with empty praiſe z 
Enough for me that to the lift 'ning ſwains 
Firſt in theſe fields I ſung the ſylvan ſtrains. 


& Originally thus : 


When braſs decays, when trophies lie o'erthrown, 
And mould' ring into duſt drops the proud ftone. | 
EY 20 e 
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The grave unites; where e'en the great find reſt, 

And blended lie th'oppreſſor and th” oppreft ! 
Make ſacred Charles's tomb for ever known 

(Obſcure the place, and uninſcrib'd the ſtone), 

Oh fact accurs'd ! what tears has Albion ſhed * * 

Heavens ! what new wounds! and how her old 

have-bled ! | 

She ſaw her ſons with purple deaths expire, 

Her ſacred domes involv'd in rolling fire, 

A dreadful ſeries of inteſtine wars, 

Inglorious triumphs, and diſhoneſt ſcars. 

At length great Anna ſaid - Let diſcord ceaſe ! 

She ſaid, the world obey'd, and all was peace! 
In that bleſt moment from his oo bed 

Old father Thames advanc'd his rev rend head 2; 

His treſſes dropp'd with dews, and o'er the ſtream 


His ſhining horns diffus'd a golden gleam : 


Grav'd on his urn appear'd the moon, that guides 
His ſwelling waters and alternate tides 
The figur'd ſtreams in waves of filver roll'd, 
And on their banks Auguſta roſe in gold; 
Around his throne the ſea-born brothers ſtood, 
Who {well with tributary urns his flood ! 
Firſt, the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 
The winding Ifis, and the fruitful Thame ; 
The Kennet ſwift, for filver eels renown'd ; 
The Loddon flow, with verdant alders crown'd; 
Cole, whoſe clear ſtreams his flowry iſlands lave; 
And chalky Mey, that rolls a milky wave: 
The blue, tranſparent Vandalis appcars; 
The gulphy Lee his ſedgy treſſes reais ; 
And ſullen Mole, that hides his diving flood; 
And filent Darent, ſtain'd with Daniſh blood. 
High in the midſt, upon his urn reclin'd, 
His ſca-green mantle waving with the wind, 
The God appear'd: he turn d his azure eyes 


| Where Windſor domes and pompous turrets rife! 
Then bow'd and ſpoke; the winds forget to roar, 


And the huſh'd waves glide ſoftly to the ſhore. 
Hail, ſacred Peace! hail, long- expected days, 

That Thames's glory to the ſtars ſhall raiſc ! 

Tho' Tyber's ſtreams immortal Rome behold, 


Tho' foaming Hermus ſwells with tides of gold, 


From Heaven itſelf tho' ſeven-fold Nilus flows, 
And harveſts on a hundred realms beſtows; 


Loſt in my fame, as in the ſea their ſtreams. 


* Originally thus : : 

Oh fact accurs'd ! oh ſacrilegious brood, 

Sworn to rebellion, principled in bloed! 

Since that dire mom what tears has Albion ſhed! 
Gods! what new wounds, &c. | 


+ Till Anna roſe, and bade the Furies ceaſe; 
Let there be peace ſhe ſaid, and all was peace. 


} Originally flood theſe lines: | 
From ſhore to ſhore exulting ſhouts he heard, 
O'er all his banks a lambent light appear'd; 


Fictitious ſtars, and glories not her own. 
He ſaw, and gently rofe above the ſtream : 


His ſhining horas diffuſe a golden gleam; 


Io the bright regions of the riſing day: 


Theſe now no more ſhall be the Muſes themes, 
[Till Conqueſt ceaſe, and Slavery be no more; 


VARIATION $. 


With ſparklingflamesheaven'sglowingconcave ſhone, 


Book I, 


Let Volga's banks with iron ſquadrons ſhine| 
And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine: 
Let bartyrous Ganges arm a ſervile train; f 
Be mine the bleflings of a peaceful reign | 
No more my ſons thall dye with Britiſh blood 
Red Iber's lands, or Iſter's foaming flood: 
Safe on my ſhore each unmoleſted — 
Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain; 
The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace : 
Of war or blood but in the ſylvan chace; 
The trumpet ſleep while cheerful horns are blown, 
And arms employ d on birds and beaſts alone, 
zchold! th' aſcending villas on my fide 
Project long ſhadows o'er the cryſtal tide. 
Lehoid! Auguſta's glitt ring ſpires increaſe, 
And temples rite, tlie beauteoas works of peace, 
[ fee, I lee, where two fair cities bend 
Their ample bow, a new Whitehall aſcend! 
There mighty nations ſhall enquire their doom, 
4 he world's great oracle in times to come; 
There kings thall ſuc, and ſuppliant ſtates be ſeen 
Once more to bend before a Britiſh queen, 
Thy trees, fair Windſor! now ſhall leave their 
And half thy foreſts ruſh into my floods &, [ woods, 
Bear B:itain's thunder, and her croſs diſplay, 


Tempt icy ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 
Where clearer flames glow round the frozen pole; 
Or under ſouthern ſkies exalt their fails, 
Led by new ſtars, and borne by ſpicy gales: 
For me the balm ſhall bleed, the amber flow, 
The coral redden, and the ruby glow; 
The pearly ſhell its lucid globe infold, 
And Phatbus warm the 1ip'ning ore to gold. 
The time ſhall come when, free as ſcas or wind, 
Unbounded Thames ſhall flow for all mankind; 
Whole nations enter with each ſwelling tide, 
And ſeas but join the regions they divide; 
Earth's diſtant ends our. glory ſhall behold, 
And the new world launch forth to ſeek the cl. 
Then ſhips of uncouth form ſhall ſtem the tice, 
And feather d people crowd my wealthy ſide; 
And naked youths and painted chiefs admire 
Our ſpeech, our colour, and our ſtrange attire! 
Oh ſtretch thy reign, fair Peace! from {hore ie 
ſhore, | 2 


With pearl and gold his tow'ry front was dreſt, 
The tributes of the dittant Eaſt and Weſt. 


[| Originally thus: 
Let Venice boaſt her tow'rs amidſt the main, _ 
Where the rough Adrian ſwells and roars in vai; 

Here not a town, but ſpacious realm, ſhall hate 
A ſure toundation on the rolling wave, 


& Mere originally thus : | 
Now ſhall our fleets the bloody croſs diſplay 
To the rich regions of the riſing day, 
Or thoſe green iſles where headlong Titan ſteeps 
His hifling axle in th' Atlantic deeps; 
Tempt icy ſeas, &c. 


Til 


noox I. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &. 


; eed Indians in their native groves | 
2 fruits, and WOO their ſable loves; 
Peru once more a race of kings behold, 

And other Mexicos be roof 'd with gold. 

Fxibd by thee from earth to deepeſt hell, 

In brazen bonds ſhall barb'rous Diſcord dwell ; 
Gigantic Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 

Ard mad Ambition ſhall attend her there; 
There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 
Her weapons blunted, and extinct her fires ; 
There hateful Envy her own ſnakes ſhall feel, 
And Perſecution mourn her broken wheel ; 
There Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 
And gaſping faries thirſt for blood in vain. 

Here . thy flight, nor with unhallow ' d lays 
Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days: 
The thoughts of Gods let Granville's verſe recite, 
And bring the ſcenes of op'ning fate to light: 

My humble Muſe, in unambitious ſtrains, 

Pants the green foreſts and the flow'ry plains, _ 
Where Peace deſcending bids her olives ſpring, 
And ſcatters bleſſings from her dove-like wing. 
Een I more ſweetly paſs my carcleſs days, 

Peas d in the filent ſhade with empty praiſe ; 
Enough for me, that to the liſt'ning fwains 

Firk in theſe fields I ſung the ſylvan ſtrains. 


4. Tao Choruſes to the Tragedy of Brutus *. | 


| PoE. 
CHORUS OF ATHENIANS, 


STROPHE I. | 

ſhades, where ſacred truth is ſought ; 
Groves, where immortal Sages taught, 
Where heavenly viſions Plato fir'd, 

And Epicurus lay inſpir'd ! 

In vain your guiltleſs laurels ſtood 
Unſpotted long with human blood. 

War, horrid war, your thoughtleſs walks invades, 
And ſtcel now glitters in the Muſes ſhades, 


ANTISTROPHE I. 

Oh heaven-born ſiſters ! ſource of art! 
Who charm the ſenſe, or mend the heart; 
Who lead fair Virtue's train along, 
Moral truth, and myſtic Song 
To what new clime, what diſtant ſky, 
Forſaken, friendleſs, ſhall ye fly> * 

Gay, wil ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſhore 2 

Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more? 


STROPHE 11. 
Men Athens finks by fates unjuſt, 
When wild Barbarians ſpurn her duſt ; 
Perhaps ev'n Britain's utmoſt ſhore 
Shall ceaſe to bluſh with ſtrangers” gore; 
See Arts her ſavage ſons controul, 
„And Athens rifing near the pole! 
Till ſome new Tyrant lifts his purple hand, 


** 


—_— 
—_ 


Hence 


And civil madneſs tears them from the land. | 
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.  ANTISTROPHE 11. | 
Ye Gods! what juſtice rules the ball 
Freedom and arts together fall; 
Fools grant whate'er ambition craves 
And men, once ignorant, are ſlaves. 
Oh curs'd effects of civil hate, 
In ev'ry age, in ev'ry ſtate |! 
Still when the luſt of tyrant pow'r ſucceeds, 
Some Athens perithes, ſome Tully bleeds. 


CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. 


SEMICHORUS. 
O. Tyrant Love! haſt thou poſſeſs'd 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous breaſt? 
Wiſdom and wit in vain reclaim, 
And Arts but ſoften us to feel thy flame, 
Love, ſoft intruder, enters here; 
But ent'ring learns to be ſincere. 
Marcus, with bluthes, owns he loves 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 
Why, Virtue, doſt thou blame deſire, 
Which Nature has impreſs'd? 
Why, Nature, doſt thou ſooneſt fire 
The mild and gen'rous breaſt ? 


CHORUS. 
Love's purer flames the Gods approve z 
The Gods and Brutus bend to love; 
Brutus for abſent Portia ſighs, _ 

And fterner Caſſius melts at Junia's eyes. 
What is looſe love? a tranſient guſt, 
Spent in a fudden ftorm of luſt, 

A vapour fed from wild deſire, 

A wand'ring, ſelf-conſuming fire. 
But Hymen's kinder flames unite, 
And burn for ever one; 
Chaſte as cold Cynthia's virgin light, 
Productive as the Sun. 
| SEMICHORUS, 
Oh, ſource of ev'ry ſocial tie, 
United with, and mutual joy! 
What various joys on one attend, 

As ſon, as father, brother, huſband, 
Whether his hoary fire he ſpies, | 
While thouſand grateful thoughts ariſe z 

Or meets his ſpouſe's fonder eye, 

Or views his ſmiling progeny; .. 
What tender paſſions take their turns, 
What home-felt raptures move! 
His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 
With rev'rence, hope, and love. 
CHORUS. 
ilty joys, diſtaſtes, ſurmiſes ; 

Hence falſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes, 

Dangers, doubts, delays, ſurpriſes ; 

Fires that ſcorch, yet dare not ſhine ! 

Pureſt love's unwaſting treaſure, 


friends 


{| Conſtant faith, fair hope, long leiſure, 
| Days of eaſe and nights of pleaſure ; 


Sacred Hymen ! theſe are thine. 


E Altered from Shakeſpeare by the Duke of Buckingham, at whoſe deſire theſe two Chornſes were com- 


doe. to ſupply 
aue and periormed at Buck inghm- houſe. 


as many wanting in his play, They were ſet many years alterwards by the famous Bonon- 
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$ 5. Ode on Solitude s. Pope. 
P.AFEY the man, whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound ; 
Content to breathe his native air, 
In his own ground. 


Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe ficlds with bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire ; 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
: In winter fire. 


Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Fours, days, and years ſlide ſoft away 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
; Quiet by day. 

Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and caſe 

Together mix'd; {weet recreation! 
And innocence, which moſt does pleaſe 

| With meditation, 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown, 
Thus unlamented let me die; 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
| Tell where I lie. 


$ 6. The dying Chriſtian to his Soul. PorE. 


5 | ODE. | 

VITA ſpark of heavenly flame 

Quit, oh quit, this mortal frame! 

Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, fly ing, 

Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying ! 
Ceaſe, fond Nature, ccaſe thy ſtrife, 
And let me languiſh into life ! 

Hark ! they whiſper ; angels ſay, 

. Siſter Spirit, come away 

What is this abſorbs me quite, 

Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my fight, 
Drowns my fpirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death ? 


The world recedes, it difappears ! 
Heav'n opens on my eyes ! my cars 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring! 
Lend, lend your wings ! I mount! 1 fly } 
O Grave! where is thy Victory: | 
O Death! where is thy Sting ? 


9 7. Aa Efay on Criticiſm. Pork. 
TIs hard to ſay, if greater want of {£11 
| Appear in writing, or in judging, ill ; 
But, of the two, leſs dang'rous is th' offence 
To tire our patience, than miſlead our ſenſe, 
Some few in that, but numbers err in this; 
Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes amiſs, 
A fool might once himſelf alone expoſe ; 
Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe. 


This was a very early production of our Author, written at about twelve years old, 


VARIATION, 


+ Many are ſpoil'd by that pedantic throng, 


Tutors, like. virtuoſos, oft inclin'd 
By range transfuſton to improve the mind, 


Who with great pains teach youth to reafon- Wrong. Which yet, with all their (kill, they ne'er es. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| Is by ill colouring but the more diſgrac'd ; 


A 


But oft in thoſe confin'd to ſingle parts. 


Book I 


Tis with our judgments as our watches: nut 
Go juſt alike, yet each believes his own, * 
In Poets as true Genius is but rare, 
True Taſte as ſeldom 1s tHe Critic's ſhare: 
Both muſt alike from Heaven derive their I by 
Theſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to he, 5 
Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel. 
And cenſure freely who have written well. 
Authors are partial to their wit, tis true; 
But are not Critics to their judgment too 
Yet, if we look more clolcly, we ſhall find 
Moſt have the ſeeds of judgment in their mind: 
Nature affords at leaft a glimm' ring licht, 
The lines, tho'touch'd butfaintly,are drawn tic 
But as the {lighteſt ſketch, if juſtly trac'd, | 
So by falſc learning is good ſenſe defac'd, 
Some are bewilder'd in the maze of ſchools, 
And ſome made coxcombs Nature meant but fog, 
In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, 
And then turn Critics in their own defence: 
Each burns alike, who can or cannot write, 
Or with a Rival's or an Eunuch's ſpite, 
All fools have ſtill an itching to deride, 
And fain would be upon the laughing fide, 
If M:evius ſcribble in Apollo's ſpite, | 
There are who judge ſtill worſe than he can writ, 
Some have at firſt for Wits, then Poets paw, 
Turn'd Critics next, and prov'd plain fools at lat. 
Some neither can for Wits nor Critics pals; 
As heavy mules are neither horſe nor aſs, 
Thoſe half-learn'd witlings, num'rous in our ile, 
As half-form'd inſects on the banks of Nile; 
Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to call, 
Their generation's fo equivocal : 
To tell 'em would a hundred tongues require; 
Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire, 
Bur you, who ſeck to give and merit fame, 
And julily bear a Critic's noble name, 
Be ſure yourſelf and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, taſte, and learning go; 
Launch not beyond your depth, but be diſcreet, 
And maik that point whereſenſe and dulneſs meet 
Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, 
And wilely curb'd proud man's pretending vn. 
As on the land while here the occan galls, 
In other parts it leaves wide ſandy plains; 
Thus in the foul while memory prevails, 
The ſolid pow'r of underſtanding fails; 
| Where beams of warm imagination play, 
The memory's ſoft figures melt away. 
One ſcience only will one genius fit; 
So valt is art, ſo narrow human wit: 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 


Like Kings, we loſe the conqueſts gain'd before 
By vain ambition ſtill to make them more: 


Draw off the ſenſe we have, to pour in new; 


4 


2 


Eick 


Book II. 


jeht his ſervile province well command, | 
pry but ſtoop to what they underſtand. 
Firſt follow Nature, and your judgment frame 
By her juſt ſtandard, which is ſtill the ſame: 
Unerring Nature, {till divincly bright, 
One clear, unchang'd, and univerſal light, 
Life, force, and beauty, muſt to all impart ; 
At once the ſource, and end, and teſt of Art. 
Art from that fund each juſt ſupply provides; 
Works without ſhow, and without pomp preſides: 
In ſome fair body thus th' informing ſoul 
With ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 
Each motion guides, and ev ry nerve ſuſtains ; 
Itſelf unſeen, but in th' eſfects remains. 
Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been profuſe“, 
Want as much more, to turn it to its ule ; 
For wit and judgment often are at ſtrife, 
Tho' meant each other's aid, like man and wife. 
Tis more to guide, than ſpur the Muſe's ſtecd; 
Reſtrain his fury, than provoke his ſpeed : 
The winged courſer, like a gen'rous horſe, 
Shews moſt true mettle when you check his courſe, 
Thoſe rules of old diſcover'd, not devis'd, 
Are Nature till, but Nature methodiz'd . 
Nature, like monarchy, is but reſtrain'd 
By the ſame laws which firſt herſelf ordain'd. 
Hear how learn'd Greece her uſeful rules in- 
dites, . 
When to repreſs, and when indulge our flights: 
High on Parnaffus' top her ſons ſhe thew'd, 
And pointed out thoſe arduous paths they trod; 
Held from afar, aloft, th' immortal prize, | 
And urg'd the reſt by equal ſteps to riſe. 
Juſt precepts thus from great examples given, 
dhe drew from them what they deriv'd from 
Thegen'rousCriticfann'dthe Poet's fire, heaven. | 
And taught the world with reaſon to admire. 
Then Criticiſm the Muſe's hand-maid prov'd, 
To dreſs her charms, and make her more belov d: 
But following wits from that intention ſtray d; 
Vho could not win the miſtreſs, woo'd the maid ; 
Againſt the poets their own arms they turn'd, 
dure to hate moſt the men from whom they. 
do modern Pothecaries, taught the art [learn'd. 
By Doctors bills to play the Doctor's part, 
Bold in the practice of miſtaken rules, 
Preſcribe, apply, and call their maſters fools. 
dome on the leaves of ancient authors prey; 


Nor time nor moths e' er ſpoil'd ſomuch as they: 


dome drily plain, witliout invention's aid, 


DIDAC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, Ke. 


Write dull receipts how poems may be made. 
Theſe lcave the ſenſe, their learning to diſplay; 
And thoſe explain the meaning quite away, - 
You then whoſe judgment the right courſe 
Would ſteer, 7 | 
Know well cach Ancicnt's proper character: 


— 


His Fable, Subject, ſcope in ev'ry page; 

Religion, Country, genius of his age: 

Without all theſe at once before your eyes, 

Cavil you may, but never criticize +. 

Be Homer's works your ſtudy and delight; 

Read them by day, and meditate by night: 

Thence form your judgment, thence your max- 
ims bring, | 

And trace the Muſes upward to their ſpring. 

Still with it{elf compar'd his text peruſe ; 

Or let your comment be the Mantuan Muſe. 


When firſt young Maro in his boundleſs mind}, 


A work t' outlaſt immortal Rome deſign'd, 
Perhaps he ſeem'd above the Critic's law, 

And but from Nature's fountains ſcorn'd to draw: 
But when t'examine ev'ry part he came, 

Nature and Homer were, he found, the ſame, 
Convinc'd, amaz'd, he checks the bold deſign; } 
And rules as ſtrict his labour'd work confine, | 
As if the Stagyrite o'erlook'd each line. 


Learn hence for ancient rules a juſt eſteem; 


To copy nature 1s to copy them. 

Some beauties yet no. precepts can declare; 
For there's a happineſs as well as care. 
Muſic reſembles Poet 


in each 
Are nameleſs graces which no methods teach, 


And which a maſter-hand alone can reach. 
If, where the rules not far enough extend 
(Since rules were made but to promote their end), 
Some lucky Licence anſwer to the full | 
Th' intent propos'd, that Licence is a ruic, 


| Thus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, 


May boldly deviate from the common track. 
Great Wits ſometimes may gloriouſly offend, 
And rife to faults true Critics dare not mend; 
From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 
And ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art; 


| Which, without paſſing through the judgment, 


ains 1 5 
The hn and all its end at once attains. 
In proſpects thus, ſome objects pleaſe our eyes 
Which out of nature's common order riſe, | 
The ſkapeleſs rock, or hanging precipice. 
But tho' the Ancients thus their rules invade, 
AsKings diſpenſe with laws themſelveshave made, 
Moderns, beware! or, if you muſt offend _ 
Againſt the precept, ne'er tranſgreſs its end; 


Let it be ſeldom, and compell'd by need; 


And have, at leaſt, their precedent to plead. 


The Critic elſe proceeds without remorſe, 


Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 
I know there are, to whoſe preſumptuous 
thoughts | 7 
Thoſe freer beauties, ev'n in them, ſeem faults. 
Some figures monſtrous and miſ-ſhap'd appear, 
Conſider'd fingly, or beheld too near; _ 


VARIATION -: 


* There are whom heaven has bleſs'd with ſtore of wit, 


et want as much again to manage it. 


? Zollus, had theſe been known, without a name 
ad died, and Perault ne'er been damn'd.to fame; 
The ſenſe of ſound Antiquity had reign'd, a 
And ſacred Homer yet been unxrophan'd. 


To modern cuſtoms, modern rules confin'd, 
Who for all ages writ, and all mankind. 

t When firſt young Maro ſung of Kings and Wars, 
Ere warning Phebus touch'd his trembling ears. 


None e'er had thought his comprehenſive mind | 
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Which, but proportion'd to their light, or place, | 
Due diſtance reconciles to form and grace. 
A prudent chief not always muſt diſplay 
His pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array ; 
But with th' occafion and the place comply, 
Conceal his force, nay ſeem ſometimes to fly. 
Thoſe oft are ſtratagems which errors ſeem ; 
Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 

Still green with bays each ancient altar ſtands, 


Above the reach of facrilegious hands; 


Secure from Flames, from Envy's fiercer rage, 
Deſtructive War, and all-involving Age. 

See from each clime the learn'dtheir incenſe bring! 
Hear, in all tongues conſenting Pæans ring! 

In praiſe fo juſt let ev'ry voice be join'd, 


And fill the gen'ral chorus of mankind. 


Hail, Bards triumphant ! born in happier days; 

Immortal heirs of univerſal praiſe ! 

Whole honours with naw of ages grow, 

As ſtreams roll down, enlarging as they flow; 

Nations unborn your mighty names ſhall ſound, 

And worlds applaud that muſt not yet be found! 

O may ſome {park of your celeſtial fire 

The laſt, the meaneſt, of your ſons inſpireſ flights; 

(That on weak wings, from far, purſues your 

Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes), 

To teach vain Wits a ſcience little known ; 

T' admire ſaperior ſenſe; and doubt their own ! 
Of all the cauſes which conſpire to blind 

Man's erring judgment, and miſguide the mind, 

What the weak head with ſtrongeſt bias rules, 

Is Pride, the never-failing vice of fools. 

Whatever Nature has in worth denied, 

She gives in large recruits of needful Pride; 


For as in bodies, thus in ſouls we find [wind :- 


What wants in blood and ſpirits, ſwell'd with 
Pride, where Wit fails, ſteps in to our defence, 
And fills up all the mighty void of ſenſe. 

If once right reaſon drives that cloud away, 


Truth breaks upon us with reſiſtleſs day. 


Truſt not yourſelf; but, your defects to know, 
Make uſe of cv'ry friend and ev'ry foe. 

A little learning is a dang. rous thing; 

Drink deep, or taſte not the Picrian ſpring : 
There ſhallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely fobers us again. 

Fir'd at firſt fight with what the Muſe imparts, 
In fearleſs youth we tempt the heights of Arts, 
While from the bounded level of our mind 
Short views we take, nor fee the lengths behind; . 
But, more advanc d, behold with ſtrange turprite 
New diftant ſcenes of endlefs ſcience rite ! 

So pleas'd at firſt the tow'ring Alps we try? 


Mount o'er the vales, and ſeem to tread the (ky; 


Th' eternal ſnows appcar already paſt, 

And the firſt clouds and mountains ſeem the laſt ; 
Bur, thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey 

The growing labours of the lengthen'd way; 
Th' increaſing proſpect tires our wand'ring eyes, 


Hills peep o er hills, and Alps on Alps arife ! 


VARIATION. | 


* Fo pleas'd at firſt the tow'ring Alps to try, 
F14i*d with ideas of fair Italy, 


* 5 


The whole at once is bold and regular, 


| As e'er could Dennis, of the Grecian ſtage; 


| Who durſt depart from Ariftotle's rules, 


Book l 


A perfect judge will read each work of Wy 
With the ſame ſpirit that its author writ: 
Survey the whole, nor ſeek flight faults to fad 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mi 1 
Nor loſe, for that malignant dull delight, 

The gen'rous pleaſure to be charm'd with wir, 
But in ſuch lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
Correctly cold, and regularly low; 

That, ſhunning faults, one quiet tenor keep; 
We cannot blame indeed—but we may fleep, 
In Wit, as Nature, what affects our hearts 

Is not th' exactneſs of peculiar parts; 

Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 

But the joint force and full reſult of all. 
Thus when we view fomewell-propertion'd done, 
The world's juſt wonder, and cv'n thine, O Rome! 
No ſingle parts unequally ſurpriſe ; 

All comes united to th' admiring eyes: 

No monſtrous height, or breadth, or length ap. 


pear ; 


—_ a co. _ 


Whoever thinks a faultleſs piece to ſee, 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor c'er ſhall be. 
In ev'ry work regard the writer's end, | 
Since none can compaſs more than they intend; 
And if the means be juſt, the conduct true, 
Applauſe, in ſpite of trivial faults, is due. 
As men of breeding, ſometimes men of wit, 
T' avoid great errors, muſt the leſs commit; 
Neglect the rules each verbal Critic lays, 
For not to know ſome trifles is a praiſe. 
Mof Critics, fond of ſome ſubſervient art, 
Still make the Whole depend upon a Part: 
They talk of principles, but notions prize; 
And all to one lov'd folly ſacrifice. 

Once on a time, LaMancha's Knight, they ſy, 
A certain Bard encount'ring on the way, 
Diſcours'd in terms as juſt, with looks as face, 


Concluding all were deſp' rate ſots and fools 


Our Author, happy in a judge fo nice, 
Produc'd his play, and begg'd the Knight's advice; 
Made him obſerve the ſubject and the plot, | 
The manners, paſſions, unites ; what not: 
All which, exact to rule, were brought about, 
Were but a Combat in the liſts left out. 
«© What! leave the Combat out?” exclaims the 
Yes, or we muſt renounce the Stagyrite. | Kniglttz 
Not fo, by heaven !” he anſwers in a rage; 
Knights, ſquires, and ftecds, muſt enter on the 
« ſtage.” 
So vaſt a throng the ſtage can ne'er contain. 
Then build a new, or act it in a plain.“ 
Thus Critics of leſs judgment than caprice, 
Curious, not knowing ; not exact, but nice, 
Form ſhort ideas; and offend in arts 
(As moſt in manners) by a love to parts. 
Some to Conceit alone their taſte confine, 
And glitt'ring thoughts ſtruck out at cy lints 


The traveller beholds, with cheerful eyes, 
The lefs'ning vales, and ſe:ms to tread the ſK1es, 
| Pleas'd 
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Then, at the laſt and only couplet fraught 

With ſome unmeaning thang they call a thought, 
A needleſs Alexandrine ends the ſong, [ along. 
That, like a wounded ſnake, drags its flow length 


Pleas'd with a work where nothing's juſt or fit; 
One glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit. 
Poets, like painters, thus, unſkill'd to trace 
The naked nature and the living grace, 
With gold and jewels cover ev'ry part, 
And hide with ornaments their waat of art, 
True wit is Nature to advantage dreſs'd; 
What oft was thought, but ne'erſo well expreſs'd; 
Something, whoſe truthconvinc'd at ſight we find, 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 
As ſhades more ſweetly recommend the light, 
$ modeſt plainneſs ſets off ſprightly wit. 
For works may have more wit than does em good, 
As bodies periſh thro' exceſs of blood, 

Others for language all their care expreſs, 
And value books, as women men, for dreſs : 
Their praiſe is ſtill—The Style is excellent; 
The Senſe they humbly take upon content. 
Words are like leaves; and, where they moſt 

abound, | | 

Much fruit of ſenſe beneath is rarely found. 
Falſe eloquence, like the priſmatic glaſs, 
Its gaudy colours ſpreads on ev ry place; 
The face of Nature we no more ſurvey ; 
All glares alike, without diſtinction gay: 
But true Expreſſion, like th' unchanging Sun, 
Clears and improves whate'er it ſhincs upon; 
It gilds all objects, but it alters none. 
Expicthon is the dreſs of thought, and till 
Appears more decent as more ſuitable; _ 
A vile conceit, in pompous words expreſs'd, - 
Is like a clown in Ames purple dreſs'd : - 
For diff rent ſtyles with diff rent ſubjects ſort, 
As ſev'ral garbs with country, town, and court. 
dome, by old words, to fame have made pretence; 


Ancients in phraſe, mere moderns in their ſeuſe: 


duch labour d nothings, in fo ftrange a ſtyle, 
Amazeth' unlearn'd, and make the learned ſmile. 
8 as Fungoſo in the play, | / | 
Theſe ſparks, with aukward vanity, diſplay | 
What the fine gentleman wore yeſterday ; 

And but ſo mimic ancient wits at beſt, | 
As apes our grandſires, in their doublets dreſt. 
In words, as faſhions, the ſame rule will hold ; 
Alike fantaſtic, if too new or old. KATY 
Be not the firſt by whom the new are tricd, 
Nor yet the laſt to lay the old aſide. 

But moſt by numbers judge a poet's ſong ; 
And ſmooth or rough with them is right or wrong: 
lu the bright Muſe tho thouſand charms conf] pire, 
Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire ; 

Who haunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their ear, 
Not mend their minds; as ſome to church repair 
Net for the doctrine, but the muſic there. 
Thele equal ſyllables alone require, 

"0 oft the car the open vowels tire; 

While expletives their feeble aid do join, 
8 low words oft creep in one dull line: 
Win ny ming Cap the ſame unvaricd chimes, 

_— | —_ 2 ſtill expected rhymes; s 
* wh In 5 the cooling weſtern breeze, 
arp rad es it whiſpers thro” the trees br 
e ann © with pleaſing murmurs creep, 

kadar schreaten'd (not invain)with®lcep,” 
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Leaye ſuch to tune their own dull rhymes, an 
know © | | 


What's roundly ſmooth, or languiſhingly flow; 


And praiſe the eaſy vigour of a line 


Where Denham's ſtrength and Waller's ſweetneſs 


join. 


True eaſe in writing comes from art, not chance; 
As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'd to dance, 


Tis not enough no harſhneſs gives offence, 
The ſound muſt ſeem an echo to the ſenſe : 
Soft is the ſtrain when zephyr gently blows, 


And the ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers flows; 


But when loud ſurges lath the ſounding ſhore, 


The hoarſe, rough verſe ſhould like the torrent 


roar. 


WhenAjaxftrives ſome rock's vaſtweight tothrow, 
The line too labours, and the words move flow : 
Not fo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 
Flies o'er th' unbending corn, and ſkims along the 


main. | 
Hear how Timotheus' varied lays ſurpriſe - 
And bid alternate paſſions fall and rife ! 
While, at cach change, the ſon of Libyan Jove 


Now burns with glory, and then melts with love: 


Now his fierce eyes with ſparkling fury glow, 


| Now fighs ſteal out, and tears begin to flow: 
Perſians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 
And the world's victor ſtood ſubducd by ſound! 


The pow'r of muſic all our hearts allow; 
And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 
Avoid extremes, and ſhun the fault of ſuch 


Who ſtill are pleas'd too little or too much. 


At ev'ry trifle ſcorn to take offence 


That always ſhews great pride, or little ſenſe : 


Thoſe heads, as ſtomachs, are not ſure the beſt, 


Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt, 
Vet let not each gay turn thy rapture move; 
For fools admirc, but men of ſenſe approve : 


As things ſeem large which we thro' miſts deſcry; + 


Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify. | 
The ancients only, or the moderns, prize. 
Thus wit, like faith, by each man is applicd 
To one ſmall ſect, and all are damn'd beſide, 
Meanly they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, 
And force that ſun but on a part to ſhine, 


Which not alone the ſouthern wit ſublimes, 


But ripens ſpirits in cold northern climes ; 
Which from the firſt has ſhone on ages paſt, 
Enlights the preſent, and ſhall warm the lait; 
Tho' cach may feel increaſes and decays, 
And ſee now clearcr and now darker days. 
Regard not then if wit be old or new, 

Bur blame the falſe, and value ſtill the true. 


Some ne'cr advance a judgment of their own,) 


Bur catch the ſpreading notion of the town ; 
They reaſon and conclude by precedent, 


And own ſtale nonſenſe which they ne'erinyens 
Some judge of authors names, not works; : nd then 
Nor praiſe nor blame the writings, but the men. 

ED O 
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Some foreign writers, ſome our own, deſpiſe; 


D— — 


— — 
—— 


— 2 — — . 4 *⸗wÄ ů 


+=. — 


i — * 


134 ELEGANT 


Of all this ſervile herd, the worſt is he 

That in proud dulneſs joins with quality : 

A conſtant critic at the great man's board, 

To fetch and carry nonſenſe for my lord: 

What woful ſtuff this madrigal would be, 

In ſome ftarv'd hackney ſonnetteer, or me! 

But let a lord once own the happy lines, 

How the wit brightens ! how the ſtyle refines ! 

Before his ſacred name flics ev'ry fault, | 

And each exalted ſtanza teems with thought! 
The vulgar thus thro' imitation err; 

As oft the learn'd, by being ſingular : 

So much they ſcorn the crowd, that if the throng 

By chance go rizht, they purpoſely go wrong : 

o ſchiſmar'cs the plain believers quit, 

And ute but damn'd for having too much wit. 

Some praiſe at morning what they blame at night; 

But always think the laſt opinion right. 

A Mule by theſe is like a miſtreſs us d; 

This hour ſhe's idoliz'd, the next abus'd ; 

While their weak heads, like towns unfortified, 

*T wixt ſenſe and nonſenſe daily change their fide. 

Aſk them the cauſe ; they're wiſer ſtill, they ſay; 

And ſtill to-morrow's wiſer than to-day. 

We think our fathers fools, ſo wiſe we grow; 

Our wiſer ſons, no doubt, will think us ſo. 

Once ſchool-divines this zealous iſle o'erſpread; 

Who knew moſt ſentences was deepeſt read: 

Faith, Goſpel, all ſeem'd made to be diſputed, 

And none had ſenſe enough to be confuted : 

Scotiſts and Thomiſts now in peace remain 

Amidft their kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 

If faith itſelf has diff rent dreſſes worn, 

What wonder modes in wit ſhould take their turn! 

Oft, leaving what 1s natural and fit, 

The current folly proves the ready wit“; 

And authors think the reputation ſafe, 

Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 
Some valuing thoſe of their own fide or mind, 

Still make themſelves the meaſure of mankind ! 

Vondly we think we honour merit then, 

When we but praiſe ourſelves in other men. 

Parties in wit attend on thoſe of ſtate, 

And public faction doubles private hate. 

Pride, malice, folly, againſt Dryden roſe, 

In various ſhapes of parſons, critics, beaux : 

But ſenſe ſurviv'd when merry jeſts were paſt, 

For riſing merit will buoy up at laſt. 

Might he return, and bleſs once more our eyes, 

New Blackmores and new Milbourns muſt ariſe : 

Nay, ſhquld great Homer lift his awful head, 

Zoilus again would ſtart up from the dead. 

Envy will merit, as its ſhade, purſue; 

Burt, like a ſhadow, proves the ſubſtance true : 

For cnvied wit, like ſol eclips'd, makes known 

Th' oppoſing body's groſlnets, not its own. | 


When firſt that ſun too pow'rful beams difpls 
| It draws up vapours which obſcure | 
\ p Vapo cure its rays; 
But ev'n thoſe clouds at laſt adorn its way 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day, 
Be thou the firit true merit to befriend, 
His praiſe is loſt who ſtays till all commend. 
Short is the date, alas! of modern rhymes, 
And 'tis but juſt to let them live betimes, 
No longer now that golden age appeors, 
When patriarch wits ſurviv'd a thouſand year: 
Now length of fame (our ſecond life) is lth, 
And baye threeſcore is all &cn that can boaſt, 
Our ſons their fathers failing language lee, 
And ſuch as Chaucer is ſhall Dryden be, 
So when the faithful pencil has deſign'd 
Some bright idea of the maſter's mind, 
Where a new world leaps out at his command, 
And ready Nature waits upon his hand 
When the ripe colours ſoften and vnite, 
And ſweetly melt into juſt ſhade and licht; 
When mellowing years their full perfection git, 
And each bold figure juſt begins to live ; 
The treach'rous colours the fair art betray, 
And all the bright creation fades away 
Unhappy wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 
Atones not for that envy which it brings. 
In youth alone its empty praiſe we boaſt ; 
But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd vanity is lot : 
Like ſome fair flow'r the carly ſpring ſupplies, 
That gaily blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies, 
What is this wit, which muſt our cares emplo!! 
The owner's wife, that other men enjoy: 
Then moſt our trouble ſtill when moſt admir's, 
And till the more we give, the more requir d; 


Sure ſome to vex, but never all to plraſe: 
'Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous ſhun; 
By fools tis hated, and by knaves undone ! 
If wit ſo much from ign'rance undergo, 
Ah let not learning too Commence its foe! 
Of old, thoſe met rewards who could excel, 


Tho' triumphs were ro gen'rals only due, 
Crowns were reſerv'd to grace the ſoldicrs tte. 
Now, they who reach Parnaſſus' lofty crown, 
Employ their pains to fpurn fome others down; 
And while ſelf-love each jealous writer rules, 
Contending wits become the ſport of fools : 
But ſtill the worſt with moſt regret comment, 
For each ill author is as bad a friend. 
To what baſe ends, and by what abject wars, 
Are mortals urg'd thro” ſacred luſt of prail: ! 
Ah! ne er fo dire a thirſt of glory boait, 
Nor in the critic let the man be loft, _ 
Good-nature and good ſenſe muſt ever join: 
\To err is human; to forgive, divine. 


T4 RIA TP IO No 


* The rhyming clowns that glodded Shakeſpear's age 
No more with crambo entertain the Huge. 0 
Who now in anagrams their patron praiſe, 

Or ſing their mittreſs in acroſtie lays; 


ELe'n pulpits pleat d with merry puns of yore 


Now all are baniſh'd to th' Hibernian ſhore 
Thus leaving what was natural and fit, 

The current folly prov'd their ready wit: 
And authors thought their reputation ſafe, 
Which liv'd as long as tools were pleas'd to laugh. 


a 
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 Whoſefame with painsweguard, but loſe witheak, 


And fuch were prals'd who but endeavour'd well: 


Put if in noble minds ſome dregs remain, | 

Nat yet purg'd off, of ſpleen and ſour diſdain, 

Piſcharge that rage on more provoking crimes, 

Nor fear a dearth 1n theſe flagitious tumes. 

No pardon vile obſcenity ſhould find, 

Tho' wit and art conſpire to move your mind; 

But dulneſs with obſcenity myſt prove 

As ſhameful ſure as impotence in love. 

Ta the fat age of pleaſure, wealth, and eaſe 

Sprung the rank weed, and thriv'd with Were 
increaſe: 

When love was all an eaſy monarch's care; 

deldom at council, never in a war, ; | 

its rul'd the ſtate, and ſtateſmen farces writ z 

Nay, wits had penſions, and young lords had wit: 

Thi fair ſat panting at a courtier's play, 

And not a maſk went unimprov'd away: 

The modeſt fan was lifted up no more ; 

And virgins {mil'd at what they bluth'd before. 

The following licence of a foreign reign 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain; 

Then unbelieving prieſts reform'd the nation, 

And taught more pleaſant methods of ſalvation; 

Where Heaven's free ſubjects might their rights 
diſpute, ö 

Leſt God himſelf ſhould ſeem too abſolute : 

Pulpits their ſacred ſatire learn'd to ſpare, 

And vice admir'd to find a flatt'rer there 

Encourag'd thus, wit's Titans brav'd the ſkies, 

And the preſs groan'd with licens'd blaſphemics. 

Theſe monſters, critics ! with your darts engage, 

Here point your thunder, and exhauſt your rage! 

Vet ſhun their fault, who, ſcandaloufly nice, 

Will needs miſtake an author into vice: 

All ſeems infected that th' infected ſpy, 

As all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 

Learn then what morals critics ought to ſhew, 
For 'tis but half a judge's taſk to know. 
is not enough, taſte, judgment, learning, join; 
In all you ſpeak, let truth and candour ſhine : 
That not alone what to your ſenſe is due 
All may allow, but ſcck your friendſhip too. 

Be filent always when you doubt vour ſenſe; 
And ſpeak, tho' fare, with ſeeming diffidence: 
dome poſitive, perſiſting fops we know, 

Who, if once wrong, will needs be always fo; 
But you with pleaſure own your errors paſt, 
And make each day a critique on the laſt. 
Tis not cnough your counſel ſtill be true; 
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Twere well might critics till this freedom takeʒ 
But Appius reddens at each word you ſpeak, 
And ſtares tremendous, with a threat ning eye, 


Like ſome fierce tyrant in old tapeſtry. 
| Fear moſt to tax an honourable tool, 


. Whoſe right it is, uncenſur'd, to be dull; 


Such, without wit, are pocts when they plcaſe, 


As without learning they can take degrees. 

Leave dang'rous truths to unſucceſsful ſatires, 

And flottery to fulfome dedicators, [more 
om, when they praiſe, the world believes np 

Than when they promiſe to give ſcribbling o'er. 

is beſt ſometimes your cenſure to reſtrain, 

And charitably let the dull-be vain : 

Your ſilence there is better than your ſpite ; 

For who can rail fo long as they can write? 

Still humming on, their drowzy courſe they keep, 

And lafh'd fo long, like tops, are laſh'd aſleep. 

Falfe fteps but help them to renew the race; 

As, after ſtumbling, jades will mend their pace. 

What crowds of theſe, impenitently bold, 

In ſounds and jingling ſvllables grown old, 

Still run on poets in a raging vein, | 

Ev'n to the dregs and ſqueezings of the brain; 


And rhyme with all the rage of impotence ! 
Such ſhameleſs bards we have; and yet tis true, 

There are as mad abandon'd critics too. 

The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 

With loads of learned lumber in his head, 

With his own tongue till edifies his ears, 

And always lining to himſelf appears. 

All books he reads, and all he reads aſlails, + 

From Dryden's Fables down to Durfey's Tales : 

With him, moſt authors ſteal tlieir works, or buy; 

Garth did not write his own Diſpenſary. 

Name a new Play, and he's the Poet's friend, 


No place fo ſacred from ſuch fops is barr'd, 

Nor is Paul's church more ſafe than Paul's church- 
yard: | | 

Nay, fly to altars ; there they'll talk you dead*; 

For Fools ruſh in where Angels fear to tread. 

Diftruſtful ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, 

It ſtill looks home, and ſhort excurſions makes; 

But rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks, i 

And never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide, 

Bucſis out, refiiticſs, with a thund'ring tide, 

| But where's the man who counſel can beſtow, 


Plunttruths more miſchief than nice falſchoods do: 
Men muſt be taught as if you taught them not, 


Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know? 
Unbiafs'd or by favour or by ſpite; 


And things unknown propos'd as things forgot. | Nor dully prepoſicts'd, nor blindly right; 


Without good- breeding, truth is diſapprov'd; 
That only makes ſuperior ſenſe belov d. 

Be niggards of advice on no pretence; 
For the worſt avarice is that of ſenſe. 
With mean complacence ne'er betray your truſt, 
Nor be {6 civil as to prove unjuſt. 
Fear not the anger of the wiſe to raiſe ; 


Thoſe beſt can dear reproof who merit praiſe. 


VARIATION: 


* ' | 
le Know no manners but of poetry. | 


Theo learn'd well-bred, and tho' well-bred ſincere, 


| Modcſtly bold, and humanly ſevere ; | 


Who to a fricnd his faults can freely ſhew, 


And gladly praife the merit of a foe ? 

Bleſt with a taſte exact, yet unconfin'd ; 

A knowledge both of books and human kind ; 
-Gen'rous converſe; a ſoul exempt from pride; 


And love to praiſe, with reaſon on his ſide ? 


They'll ſtop a hungry chaplain in his grace, 
To treat of unities of time and place. 


Strain out the laſt dull droppings of their ſenſe, _ 


Nay ſhew'dhis faults; but when would Poetsmend? | 
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His Precepts teach but what his Works inſpire. 


The ſcholar's learning, with the courtier's eaſe, 


And bleſs their Critic with a Poer's fire. 


A ſecond deluge Learning thus o'er-run, 


Starts from her trance, and trims her wither'd bays; | 
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Such once were Critics; ſuch the happy few 
Athens and Rome in better ages Knew. 
The mighty Stagyrite firtt lett the ſhore, 
Spread all his ſails, and durſt the deeps explore ; 
He ſteer'd ſecurely, and diſcover'd far, 

Led by the light of the Mæonian Star. 
Poets, a rie long unconfin'd and free, 
Still fond and proud of ſavage liberty, 
Receiv'd his laws, and ftood convinc'd; 'twas fit, 
Who conquer'd Nature ſhould pretide o'er Wit. 

Horace ſtill charms with graceful negligence, 

And without method talks us into ſenſe; 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 

The trueſt notions in the eaſieſt way. 

He who, ſupreme in judgment as in wit, 

Might boldly cenſure, as he boldly writ; 

Yet judg'd with coolneſs, tho' he ſung with fire; 


Our Critics take a contrary extreme; 

They judgewith fury,butthey write with phlegm; 

Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong tranſlations 

By wits, than critics in as wrong quotations. 
See Dionyſus Homer's thoughts refine, 

And call new beauties forth from ev'ry line! 
Fancy and art in gay-Petronius pleaſe ; 


In grave > pace i. copious work we find 
The juſteſt rules and cicareſt method join d: 
Thus uſeful arms in magazines we place, 
All rang'd in order, and diſpos'd with grace; 
But lefs to pleaſe the eye than arm the hand; 
Still fit for uſe, and ready at command. | 
Thee, bold Longinus! all the Nine inſpire, 


An ardent Judge, wao, zealous in his truſt, 
With warmth gives ſentence, vet is always juſt : 
Whoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws; 
And is himſelf that great Sublime he draws. 
Thus long ſucceeding Critics juſtly reigu'd, 
Licence repreſs'd, and uſeful laws ordain'd, 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew, 
And Arts fill follow'd where her Eagles flew : 
From the ſame foes, at laſt, both felt their doom; 
And the ſame age ſaw Learving fall, and Rome. 
With Tyranny then Superſtition join'd ; 
As that the body, this enflav'd the mind: 
Much was believ'd, but little underficod ; 
And to be dull was conſtrued to be good þ : 


And the Monks finiſh'd what the Goths begun. | 
At length Eraſmus, that great injur'd name, 
The glory of the Prieſthyod, and the ſhame ! 
Stemm'd the wild torrent of a barb'rous age, 
And drove thoſe holy Vandals off the ſtage. 
But ſee! cach Muſe, in Leo's golden days, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| Prefcrib'd her heights, and prun'd her tender wing, 


Still pleas'd to praile, yet not afraid to blame: 


| TT SRIST-EO NS. 
#* That bold Columbus of the realms of wit, 


Whoſe firſt difcov'ry nat exceeded yet, 

Led by the light of the Mæonian Star, 

He tte-r'q ſecurely, and diſcover'd far. 

He, when all Nature was ſubdued before, 

Lie his great Pupil, figh'd, and long'd for mare; 
| 4 
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Rome's ancient Genius, 0'cr its ruins ſpread 
. ? 
Shakes off the duſt, and rears his rev'rend head 
Then Sculpture and her ſiſter- arts revive. 
Stones Icap'd to form, and rocks began to lim: 
With ſweeter notes each riſing Temple rung; 
A Raphael painted, and a Vida ſung. 
Immortal Vida ! on whoſe honour'd brow 
The Poet's bays and Critic's ivy grow, 
Cremona now ſhall cver boaſt thy name; 
As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 
But ſoon by impious arms from Latium chas d, 
Their ancient bounds the banith'd Muſes paſs d; 
T hence Arts o'er all the northern world advance, 
But Critic-learning flouriſh'd moſt in France: 
The rules a nation, born to ſerve, obeys; 
And Boileau ſtill in right of Horace (ways, 
But we, brave Britons, foreign laws deſpis d, 
And kept unconquer'd and unciviliz'd ; 
Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 
We ſtill defied the Romans, as of old. 
Yet ſome there were, among the ſounder few 
Of thoſe who Jeſs preſum'd, and better knew, 
Who durſt aflert the juſter ancient cauſe, 
And here reſtor'd Wit's fundamental laws; 
Such was the Muſe whole rules and practice tell, 
« Nature's chief Maſter- piece is writing well.” 
Such was Roſcommon, not more learn'd than good, 
With manners gen'rous as his noble olocd; 
To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
And ev'ry author's merit, but his own, 
Such late was Walſh, the Muſe's judge and friend, 
Who juſtly knew to blame or to commend; 
To failings mild, but zealous for deſert; 
The cleareſt head, and the ſincereſt heart, 
This humble praiſe, lamented ſhade! receive, 
This praiſe at leaſt a grateful Nuſe may give, 
The Muſe whole early voice you taught to ſmg, 


(Her guide now loſt) no more attempts to riß, 

But in low numbers ſhort excurſions tries: | view; 
Content, if hence th' unlearn'd their wants m 
The learn'd reſlect on what before they knew: 
Careleſs of cenſure, nor too fond of fame; 


Averſe alike to flatter, or oftend ; _ 
Nat free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend, 


— 


8 8. The Rape of the Lock. PoE. 
Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos 
Sed juvat, hoc precibus me tribullle tuis. 
| | MaxrT, 

| ANT 
WHAT dire Hence from am'rous cauſes 

__ ſprings, ML 

hat mighty conteſts rife from trivial thingy 


Fancy's wild regions yet unvanquiſh'd lay, 
A boundleſs empire, and that own'd no 1way. 
Poets, &c. | 


+ Vain wits and critics were no more allow'd, 
When none but ſaints had licence to be proud. 
| 1 fn 
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I fng—This verſe to CARYL, Muſe! is due; 
This even Belinda may vouchſafe to view: 
Sliyht is the ſubject, but not ſo the praiſe, | 
Ir She inſpire, and He approve my lays. 
Say vhatſtrange motive, Goddeſs! could compel 
A well-bred Lord t aſſault a gentle Belle ? 
0 fay what ſtranger cauſe, yet unexplor'd, 
Could make a gentle Belle reject a Lord? 
In taſks ſo bold can little men engage“? 
Aud in ſoft boſoms dwells ſuch mighty rage? 
gol thro' white curtains ſhot a tim'rous ray +, 
And op'd thoſe cyes that muſt eclipſe the 4 
Now lapdogs gave themſelves the rouſing ſhakc; 
And ſleepleſs lovers, juſt at twelve, awake : 
Thrice rung the bell, the flipper knock'd the 
ound, | | 
And the preſs d watch return'd a filver ſound. 
Belinda ſtill her downy pillow preſs'd, 


Her guardian Sylph prolong'd the balmy reſt— 


Twas He had ſummon'd to her ſilent bed 
The morning-dream that hoyer'd o'er her head 
A youth more glitt'ring than a birth-night beau, 
That even in ſlumber caus'd her cheek to glow, 
S&em'd to her car his winning lips to lay, 
And thus in whitpers ſaid, or ſcem'd to ſay: 

Faireſt of mortals, thou diftinguiſh'd care 
Of thouſand bright inhabitants of air! 
If c er one viſion touch thy infant thought, 
Of all the. Nurſe and all the Prieſt have taught; 
Of airy elves by moonlight ſhadows ſeen, 
The flyer token, and the circled green, 
Or virgins viſited by Angel-pow'rs, [flow'rs; 
With golden crowns, and wreaths of heavenly 
Hear and believe ! thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 
Some ſecret truths, from learned pride conceal'd, 
To maids alone and children are reveal'd: 
What tho' no credit doubting wits may give? 
The fair and innocent ſhall ſtill believe. 
now then, unnumber'd ſpirits round thee fly, 
The light Militia of the lower ſky : 
+hele, tho' unſeen, are ever on the wing, 
tang 0 er the box, and hover round the ring. 
| Think what an equipage thou haſt in air, 
And view with ſcorn two pages and a chair, 
As now your own, our beings were of old, 
And once inclos'd in woman's beautcous mould; 
Thence, by a ſoft tranſition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles to theſe of air. 
Think not, when woman's tranſient breath is fled, 
That all her vanities at once are dead; | 
Succeeding vanities ſhe ſtill regards, 
And, tho the plays no more, o'erlooks the cards. 
Her oy in gilded chariots, when alive, 
e vo AAS, after death ſurvive 'E 
des 12M * in all their pride expire, 

be ei Fromm their fouls retire : 
"* he. ons ny termagants in flame 

Þ, and take a falamander's name. 
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Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 

And ſip, with 2 their elemental tea. 
The graver prude ſinks downward to a gnome, 
In ſearch of miſchief ſtill on earth to roam. 
The light coquettes in ſylphs aloft repair, 

And ſport and flutter in the fields of air. 

Know further yet—whoever fair and chaſte 
Rejects mankind, is by ſome ſylph embrac'd: 
For ſpirits, freed from mortal laws, with eaſe 
Aſſume what ſexes and what ſhapes they pleaſe. 
What guards the purity of melting maids 
In courtly balls and midnight maſquerades, 

Safe from the treach'rous friend, the daring ſpark, 
The glance by day, the whiſper in the dark, 
When kind occaſion prompts their warm deſires, 
When muſic ſoftens, and when dancing fires? 
'Tis but their ſylph, the wiſe celeſtials know, 


1 Tho' honour is the word with men below. | face, 


Some nymphs there are, too conſcious of their 


| For life predeſtin'd to the gnomes embrace. 


Theſe ſwell their proſpects and exalt their pride, 
When offers are diſdain'd, and love denied: 
Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, 

While pecrs,anddukes,andalltheirſweepingtraing 
And garters, ſtars, and coronets appear, 

And in ſoft ſounds © your grace” ſalutes their ear. 
'Tis theie that early taint the female ſoul, 
Inſtruct the eyes of young coquettes to roll, 


| Tcach infant-checks a bidden bluſh to know, 


And little hearts to flutter at a beau. 

Oft, when the world imagine women ſtray, 
The ſylphs thro' myſtic mazes guide their way 
Thro' all the giddy circle they purſuc, 

And old impertinence expel by new. 

What tender maid but muſt a victim fall 

To onc man's treat, but for another's ball ? 
When Flor io ſpeaks, what virgin could withſtand, 


| If gentle Damon did not ſqueeze her hand? 


With varying vanitics, from ev'ry part, 

They ſhift the moving toy-ſhop of their heart; 

Where wigs with wigs, with ſword-knots ſword- 
knots ſtrive, 5 1 

Beaux baniſh beaux, and coaches coaches drive, 

This erring mortals levity may call; 

Oh blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it all. 

Of theſe am 1, who thy protection claim; 

A watchful ſprite, and Ariel is my name. 

Late as I rang'd the cryſtal wilds of air, 

In the clear mirror of thy ruling ſtar _ 

I ſaw, alas! ſome dread event impend, _ 

Ere to the main this morning ſun deſcend; 

But heaven reveals not what, or how, or where: 

Warn'd by thy Sylph, oh pious maid, beware ! 

This to diſcloſe is all thy guardian can: 


He ſaid; when Shock, who thought the ſlept too 
Leap'd up, and wak'd his miſtreſs with his tongue, 
'Twas then, Belinda, if report ſay true, 


| Thy eyes firſt open'd on a billet-doux ; 


VARIATION $., 


9 5 1 + 
N dwells ſuch rage in ſofteſt boſoms then, 
lodge duch darirg fouls in little men ? 
Faro” white curtains did his beams diſplay, 


And op- choſe eyes which brighter ſhone than they; 


Shock juſt had given himſelf the rouſing ſhake, 

And nymphs prepar'd their chocolate to take; 

Thrice the wrought ſlipper knock'd againſt the ground. 
And ttriking watches the tenth hour reſound. 
5 | Wounds; 


Beware of all, but moſt beware of man! [long, 
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Wounds, charms, and ardours, were no ſooner read, 
But all the viſion vaniſh'd from thy head. 

And now, unveil 'd, the toilet ſtands diſfplay'd 
Each filver vaſe in myſtic order laid. 
Firſt, rob'd in white, the nymph intent adores, 
With head uncover'd, the coſmetic pow'rs : 
A heavenly image in the glaſs appears; 
To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears ; 
Th' inferior prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, 


Trembling, begins the ſacred rites of pride. 


Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here 
The 7arious off rings of the world appear; 
From each ſhe nicely culls with curious toil, 
And decks the goddeſs with the glitt'ring ſpoil. 
This caſket India's glowing gems unlocks, 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box : 

The tortoiſe here and elephant unite, 
Transform'd tocombs, the ſpeckled and the white: 
Her: files of pins exrend their ſhining rows, 
Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 


Now awful beauty purs on all its arms; 


The fair each moment riſes in her charms, 
Repairs her ſmiles, awakens ev'ry grace, 

And calls forth all the wonders of her face: 
dees by degrees a purer bluth ariſe, 

And keener hg'rtnings quicken in her eyes. 
The buſy Sylphs ſurround their darling care; 
Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide the hair; 
Some fold the ſleeve, whilft others plait the gown 
And Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. 


CAMTO. 1 
NOT with more glories, in th' ethereal plain, 
The ſun firit riſes oer the purpled main, 
Than, iſſuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launch'd on the boſom of the ſilver Thames“. 


Fair Nymphs, and well- dreſs'd youths, around her 


But ev'ry eye was fix'd on her alone. | ſhone; 
On her white breaſt a ſparkling croſs ſhe wore, 
Which Jews might kiſs, and Infidels adore. 


Her lively looks a ſprightly mind diſcloſe, 


Quick as her eyes, and as unſix'd as thoſe: 
Favours to none, to all ſhe ſmiles extends; 


Oft the rejects, but never once offends. 
Bright as the ſun her eyes the gazers ſtrike, 


And, hke the ſun, they ſhine on all alike. 


Vet graceful eaſe, and ſweetneſs void of pride, 


Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide: 

If ro her ſhare ſome female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you'll torget them all. 
Tnis Nymph, to the deſtruction of mankind, 


Nourifh'd two Locks, which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well contpir'd to deck 


With ſhining ringlets the ſmooth iv'ry neck. 


Love in thete labyrinths his ſlaves detains, 


And mighty hearts are held in ſlender chains. 
With hairy ſpringes we the birds betray ; 


- Slight lines of hair ſurpriſe the finny prey; 


Fair treſſes man's imperial race enſnare, 
And beauty draws us with a ſingle hair. 


VARIATION. 


* From hence to line 46 (The reſt the winds diſpers'd in empty air) the Poem ſtood originally ; all after, 
10 the end of this Canto, being additional, | CANE! 


Colours thatchangewhene'er theywavetheirwings 


EXTRACTS, Boot 


Th' advent'rous Baron the bright lock ada; 
He ſaw, he wiſh'd, and to the — apud Ot 


Reſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, A 
By force to raviſh, or by fraud betray ; ' 
For, when ſucceſs a Lover's toil attends, N 


Few aſk if fraud or force attain'd his ends, 
For this, ere Phoebus roſe, he had implor d 
Propitious Heaven, and ev'ry pow'r ador's: 
But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built 
Of twelve vaſt French romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves; 
And all the trophies of his former loves: 
With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three am'rous ſighs to rail the fire, 
Then proftrate falls, and begs with ardent eve; 
Soon to obtain, and long poſleſs the prize. 
The pow'rs gave ear, and granted half his pray; 
The reſt, the winds diſpers'd in empty air. 
But now ſecure the painted veſſel glides, 
The ſun- beams trembling on the floating tides; 
While melting muſic ſteals upon the ſky, 
And ſoften'd ſounds along the waters die; 
Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play; 
Belinda ſmil'd, and all the world was gay. 
All but the Sylph with careful thoughts oppreſ, 
Th' impending woe fat heavy on his breaſt, 
He ſummons ſtraight his denizens of air; 
The lucid ſquadrons round the fails repair: 
Soft o'er the ſhrouds atrial whiſpers breathe, 
That ſeem'd but Zephyrs to the train bencath, 
Some to the ſun their inſect-wings unfold, 
Waft on the breeze, or fink in clouds of gold; 
Tranſparent forms, too fine for mortal ſight, 
Their fluid bodies half diſſolv'd in light. 
Looſe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dew, 
Dipp'd in the richeſt tincture of the ſkies, 
Vhere light diſports in ever-mingling dyes; 
While ev'ry beam new tranſient colours flings, 


Amid the circle on the gilded maſt, 

Superior by the head, was Ariel plac'd; 

His purple pinions op'ning to the ſun, 

He rais'd his azure wand, and thus begun : 
Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give er: 

Fays, fairies, genii, elves, and dæmons hear! 

Ye know the ſpheres and various taſks align 

By laws eternal to th' acrial kind. 

Some in the fields of pureſt æther play, 

And batk and whiten in the blaze of day : _ 

Some guide the courſe of wand'ring orbs on high. 

Or roll the planets thro' the boundleſs ky : 

Some, leſs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale licht, 

Purſue the ſtars that ſhoot athwart the night, 

Or ſuck the miſts in groſſer air below, 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 

Or brew fierce tempeſts on the wint ry many 

Or o'er the glebe diſtil the kindly rain: 


| Others on earth o'er human race preſide, 


Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide: 


0t 
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oc theſe the chief the care of nations own, | Here Britain's ſtateſmen oft the fall foredoom 
And guard with arms divine the Britiſh throne. | Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home ; 
Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, Here thou, great Anna] whom three realms obey, 
Not a leſs pleaſing, tho' leſs glorious care; Doſt ſometimes counſel take, and ſometimes tea. 
To fave the powder from too rude a gale, Hither the heroes and the nymphs reſort, 
Nor let tli impriſon'd efſences exhale ; | To taſte awhile the pleaſures of a court 


To draw freſh colours from the vernal flow'rs; | In various talk th' inſtructive hours they paſs'd “, 
To ſteal from rainbows, ere they drop in ſhow'rs, | Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit laſt ; 
A brighter waſh z to curl their waving hairs, | One ſpeaks the glory of the Britiſh Queen, 


Aſſiſt their bluſhes, and inſpire their airs; And one deſcribes a charming Indian tcreen 
Nay oft, in dreams, invention we beſtow, A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes 
To change a flounce, or add a furbelow. ; At ev'ry word a reputation dies. ; 
This day black omens threat the brighteſt fair | Snuff, or the fan, ſupply each pauſe of chat; 
That c'er deſerv'd a watchful ſpirit's care; With ſinging, laughing, cgling, and all that. 
&me dire diſaſter, or by force, or {light Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 
But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night. | The ſun obliquely ſhoots his burning ray 
Whether the nymph ſhall break Diana's law, The hungry judges ſoon the ſentence ſign, 
or ſome frail China jar reccive a flaw And wretches hang, that jurymen may dine; 
Or ſtain her honour, or her new brocade The merchant from th' Exchange returns in peace, 
Forget her pray rs, or miſs a maſquerade ; | And the long labours of the toilet ceaſe. 


Or loſe her heart, or necklace, at a ball; [ fall. Belinda now, whom thirſt of fame invites, 
Or whether Heaven has doom'd that Shock muſt | Burns to encounter two advent rous knights 


Hate then, ye ſpirits ! to your charge repair: | At ombre ſingly to decide their doom | 
The flutt'ring fan be Zephyretta's care And ſwells her breaſt with conqueſts yet to come, 
The drops to thee, Brillante, we conſign; Straight the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine; | Each band the number of the ſacred nine. 
Do thou, Criſpiſſa, tend her fav'rite Lock; Soon as the ſpreads her hand, th' atrial guard 
Ariel himſelf ſhall be the guard cf Shock. Deſcend, and fit on cach important card: 

To fifty choſen Sylphs, of ſpecial note, | Firſt Ariel perch'd upon a matadore, 
We truſt th' important charge, the Petticoat: | Then each according to the rank they bore 


Oft have we known that ſeven-fold fence to fail, | For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 
Tho' ſtiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whale: | Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place. 


Form a ſtrong line about the filver bound, | Behold, four kings in N rever'd, 
And guard the wide circumference around. | With hoary whiſkers and a forky beard; 

Whatever ſpirit, careleſs of his charge, And four fair queens whoſe hands ſuſtain a flow'r, j 
His poſt neglects, or leaves the fair at large, | TI expreſſive emblem of their ſofter pow'r; 51 
Shall feel ſharp vengeance ſoon o'ertake his ſins, Four knaves in garbs ſuccinct, a truſty band, 
Be ſtopp'd in vials, or transfix'd with pins; Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand; : 
Or plung'd in lakes of bitter waſhes lie, | And party-colour'd troops, a ſhining train, | 
Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye : | Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 
Gums and pomatums ſhall his flight reſtrain, | The ſkilful nymph reviews her force with care: | 
While clogg'd he beats his filken wings in vain; | Let Spades be trumps! ſhe ſaid, and trumps they 
Or alum ſtyptics with contracting pow'r * were. | : 

Shrink his thin eſſence like a ſhrivell'd flow'r : Now move to war her ſable matadores, 

Or, as Ixion fix d, the wretch ſhall feel | In ſhow like leaders of the ſwarthy Moors. 

The giddy motion of the whirling mill ; Spadillio firſt, unconquerable lord ! | 
In fumes of burning chocolate ſhail glow, Led of two captive trumps, and ſwept the board, 
And tremble at the fea that froths below ! As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 

He ſpoke ; the ſpirits from the fails deſcend; | And march'd a victor from the verdant ſield. 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; Him Baſto follow'd, but his fate more hard 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card. 
dome hang upon the pendants of her ear; With his broad ſabre next, a chief in years, 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, The hoary Majeſty of Spades appears, 25 

auidus, and trembling for the birth of Fate. Puts forth one manly leg, to ſight reveal'd, 
| | The reſt his many-colour'd robe conceal'd. 
Wy Þ God: With The rebel 3 dares his prince engage, 


CLOSE by thoſe meads, for ever crovn'd with | Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage. | threw, 

„„ 1 Elen mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o'er- 
* here Thames wi pride ſurvevs his riſingtow'rs, And mow'd down armies in the fights of Loo, 
There ſtands a ſtructure of majeſtic frame, name. Sad chance of war! now deſtitute of aid, 


* 


hich from the neiglib'ring Hampton takes its | Falls undiſtinguiſh'd by the victor Spade! 


VARTATION. 


* In various talk the cheerful hours tlicy paſ'd, 
Of, who was bit, or who capottz J laſt. Dn 
_ kw 
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Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; 

Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 

His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 

Th' imperial conſort of the crown of Spades. 

The Club's black tyrant firſt her victim died, 

Spite of his haughty mien, and barb'rous pride : 
hat boots the regal circle on his head; 

His giant limbs, in ſtate unwicldy ſpread ; 

That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 

And, of all monarchs, only graſps the globe? 
The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace; 

Th'cmbroider'd King who ſhews but half his face, 

And his refylgent Queen, with pow'rs combin'd, 

Of broken troops an eaſy conqueſt find. 

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diforder ſeen, 

With throngs promiſcuous ſtrow the level green. 

Thus when ditpers'd a routed army runs, 

Of Aſia's troops, and Afric's ſable ſons, 

Wich like confuſion diff rent nations fly, 

Of various habit, and of various dye; 

The pierc'd battalions diſunited fall 

In heaps on heaps; one fate o'erwhelms them all. 

The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 

And wins (oh ſhameful chance !) the Queen of 

Hearts, | 

At this, the blood the virgin's cheek forſook ; 

A livid paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her look; 

She ſees, and trembles at th' approaching ill, 

Juſt in the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 

And now (as oft in ſome diſtemper'd ſtate) 

On one nice trick depends the gen'ral fate. 

An Ace of Hearts ſteps forth: the King, unſeen, 

Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captive 

: Queen : 92 7 

He ſprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 

And falls like thunder on the pi trate Acc. 

The Nymph exulting fills with ſhouts the ſky; 

The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 
O thoughtleſs mortals ! ever blind to fate, 

Too ſoon dejected, and too ſoon elarte. | 

Sudden theſe honours ſhall be ſnatch'd away, 

And curs'd for ever this victorious day. | 
For, lol the board with cups and ſpoons is crown'd, 

The berries crackle, and the mill turns round: 

On ſhining altars of Japan they raiſe _ 

The filver lamp; the fiery ſpirits blaze : 

From filver ſpouts the grateful liquors glide, 

While China's earth receives the ſmoking tide : 

At once they gratify their ſcent and taſte, 

And frequent cups prolong the rich repaſt, 

Straight hover round the Fair her airy band : 

Some, as the ſipp'd, the fuming liquor fann'd; 

Some or her lap their careful plumes diſplay'd, 

Trembling, and conſcious of the rich brocade. 

Coffee (which makes the politician wile, 

And ſee thro' all things with his half-ſhut eyes) 

Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain 

New ſtratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 

Ah ceaſe, raſh youth! defiſt ere 'tis too late, 

Fear the juſt Gods, and think of Scylla's fate! 


* As o'er the fragrant ſteam ſhe bends her head, 
Firſt he expands the glitt'ring forfex wide 
T' incloſe the Lock; then joins it to divide: 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
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| While fiſh in ſtreams, or birds delight in air, 


She dearly pays for Niſus' injur'd hair! 


As on the noſegay in her breaft reclin' 


I' incloſe the Lock; now joins it to divide. 


| The meeting points the ſacred hair diſſever 


And ſcreams of horror rend th' affrighted {kirs. 


| When num'rous wax-lights in bright order blaze; 


And monuments, like men, fubmit to fate! | date, 


And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 


And ſecret paſhons labour'd in her breaſt. 
VARIATION. 


Book] 


Chang'd to a bird, and ſent to flit in air 


But when to miſchief mortals bend their . 
How ſoon they find fit inſtruments of ill! 
Juſt then Clariſſa drew, with tempting grace 
A two- edg'd weapon from her ſhinin caſe: 
So Ladies, in romance, aſſiſt their Knight, 
Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the fight, 
He takes the gift with rev'rence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers ends ; 
This juſt behind Belinda's neck he ſpread, 
As o'er the fragrant ſteam ſhe bends her head 
Swift to the Lock a thouſand Sprites repair, 
A thouſand wings, by turns, blow back rhe hair; 
And thrice they twitch'd the diamond in here; 
Thrice ſhelook*d back, and thrice the foedrewnex, 
Juſt in that inſtant, anxious Ariel ſought 
The cloſe receſſes of the Virgin's 3 


He watch'd th' ideas riſing in her mind, 
Sudden he view'd, in ſpite of all her art, 
An earthly Lover lurking at her heart. 
Amaz'd, confus'd, he found his pow'r expir'd; 
Reſign'd to fate, and with a ſigh retir'd. 

The Peer now ſpreads the glitt'ring forfex wide, 


Ev'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 

A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos'd; 
Fate urg'd the 3 and cut the Sylph in twain, 
But airy ſubſtance ſoon unites again : 


From the fair head, for ever, and for ever 
Then flaſh'd the living lightning from her eyes, 


Not louder ſhrieks to pitying heaven are caſt 
When huſbands or when lapdogs breathe theirlaſt; 
Or when rich China veſſels, fallen from high, 
In glitt'ring duſt and painted fragments lie! 

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 
The Victor cried ; the glorious prize is mine! 


Or in a coach and fix the Britiſh Fair, 

As long as Atalantis ſhall be read, 

Or the ſmall pillow grace a Lady's bed; 
While viſits thall be paid on ſolemn days, 


While nymphs take treats, or aſſignations give, | 
So long my honour, name, and praiſe thall live! 
What Time would ſpare, from Steel receives 1ts 


Steel could the labour of the Gods deſtroy, 
And firike to duſt th' imperial tow'rs of Troy; 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 


! thy hairs ſhould 


What wonder then, fair Nymph fe 
ec 


The conꝗ ring force of unreſiſted ftcel ? 


CANT O IV. 
BUT anxious cares the penſive nymphopprels d 


The meeting points the ſacred hair diſſever 
From the fair head, tor ever and for ever! 


Ne 


N kings in battle ſerz'd alive, 

N 2 who their charms ſurvive, 
Kot ardent lovers robb'd of all their bliſs, 

Nor ancient ladies when refus d a kiſs, 
Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 

ot Cynthia when her mantua's pinn'd awry, 

Eer felt ſuch rage, reſentment, and deſpair, 

A; thou, fad Virgin! for thy raviſh'd Hair. 

F rorthat ad moment, when the Sylphswithdrew, 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Umbriel, a duſky, melancholy ſprite, © 

As ever ſullied the fair face of light, 

Down to the central earth, his proper ſcene, 
Repair'd, to ſearch the gloomy cave of Spleen. 

Swift on his ſooty pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the diſmal dome. 

No cheerful breeze this ſullen region knows; 
The dreaded Eaſt is all the wind that blows. 
Here, in a grotto ſhelter'd cloſe from air, 

And ſcreen'd in ſhades from day's deteſted glare, 
She ſighs for ever on her penſive bed, 

Pain at her ſide, and Megrim at her head. 

Two handmaids wait the throne; alike in place, 
But diff ring far in figure and in face. 
Here ſtood IIl- nature, like an ancient maid, 

Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd ; 

With ſtore of pray'rs for mornings, nights, and 

noons, „ = 

Her hand is fill*d; her boſom with lampoons. | 
There Aſfectation, with a ſickly mien, 

Shews in her cheek the roſes of eighteen ;. 

| Pradtis'd to liſp, and hang the head aſide, 

Fants into airs, and languiſhes with pride; 

On the rich quilt finks with becoming woe, 

Wrapt in a gown, for ſickneſs, and for ſhow. 

The fair ones feel ſuch maladies as theſe, 

When each new night-dreſs gives a new diſeaſe. 

A conſtant vapour o'er the palace flies, 

Strange phantoms riſing as the miſts ariſe ; _ 
Dreadful as hermits dreams in haunted ſhades, 
Or bright as viſions of expiring maids: | 


ook II. 


Pale ſpectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires; 

Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyſian ſcenes, 

And cryſtal domes, and angels in machincs. 
Unnumber'd throngs on ev'ry ſide are ſeen 

Of bodies chang'd to various forms by Spleen. 

Here living tea-pots ſtand, one arm held out, 

One bent; the handle this, and that the ſpout : 

A pipkin there, like Homer's tripod, walks; 

Here ſighs a jar, and there a gooſc-pye talks; 

Men prove with child, as pow'rful fancy works; 

And maids, turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 
Safe paſs'd the Gnome thro? this fantaſtic band, 

A branch of healing ſpleenwort in his hand: 

Then thus addreſs'd the Pow'r:— Hail, way ward 

Queen] | = 3 

Who rule the ſex to fifty from fifteen: 
arent of vapours, and of female wit, 


Now glaring fiends, and ſnakes on rolling ſpires, 


ESCRIPTIVE, &c. 

On various tempers aCt, by various ways, 
Make ſome take phyſic, others ſcribble plays; 
Who cauſe the proud their viſits to delay, 

And ſend the godly in a pet to pray. 

A Nymph there is that all thy pow'r diſdains, 
And thouſands more in equal mirth maintains. 
But, oh ! if c'er thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, 
Or raiſe a pimple on a beauteous face, | 
Like citron- waters matrons checks inflame, 
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| Or change complex ions at a loſing game; 


If e'er with airy horns I planted heads, 
Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 
Or caus'd ſuſpicion when no foul was rude, 


| Or diſcompos'd the head-drefs of a prude, 


Or e'er to coſtive lapdog gave diſeaſe 
Which not the tears of brighteſt eyes could eaſe; 
Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin: _ 
Thar ſingle act gives half the world the ſpleen. 
The Goddefs, with a diſcontented air, 
Seems to reject him, tho' ſhe grants his pray'r. 
A wondrous bag with both her hands the binds, 
Like that where once Ulyſſes held the winds; 
There ſhe collects the force of female lungs, 
Sighs, fobs, and paſſions, and the war of tongues. 


A vial next the fills with fainting fears, 


Soft iorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 

The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 

Spreads his black wings, and flowly mounts to day. 
Sunk in Thaleſtris arms the Nymph he found, 


Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. 


Full oer their heads the ſwelling bag he rent, 
And all the Furies iſſued at the vent. 
Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 

And tierce Thaleſtris fans the riſing fire. 

O wretched maid! ſhe ſpread her hands, and cried, 
(While Hampton's echoes, wretched maid ! re- 
Was it for this you took ſuch conſtant care | plicd). 
The bodkin, comb, and efſence, to prepare? 
For this your Locks in paper durance bound, 
For this with tort'ring irons wreath'd around? 
For this with fillets ſtrain'd your tender head, 
And bravcly bore the double loads of lead! 
Gods! ſhall the raviſher diſplay your hair, 
While the fops envy, and the ladies ftare ! 
Honour forbid ! at whoſe unrivall'd ſhrine 


| Eaſe, pleaſure, virtue, all our ſex reſign. 


 Methinks already I your tears ſurvey, 


| Already hear the horrid things they ſay; 


Already ſee you a degraded toaſt. 
And all your honour in a whiſper loft ! | 
How fhall I, then, your helpleſs fame defend? 
Twill then be infamy to ſcem your friend! 
And ſhall this prize, th' incftimable prize, 
Expos'd thro? cryſtal to the gazing eyes, 
And heighten'd by the diamond's circling rays, 
On that rapacious hand for cver blaze? 


- | Sooner ſhall graſs in Hyde- park Circus grow, 


And wits take lodgings in the ſound of Bow); 
Sooner let earth, air, fea, to chaos fall; 


Who give the hyſteric or poetic fit; 


| 


Men, monkeys, lapdogs, parrots, periſh all! 


VARIATION, 


While her rack'd ſoul 


| The fierce Thaleſtris fans whe rifinggfiges, 


repoſe and peace requires, 
She 


_ Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew), 


Happy, ah tcn times happy, had I been, 


In ſome lone itle, or diſtant northern land; 


In myitic viſions, now believ'd too late! 


Once gave new beauties to the ſnowy neck; 


But Fate and Jove had ſtopp'd the Baron's cars. 
In vain Thaleitris with reproach attaits 
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She faid; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, “ 
And bids her beau demand the precious hairs 
(Sir Plume of amber ſnuff-box juſtly vain, 

And the nice conduct of a clouded cane): 
With earneſt eyes, and round unthinking face, 
He firſt the ſnuff- box open'd, then the caſe, 
And thus broke out“ My Lord, why, what the 
4 devil! | “ be civil! 
4 Z—ds! damn the Lock! fore Gad, you muſt 
« Plague on't! tis paſt a jeſt—nay, prithee, pox !. 
« Give her the hair !''—he ſpoke, and rapp'd his 
box. | 

It grieves me much (replied the Peer again) 
Who ſpeaks fo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain; 
But by this Lock, this ſacred Lock, I ſwear 
(Which never more ſhall join its partcd hair; 
Which never more its honours thall renew, 


That while my noſtrils draw the vital air, 
'This hand, which won it, thall for ever wear. 
He ſpoke, and {peaking in proud triumph ſpread 
The long-contended honours of her head. 

But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears not ſo; 
He breaks the vial whence the forrows flow, 
Then, ſee ! the nyinph in beauteous grief appears, 
Her eyes half-languiſhing, haif-drown'd in tears; 
On her heav'd boſom hung her drooping head, 
Which with a figh ſhe rais'd, and thus ſhe ſaid: 

For ever curs'd be this deteſted day, 

Which ſnatch'd my beſt, my fav'rite curl away! 


If Hampton-Court theſe cyes had never ſeen! 
Yet am not I the firſt miſtaken maid 

By love of courts to num'rous ills betray'd. 
Oh had I rather unadmir'd remam'd 


Where the gilt chariot never marks the way, 
Where none learn Ombre, none c'er taſte bohea! 
There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 
Like roſes that in deſarts bloom and die. 
What mov'd my mind with youthful lontstoroam? 
O had I ſtay'd, and laid my pray'rs at home 
"T was this dhe morning omens ſ{cem'd to tell: 
hric from my trembling hand the patch=box fell; 
The tott'ping Chiaa ſhook without a wind; 
Nay Poll fat mute, and Shock was moſt unkind ! 
A Sylph too warn'd me of the threats of Fate 


See the poor remnants of theſe flighted hairs ! 
My hands ſhall rend what ev'n thy rapine ſpares : 
Theſe, in two fable ringlets taught to break, 


The fitter lock now fits uncouth, alone, 
And in its fellow's fate foreſees its own; 
Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal ſheers demands, 
And tempts once more thy ſacrilegious hands, 
Oh hadſt thou, crucl ! been content to ſeize 
Hairs leſs in fight, or any hairs but theſe ! 


CANT VDV. 


SHE faid : the pitying audience melt in tears; 


Fer who can move when fair Bclindagfails? 


4: 


EXTRACTS, dees 


| 'Gainſt Pallas, Mars; Latona, Herines arms; 


And ſcatters deaths around from both her ey: 


| Not half fo fix'd the Trojan could remain 
While Anna begg'd and Dido rag'd in vain 

Then grave Clariſſa grace ful wav'd her fan; 

Silence enſued, and thus the nympli began: 
Say, why are beauties prais'd and honour'd me 


pt — — 


The wiſe man's paſſion, and the vain man's 1s. N 
Why deck d with all that land and ſa affor, WAN | 
Why angels call'd, andangel-like ador' d! ber ; 
Why round our coaches crowd the white-gly;4 \ 


Why bows the ſide- box from its inmoſt rows: 
How vain are all theſe glories, all our Pains 
Unleſs good ſenſe preſerve what beauty gains: 
That men may ſay, when we tlie front-box grace 
Behold the firſt in virtue as in face I 
Oh! if to dance all night, and dreſs all day, 
Charm'd the ſmall-pox, or chas'd old age ary; 
Who would nor ſcorn what houſewite's cr; 
produce, | 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of uſe 
To patch, nay ogle, might become a faint; 
Nor could it ſure be ſuch a fin to paint, 
But fince, alas! frail beauty muſt decay; 
Curl'd or uncurl'd, ſince locks will turn to greg 
Since. painted, or not painted, all ſhall fade; 
And ſhe who ſcorns a man muſt die a maid; 
What then remains, but well our pow'r to ust, 
And keep good-humour till, whate'er ve lot? 
And truſt me, dear ! good-humour can prevail, 
| When airs, and flights, and ſereams, and ſcolding 
| fall, | | 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 
Charms firike the ſight, but merit wins the foul, 
So ſpoke the dame, but no applauſe enſued; 
Belinda frown'd, Thaleſtris call d her Prude, 
To arms, to arms! the fierce Virago cries, 
And ſwift as lightning to the combat flies. 
All fide in parties, and begin tI' attack: 
Fans clap, ſilks ruſtle, and tough whalebonescrack; 
Heroes and heroines ſhouts confus'dly riſe, 
And baſs and treble voices ſtrike the Mies. 
No common weapons in their hands are found; 
Like Gods they tight, nor dread a mortal wound, 
So when bold Homer makes the Gods engage 
And heavenly breaſts with human pations rage, 


And all Olympus rings with loud alarms; 
Jove's thunder roars, heaven trembles all around, 
Blue Neptune ſtorms, the bellowing deeps refouns: 
Earth ſhakes her nodding tow'rs, the ground gives 
And the pale ghoſts ſtart at tlie flaſh of da; [ Way) 
Triumphant Umbriel on a ſconce's height 
Clapp'd his glad wings, and fat to view the fight: 
Propt on their bodkin ſpcars, the ipiites Lurvey 
The growing combat, or ailiſt the fray. . 
While thro” the prefs enrag'd Thaleſtris flics, 


A beau and witling periſh'd in the throng; 
One died in metaphor, and one in ſong. 

« O cruel nymph! a living death I bear,” 
Cried Dapperwit, and ſunk beſide his chair. 

A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards caft; 
« Thoſe eves are made fo killing!“ as his lat. 
Thus on Mzander's fow'ry margin lies 


N 11 . | ls: Se os 
Th' expiring Swan, and as he ſings he dies. 5 
8 W len 


Book Il. 
When bold Sir Plume had drawnClarifſa down, 
Chice ſtepp'd in, and k1il'd him with a frown ; 
She mild to fee the doughty hero {laj nz 

Bur, at her ſinile, the beau revive again. 

Now Tore ſuſpends his golden ſcales in air, 
Weichs the men's wits againſt the lady's hair; 
The doubtfal beam long nods from fide to ſide; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſide. 

dee rerce Belinda on the Baron flies, | 
With more than uſual lightning in her eyes: 
Vor ſcar d the chief thꝰ unequal fight to try, 
Who fought no more than on his foe to die. 
But this bold lord, with manly ſtrength endued, 
dle with one finger and a thumb ſubdued: 
ut where the breath of life his noſtrils drew, 
A charge of ſnuff the wily virgin threw ; 

The Gnomes direct, to ey'ry atom juſt, 

Ihe pungent grains of titillating duſt, 

sudden with Harting tears each cye 0 erflows, 
And the high dome re-echoes to his noſe, 

Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cried, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide 

(The fame, his ancient perionage to deck, 

Her great-great-granafire wore about his neck, 
In three ſeal rings; which, after melted down, 
Form'd a vaſt buckle for his widow's gown : 
Her infant grandame's whiſtle next it grew, 
The bells ſhe jingled, and the whiſtle blew; 
Then in a bod kin grac'd her mother's hairs, 
Which long ſhe wore, and now Belinda wears). 
Boaſt not my fall, he cried, inſulting foe ! 
a9u by fome other ſhalt be laid as low: 

Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind; 

All that I dread is caving you benind! 

Rather than fo, ah let me ſtill ſurvive, 

And burn in Cupid's flames but burn alive, 

Reſtore the Lock ! the cries; and all around 
Reltore the Lock ! the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not herce Othello in fo loud a ſtrain 
Rear'd tor the handkerchief that caus'd his 
But fee how oft ambitious aims are croſs'd, 
Aud chicfs contead till all the prize is loſt ! 
te Lock, obtain d with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In ev'ry place is ſought, but ſought in van: 
With ſuch a prize no mortal muſt be bleſt, 

80 der decrees! with Heaven ho can conteſt ? 
mc thought it mounted to the Lunar ſphere, 


pain. 


C 


v/ 
r 


wh heroes Wits are kept in pond'rous vaſes, 
: 36 LCAUK in fnuff-boxcs and tweezer-caſcs. 
fey broken vows and death-bed alms are found, 
«41 (3 e . » r '1 X 
15. * " hearts with ends of ribband bound; 
4 — — > promiſes, and ſick man's pray' rs, 
0 N es of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 
anc * on in 
D e gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 
ed butterflies, and tomes of caſuiſtry. 
ut TA 
at truſt the Muſe—the ſaw it upward riſe 
9% mark'd by nor ; : 
1 page none but quick poetic eyes: 
| 8 great founder to the heavens with- 
vy 5 FEY 
To Proculys | 
bag alone confeſs'd in view. 
100 "I _ it ſhot thro liquid air, 
«1:1 Te - . A . * 
ee ind a radiant trail of hair. 
elnce s Locks firſt roſe ſo bright, 


\ ys 
bens belpangling with diſheyetl' d light. 
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nce all things loſt on carth are treaſur'd there. 
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The Sylvhs behold it kindling as it flies, 

And plcas'd purſue its progrets thro' the Kies. 

This the Beau-monde ſhall from the Mall fur- 

And hail with muke its propitious rav; [( vey, 

This the bleſt Lover ſhail for Venus take, 

And ſend up vows from Roſamonda's lake. 

This Partridge ſoon ſhall view in cloudlets ſkies, 

When next he looks thro' Galilzo's eyes; 

And hence th' egregious wizard ſhall foredoom 

The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 

Then ccafe, bright Nymph ! to mourn thy ra- 
viſh'd hair, | | 

Which adds new glory to the ſhining ſphere ! 

Not all the treſſes that fair head can be aſt, 

Shall draw ſuch envy 2s the Lock you loſt. 

For, after all the murders of your eye, 

Wen, after millions flain, yourſelf ſhall die; 

When thoſe fair ſuns ſhall fer, as ſet they muſt, 

And all thoſe treſſes ſhall be laid in duſt; 

This Lock the Mule ſhall conſecrate to fame, 

And *mid{ the ſtars inferibe Belinda's name. 


$ 9g. Elegy to the Memory of an Unfortunate Lady. 
| - POPE. 
WHAT beck' ning ghoſt, along the moon- 
light ſhade, | 
Invites my ſteps, and points to yonder glade ? 
'Tis ſhe but why that bleeding boſom gor'd? 
Why dimly gleams the viſionary {word ? 
Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly! tell, 
Is it in heaven a crime to love too well? 
To bear too tender or too firtn a heart, 
To ac a lover's or a Roman' part? 
Is there no bright reverſion in the {ky 
bor thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die? 
Why bade ye elſe, ye pow'rs ! her ſoul aſpire 
Above the vulgar flight of low deſire? 
Ambition firſt ſprung from your bleſt abodes, 
The glorious fault of angels and of gods 
Thence to their images on earth it flows, 
And in the breaſts of kings and heroes glows. 
Moſt fouls, tis true, but peep out once an age, 
Dull ſullen pris'ners in the body's cage; 
Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years, 
Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres; 
Like caftern kings, a lazy ſtate they keep, 
And, cloſe confin'd in their own palace, {leep. _ 
From theſe perhaps (ere Nature bade her die) 
Fate Tnatch her early to the pitying ty. 
As into air the purer ſpirits flow, 
And ſep'rate from their kindred dregs below, 
So flew the ſoul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 
But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou mean deſerter of thy brother's blood ! 
Sce on theſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Theſe cheeks, now fading at the blait of death; 
Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world -.cre, 
And thoſe love-darting eyes muſt roll no more, 
| Thus, if eternal Juſtice rules the ball, 
Thus ſhall your wives and thus vour children fall: 
On all the line a ſudden vepgeance waits, 
And frequent hearſes ſhall beſicge your gates; 
There paſſengers ſhall ſtend; and, pointing, ſay 


| (While the long fun'rals blacken all the way 92 
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Lo] theſe were they whole ſouls the Furies ſteel'd, 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
Thus unlamented paſs the proud away, | 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day ! 
So periſh all whoſe breaſt ne'er learn'd to glow 
For others good, or melt at others woe. _ 
What can atone, oh ever-injur'd ſhade ! 
'Thy fate unpiticd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no Kind domeſtic tear, 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoſt, or grac'd thy mournful bier: 
By forcign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 
By ſtrangers honour'd, and by ſtrangers mourn'd ! 
What tho' no friends in fable weeds appear, 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public ſhow ; 
What tho' no weeping loves thy aſhes grace, 
Nor poliſh*d marble cmulate thy face ; 
hat tho” no ſacred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb; 
Vet ſhall thy grave with riſing flow'rs be dreſs'd, 
And the green turf he lightly on thy breaſt. 
There ſhall the morn her earlieſt tears beſtow, 
There the firſt roſes of the year ſhall blow; 
W hile ange!“ with their ſilver wings oerſhade 
The ground, now facred by thy reliques made. 
So peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How lov'd, how honour'd once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot : 
A heap of duſt alone remains of thee ; 
Tis all thou art, and all the proud ſhall be! 
Poets themſelves mult fall, like thoſe they ſung, 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful rongue. 
Ev'n he, whoſe ſoul now melts in mournful lays, 
$ball ſhortly want the gen'rous tear he pays; 
Then from his cloſing eyes thy form thall part, 
And the laſt pang thall tear thee from his heart; 
Litc's idle buſineſs at one gaſp be oer, 
The Muſe forgot, and thou belov'd no more ! 


$ 10. Prologue to Mr. Addiſon's Tragedy 
. | 5 POP E. 
oO wake the ſoul by tender ſtrokes of art, 
- To raiſe the genius, and to mend the heart; 
To make mankind in conſcious virtue bold, 
Live o'er each ſcene, and be what they behold : 
For this the Tragic Mule firſt trod the ſtage, 
Commanding tears to ſtream thro? ev'ry age; 
Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 
And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Our Author ſhuns by vulgar ſprings to move 
The hero's glory, or the virgin's love ; 
Ia pitying love we but our weakneſs thew, 
And wild ambition well deſerves its woe. 
Here tears ſhall low from a more gen'rous cauſe, 
Such tears as patriots thed for dying laws: 
He bids your breaſts with aacient ardour riſe, 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſh eyes. 
Virtue confeſs'd in human thape he draws, 
hat Plato thought, and godlike Cato was: 
No common object to your ſight diſplays, 
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And thanks his ſtars he was not born a fool, 
So from a ſiſter ſinner you ſhall hear, 


of Cato. | 
In ſome cloſe corner of the foul they fn; 
Still hoardipg up, moſt ſcandalouſly nice, 


The godly dame, who fleſhly failings damn, 
- | Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain cramt, 


Faith, gallants, board with ſaints, and bed with 


| He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving; 
And ſure ſuch kind good creatures may be 11v1%g- 


But what with pleaſure Heaven urſelf ſurreys |} 


But, ou y, which of you all would take her _— 


Book ll 


A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of , 
And greatly falling with a falling flate, ; 
While Cato gives his little ſenate laws, 


What boſom beats not in his country's cauſt! 
Who ſees him act, but envies ev ry deed) ; 
Who hears him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed 
Ev'n when proud Cæſar, midſt triumphal can, | 
The ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars ; 
Ignobly vain, and impotently great, : 
Shew'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in 
As her dead father's rev'rend image paſt, 
The pomp was darken'd, and the day o'ercaf; 
The triumph ceas'd, tears guſh'd from ey'ry ox; 
The world's great victor paſs'd unheeded by; 
Her laſt good man dejected Rome ador'd, 
And honour'd Czfar's-leſs than Cato's ſword, 
Britons, attend: be worth like this approy'd, 
And ſhew, you have the virtue to be mod. 
With honeſt ſcorn the firſt fam'd Cato view 
Rome learning arts fromGreecewhomtheſubdued; 
Our ſcene precariouſly ſubſiſts too long 
On French tranſlation and Italian ſong, 
Dare to have ſenſe youi ſelves ; afſert the ſtage; 
Be juſtly warm'd with your own native rage: 
Such plays alone ſhould win a Britiſh ear, 


ſtate 


As Cato's ſelf had not diſdain'd to hear. 


$ 11, Epilogue to Mr. Roawwe's Jane Shore. Port 


PRODIGIOUS this! the frail one of our play 
From her own ſex ſhould mercy find to-day! 
You might have held the pretty head aſide, 
Peep'd in your fans, been ſerious thus, and cried, 
The play may paſs—but that ſtranye creature, 
can't- indeed now- -I ſo hate a whore- - Shore, 


Jutt as a blockhead rubs his thoughtleſs ſkull, 


Ho ſtrangely you expoſe yourlelf, my dear” 
But let me die, all rgillery apart, 
Our ſex are {till forgiving at their heart; 
And, did not wicked cuſtom fo contrive, 
We'd be the beſt good-natur'd things alive. _ 
There are, tis true, who tell another tat, 
That virtuous ladics envy while they rail; 
Such rage without betrays the fire within; 


Amidſt their virtues a reſerve of vice. 


Would you enjoy ſoft nights and folid dinner, 


Well, if our author in the wife offends, [ func 
He has a huſhand that will make amends: 


In days of old they pardon'd breach of vows; 
Stern Cato's ſelf was no relentleſs ſpouſe: _ 
Plu—Plutarch—what's his name that writes ue 
Tells us that Cato dearly lov'd his wife: (le 
Yer if a friend a night or ſo ſhould nced her, 

He'd recommend her as a ſpecial breeder. 
To lend a wife, few here would ſcruple make; 


Book II. 


Tho! with the Stoic chief our ſtage may ring, 

The Stoic huſband was the glorious thing. 

The man had courage, Was a ſage, 'tis true, 

And lov'd his coun but what's oo to you ? 
ole: ſtrange examples ne er were made to fit ye; 

- 0 King cuckcld might inſtruct the city : 

There many an honeſt man may copy Cato, 

Who nc'er ſaw naked ſword, or look'd in Plato. 
If, after all, you think it a diſgrace 

That Edward's Miſs thus perks it in your face; 

To ſee a piece of tailing fleſh and blood | 

[a all the reſt ſo impudently good; | 

Faith, let the modeſt matrons of the town 

Come here in crowds, and ſtare the ſtrumpet down. 


$ 12, The Temple of Fame. POPE. 
F that ſoft ſeaſon, when deſcending ſhow'rs 
Call forth the greens, and wakethe riſing flow'rs; 
When op'ning buds ſalute the welcome day, 
And earth relenting feels the genial ray 
As balmy ſleep had charm'd my cares to reſt, 
Aud love itſelf was baniſh'd from my breaſt 
(What time the morn myſterious viſions brings, 
While purer ſlumbers ſpread their golden wings); 
A train of phantoms in wild order role; 
And, join'd, this intellectual ſcene compoſe. 
Iſtood, methought, betwixt earth, ſeas,and ſkies; 
The whole creation open to my eyes: 
In air ſelf-balanc'd hung the globe below, 
Where mountains riſe, and circling oceans flow: 
Here naked rocks and empty waſtes were, ſecn, 
There tow'ry cities, and the foreſts green; 
Here failing ſhips delight the wand'ring eyes, 
There trees and intermingled temples rite : 
Now a clear ſun the ſhining ſcene diſplays, 
The tranſient landſcape now in clouds decays. 
Oer the wide proſpect as I gaz'd around, 
Sudden I heard a wild promiſcuous found, 
Lade broken thunders that at diſtance roar, 
Or billows murm'ring on the hollow ſhore : 
Then, gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 
Whoſetow ring ſummitambientclouds conceal'd. 
High on a rock of ice the ſtructure lay, 
ddecp its aſcent, and ſlipp'ry was the way; 
The wondrous rock like Parian marble ſhone, 
And ſeem'd to diſtant fight of ſolid ſtone. 
nſcriptions here of various names I view'd, 
be greater part by hoſtile time ſubdued ;_ 
et wide were ſpread their fame in ages paſt, 
And poets once had promis'd they fhould laſt. 
Some, freſh engrav'd, appear'd of wits renown'd; 


7 


1 look'd again, nor could their trace be found. 


Critics I ſaw, that other names deface, - 
* their own with labour in their place; 
: er own, like others, ſoon their place reſign d, 
r diſappear'd, and left the firſt behind. | 
Twas the work impair'd by ſtorms alone, 
+ — th; approaches of too warm a ſun; 
No me, mipatient of extremes, decays 
Yo more by envy than exceſs of praiſe. 
1 mjurics of heaven could feel, 
15 eg faithful to the graving ſteel : 
bee c 2 ſummit, ja the temple's thade, 
"vr beat could melt, nor bezting form invade, 
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There names inſcrib'd unnumber'd ages paſt, 
From time's firſt birth, with time itſelf ſhall laſt; 
Theſe ever new, nor ſubject to decays, 

Spread, and grow brighter, with the length of 


days. 

So Zembla's rocks (the beauteous work of froſt) 
Riſe white in air, and glitter o'er the coaſt ; 
Pale ſuns, unfelt, at dittance roll away, 

And on th' impaſſive ice the lightnings play; 
Eternal ſnows the growing mats ſupply, 

Till the bright mountains prop th incumbent ſky ; 
As Atlas fix'd, cach hoary pile appears ; 
The gather'd winter of a thouſand years. 

On this foundation Fame's high temple ſtands 
Stupendous pile] not rear'd by mortal hands. 
Whate'er proud Rome or arefal Greece beheld, 


Or elder Babylon, its frame excell'd. 


Four faces had the dome, and ev'ry face 
Of various ſtructure, but of equal grace: 
Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 
Salute the diff rent quarters of the ſky. 
Here fabled chiefs, in darker ages born, 

Or worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 


Who cities rais d, or tam'd a monſtrous race, 


The walls in venerable order grace; 
Heroes in animated marble frown, 


And legiſlators ſeem to think in ſtone, 


Weſtward a ſumptuous frontiſpiece appear'd, 
On Doric pillars of white marble rear'd, 
Crown'd with an architrave of antique mold, 
And ſculpture rifing on the roughen'd gold. 

In ſhaggy ſpoils here Theſeus was beheld, -_ 
And Perſeus dreadful with Minerva's ſhield : 


There great Alcides ſtooping with his toll, 


Reſts on his club, and hoids th' Heſperian ſpoil: 
Here Orpheus fings ; trees moving to the ſound, 
Start from their roots, and form a ſhade around; 
Amphion there the lqud ian" lyre | 
Strikes, and beholds a ſudden Thebes aſpire ! 
Cythæron's echoes anſwer to his call, mh 
And half the mountain rolls into a wall : 

There might you ſee the length'ning ſpires aſcend, 


The domes ſwell up, the widening arches bend, 


The growing tow'rs like exhalations riſe, 
And the huge columns heave into the ſkies, 
The Eaſtern front was glorious to behold, 
With diamond flaming, and Barbaric gold. 


| There Ninus ſhone, who ſpread th' Aſſyrian fame, 


And the great founder of the Perſian name: 
There, in long robes, the royal Magi ſtand; 
Grave Zoroaſter waves the circling wand : 
The ſage Chaldzans rob'd in white appear'd, 


And Brachmans, deep in deſart woods rever'd. _ 
| Theſe ſtopp'd the moon, and cal d th? unbodied 


| ſhades 
To midnight banquets in the glimm'ring gladey ; 
Made viſionary fabrics round them riſe, _ 
And airy ſpectres ikim before their eyes; 
Of Taliſmans and Sigils knew the pow'r, 
And careful watch'd the planetary hour, 
Superior, and alone, Confucius ſtood, 
Who taught that uſeful ſcience, to be good. 
But, on ths South, a long mageſtic race 


| Of Egypr's prieſts the gildęd niches grace, 
| „ 1 
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Who meaſur'd earth, deſcrib'd the ſtarry ſpheres, 
And trac'd the long records of lunar years. 
High on his car Seſoſtris ſtruck my view, 
Whom ſcepter'd ſlaves in golden harneſs drew : 
His hands a bow and pointed javelin hold, 

His giant limbs are arm'd in ſcales of gold, 

Between the ſtatues obeliſks were plac'd, 

And the learn'd walls with hieroglyphics grac'd, 
Of Gothic ſtructure was the northern ſide, 
O'crwrought with ornaments of barb*rous pride. 
There huge coloſſes roſe, with trophies crown'd ; 

And Runic characters were grav'd around, 
There ſat Zamolxis with erected cycs 

And Odin here in mimic trances dies. 

There on rude iron columns, ſmear'd with blood, 
'The horrid forms of Scythian heroes ſtood, 
Druids and bards(tnerr once loud harps unſtrung), 
And youths that died to be by poets ſung. 
Theſe, and a thouſand more of doubtful fame, 

To whom old fables gave a laſting name, 

In ranks adorn'd the Temple's outward face: 

The wall, in luſtre and effect like glaſs, 

Which o'er each object caſting various dyes, 

Enlarges ſome, and others multiplies : 

Nor void of emblem was the myttic wall; 

For thus romantic Fame increatcs all. 

The Temple ſhakes, the founding gates unfold, 
Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold; 
Rais'd on a thouſand pillars, wreath'd around 
With laurel foliage, and with eagles crown'd. 
Of bright tranſparent beryl were the walls, 

The friezes gold, and gold the capitals: 

As heaven with ſtars, the roof with jewels glows, 
And ever-living lamps depend in rows. 

Full in the paſlage of each ſpacious gate, 

The ſage Hiſtorians in white garments wait; 
Grav'do'er their ſeatsthe form of Time was found, 
His ſcythe revers'd, and both his pinions bound. 
Within ſtood Heroes, who thro' loud alarms 
In bloody fields purſued renown in arms. 

High on athrone, with trophies charg'd, I view'd 
The Youth that all things but himtclf ſubducd ; 
His feet on ſceptres and tiaxas trod, 1 
And his horn'd head belycd the Lybian God. 
There Cœſar, grac'd with both Minervas, ſhone; 
Cæſar, the world's great maſter, and his own ; 
Unmov'd, ſuperior {till, in ev'ry ſtate, 

And ſcarce deteſted in his country's fate, 

But chief were thoſe who not for empire fought, 
But with their toils their people's ſafety bought. 
High o'er the reſt Epaminondas ſtood; | 
Timolcon, g:orious in his brother's blood; 

Bold Scipio, ſaviour of the Roman ftate, 

Great in i triumphs, in retirement great; 
Andwiſe Aurciius, in whoſe well-taught mind 
With boundleſs pow'r unboundedvirtue join'd, \ 
His own ſtrict judge, and patron of mankind. } 

Much ſuft*ringheroes next their honoursclaim, 

Thoſe of leſs noiſy and lets guilty fame, 

Fair Virtue's ſilent train: ſupreme of theſe 
Here ever ſhines the godlike Socrates ; 

He whom ungrateful Athens could expel, | 

At all times juſt but when he fign'd the thell j 1 
Here his abode the martyr'd Phocion claims, 
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With Azis, not the laft of Spartan names ; i 


The Roman roſtra deck'd the conſul's throw: 
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Unconquer'd Cato ſhews the wound he tore: 
And Brutus his ill genius meets no more. 
But in the centre of the hallow'd choir, 
Six pompous columns o'er the reſt aſpire; 
Around the ſhrine itſelf of Fame they ſtaud 
Hold the chief honours, and the fand comma 
High on the firſt the mighty Homer ſhone, | 


Eternal adamant compos'd his throne; 


Father of verſe ! in holy fillets dreſt, 

His filver beard wav'd gently o'er his breaſt; 
Tho” blind, a boldneſs in his looks appears; 
In years he ſeem'd, but not impair'd by year, 
The wars of Troy were round the pillar in; 


| Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian queen; 


Here Hector glorious from Patroclus' fall, 
Here dragg'd in triumph round the Trojan wi 
Motion and life did ev'ry part inſpire, 
Bold was the work, and prov'd the maſter's fre; 
A ftrong expreſſion moſt he ſeem'd r' affect, 
And here and there diſclos'd a brave neglkct. 
A golden column next in rank appear'd, 


| On which a ſhrine of pureſt gold was rear d; 


Finiſh'd the whole, and labour'd ev'ry part, 
With patient touches of unwearied art: 
The Mantuan there in ſober triumph fate, 


 Compdbs'd his poſture, and his look ſedate; 


On Homer ſtill he fix'd a rev'rent eye, 
Great without pride, in modeſt majeſty. 

In living ſculpture on the ſides were ſpread 
The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dead; 


| Eliza ftretch'd upon the fun'ral pyre ; 


Mneas bending with his aged fire : 

Troy flam'd in burning gold; and o'er the throne 

Arins and the Man in golden cyphers ihone, 
Four ſwans ſuſtain a car of ſilver bright, 


| With heads advanc'd, and pinions firetcli'd ft 


_ flight: 


Here, like ſome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 


And ſeem'd to labour with th* inſpiring God, 
Acroſs the harp a careleſs hand he flings, 
And boldly finks into the founding firings. 
The figur'd games of Greece the column gra 
Neptune and Jove furvey the rapid race. 
The youths hang o'er their chariots as they uh 
The fiery ficeds ſeem ſrartivg from the ſtore: 


| The champions, in diſtorted poſture, threat; 


And all appear'd irregularly great. 
Here happy Horace tun'd th! Auſonian |yre 

To tweeter ſounds, and temper'd Pindar's tus: 

Pleas'd with Alczus! manly rage t' infuſe 


The ſofter {pirit of the Sapphic Mule. 


The poliſh'd pillar diff rent ſculptures grace; 


| A work outlaſting monumental braſs. 
Here ſmilivg Loves and Bacchanals appear ; 


The Julian ſtar, and great Auguſtus here. 
The Doves that round the infant poet ſpread 
Myrtles and bays, hang hov'ring o'er his head, 
Here, in a ſhrine that caſt a dazzling light, 
Sat fix d in thought the mighty Stagirite 3 
His ſacred head a radiant zodiac crown d, 
And various animals his fides ſurround ; 
His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view | 
Superior worlds, and look all nature through 
With equal rays immortal Tully ſhone; 
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Gath'ring his flowing robe, he ſeem'd to ſtand 
In act to ſpeak, and graceful ſtretch d his hand. 
Behind, Rome's genius waits with civic crowns, 
And the great Father of his country owns. 

Theſe maſſy columns in a circle riſe, 
Oer which a pompous dome invades the ſkies : 
Scarce to the top 1 ſtrerch'd my ac hing ſight, 
50 large it ſpread, and iwell'd to ſuch a height. 
Full in the midſt proud Fame's imperial feat 
With jewels blaz'd, magnificently great : 
The vivid em'ralds there revive the eye, 
The faming rubies ſhew their ſanguine dye, 
Fright azure rays from lively ſapphires ſtream, 
And lucid amber caſts a golden gleam. 
With rarious- colour'd light the pavement ſhone, 
And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne ; 
The dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 
When on the Goddeſs firſt I caft my fight, 
Scarce ſeem'd her ſtature of a cubit's height ; 
Bur (well'd fo larger ſize, the more I gaz d, 
Till to the roof her tow'ring front ſhe rais'd. 
With her, the temple ev'ry moment grew; 
And ampler viſtas open'd to my view : 
Upward the columns ſhoot, the roofs aſcend, 
And arches widen, and long aiſles extend. 
duch was her form as ancient bards have told, 
Wings raiſe her arms, and wings her fect enfold; 
A thouſand buſy tongues the Goddeſs bears, 


And thouſand openeyes,andthouſand lit 'ningears. 


Beneath, in order rang'd, the tuneful Nine 

(Her virgin handmaids) {till attend the ſhrine : 

With eyes on Fame for ever fix'd, they ſing; 

For Fame they raiſe the voice, and tune the ftring : 

Wit time's firſt birth began the heavenly lays, 

And laſt eternal thro' the length of days. 

Around theſe wonders as I caſt a look, 

The trumpet ſounded, and the temple ſhook ; 

nd all the nations, ſummon'd at the call, 

From diff rent quarters fill the crowded hall: 

Of various tongues the mingled ſounds were heard; 

In various garbs promiſcuous throngs- appear'd ; 

Thick as the bees that with the ſpring renew 

Their llow'ry toils, and ſip the fragrant dew, 

When the wing'd colonies firſt tempt the ſky, 

Ver duſky fields and ſhaded waters fly, 

Or ſettling ſeize the ſweets the bloſſoms vield, 

And a low murmur runs along the field. 

Millions of ſuppliant crowds the ſhrine attcnd, 

And all degrees before the Goddeſs bend; 

The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the fage, 

_ boaſting youth, and narrative old age. 
ar pleas were dift"rent, their requeſt the ſame; 

Pac and bad alike are fond of Tame. 

* he diſgrac d, and ſome with honours crown' d : 
Be ſucceſſes equal merits found. | 
us her blind iter, fickle Fortune, reigns; 
Fg r ning, ſcatters crowns and chains. 

"iba . the ſhrine the learned world appear, 
mY tne Goddeſs thus prefer their pray'r: 
5 0 ewe ſought t inſtruct and pleaſe mankind, 

udies pale, with midnight vigils blind; 

w, rewarded yet by. none, 


Bur thank'd by fe 
© here appeal to thy ſuperior throne · 


| 


On wit and learning the juſt prize beſtow w; 
For Fame is all we muſt expect below. 
The Goddeſs heard, and bade the Muſes raiſe 
The golden trumpet of eternal praile : K 
From pole to pole the winds diffuſe the ſound, 
That fills the circuit of the world around; 
Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud: 
The notes at firſt were rather ſweet than loud; 
By juſt degrees they ev ry moment riſes 
Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the ſkies. 
At ev ry breath were balmy odours thed, . 
Which till grew ſweeter as they wider ſpread : 
Leſs fragrant ſcents th' unfolding roſe exhales, 
Or ſpices breathing in Arabian gales. 
Next theſe the good and juſt, an awful train, 
Thus on their knees a deln the ſacred fanc: 
Since living virtue is with envy curs'd, 


| And the beſt men are treated like the worſt, 


Do thou, juſt Goddeſs, call our merits forth, 
And give each deed th' exact intrinſic worth. 
Not with bare juſtice ſhall your act be crown'd 
(Said Fame) but high above deſert renown'd: 
Let fuller notes th' applauding world amaze, 


And the loud clarion labour in your praiſe. 


This band diſmiſs'd, behold another crowd 


The conſtant tenour of whoſe well-ſpent days 


| No leſs deferv'd a juſt return of praiſe. 


But ſtraight the direful trump of ſlander ſounds; 


Loud as the burſt of cannon rends the ſkies, 
The dire report thro' ev'ry region flies; 

In ev'ry ear inceſſant rumours rung, 

And gath'ring ſcandals grew on ev'ry tongue. 
From the black trumpet's ruſty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling ſmokes 


| The pois nous vapour blots the purple ſkies, 


And withers all before it as it flies. 


And proud defiance in their Jooks they bore : 
For thee (they cricd) amidſt alarms and ſtrife . 
We ſail'd in tempeſts down the ſtream of life; 
For thee whole nations fill'd with flames and blood, 
And ſwam to empire thro' the purple flood. 
Thoſe ills we dar'd thy inſpiration own ; 

What virtue ſeem'd, was done for thee alone. 
Ambitious fools ! (the Qucen replied, and frown'd) 
Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown'd: _ 
There ileep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone; 


| Yourſtatuesmoulder'd,andyournames unknown! 


A ſudden cloud ftraight ſnatch'd them from my 
And each majeſtic phantom ſunk in night. [fight, 
Then came the ſmalleſt tribe I yet had feen ; 


Plain was their dreſs, and modeſt was their mien. 


Great idol of mankind ! we neither claim 
The praiſe of merit, nor aſpire to fame ! 


But ſafe in deſarts from th applauſe of men, 


Would die unheard of, as we liv'd unſeen. 
Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from ſight 
Thoſe acts of goodnefs which themſelves requite. 
O let us ſtill the ſecret joy partake, 


To follow virtue even for virtue's ſake. | 
And live there men who ſlight immortal fame? 
| Who then | 


with incenſe ſhall adore our name? 


: WY 


Preferr'd the fame requeſt, and lowly bow'd; 


'Thro' the big dome the doubling thunder bounds z 


A troop came next who crowns andatmour wore, 


But 
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But, mortals ! know, 'tis ftill our greateſt pride 
To blaze thoſe virtues which the good would hide. 
ite ! mules, riſe ! add all your tuneful breath; 
Theſe muſt not ſleep in darkneſs and in death. 
She ſaid: in air the trembling muſic floats, 
And on the winds triumphant ſwell the notes; 
Sc ſoft tho high, ſo loud and yet ſo clear, 
Even liſt ning angels lean from heaven to hear: 
To turtheſt ſhores th' ambrofial ſpirit flies, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkics. 
Next theſe, a youthful train their vows expreſs'd, 
With feathers crown d, with gay embroid'rydreſs d; 
Hither, they cried, direct ou eyes, and ſce 
The men of pleaſure, dreſs, and gallantry ; 
Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and plays; 
Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days; 
Courts we frequent, where tis our pleaſing care 
To pay que viſits, and addreſs the 710 
In fact, tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 
But fill in fancy vanquiſh'd ev'ry maid ; | 
Of unknown ducheſſes lewd tales we tell; 
Yet, would the world helieve us, all were well. 
The joy let others have, and we the name ; 
And what we want in pleafure, grant in fame. 
The queen aſſents, the trumpet rends the ſkies, 
And at each blaſt a lady's honour dies. [ prets'd 
Pleas 'd with the ftrange ſucceſs, vaſt numbers 
Around the ſhrine, and made the fame requeſt : 
What you (the cried) unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, 
Slaves to yourſelves, and even fatigued with eaſe, 
Who loſe a length of undeſerving days — 
Would you uſurp the lover's dear-bought praiſe ? 
To juſt contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall ; 
The people's fable, and the ſcorn of all! 
Straight the black clarion ſends a horrid found, 
Loud laughs burſt out; and bitter ſcoffs fly round; 
Whiſpers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, 
And ſcornful hiffes run thro! all the crowd. 
Laſt, thoſe who boaſt of mighty miſchiefs done, 
Enſlave their country, or uſurp a throne ; 
Or who their glory's dire foundation lay'd 
On ſov reigns ruin'd, or on friends betray'd ; 
Calm thinking villains, whom no faith could fix, 


Of crooked counſels and dark politics 


Of theſe a gloomy tribe ſurround the throne, 
And beg to make th' immortal treaſons known. 
The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 
With ſparks that ſeem'd to ſet the world on fire. 
At the dread found pale mortals ſtood aghaſt, 
And ſtartled nature trembled with the blaſt. 
This having heard and ſeen, ſome pow'runknown 


Straight chang'd the ſcene, and ſnatch'd me from 


the throne. 


Before my view appear'd a ſtructure fair, 
Its ſite uncertain, if in earth or air; 8 


Wirh rapid motion turn'd the manſion round; 


Mich ceaſeleſs noiſe the ringing walls reſound; 
Not leſs in number were the ſpacious doors 


Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhores ; 


Which ſtill unfolded ftand, by night, by day, 


Pcrvious to winds, and"apen cv'ry way. 
As flames by nature to the ſkies aicend, 
As weighty bodies to the centre tend; 


As to the ſea returning rivers roll, | 
And the touch'd needle trembles to the role 
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| Hither, as to their er pe place, ariſe 
r 


All various ſounds from earth, and ſeas, and fie, 
Or ſpoke aloud, or whiſper'd in the ear; 
Nor ever ſilence, reſt, or peace is here. 
As on the ſmooth expanſe of cryſtal lakes 
The ſinking ſtone at firſt a circle makes; 
The tremb ng ſurface, by the motion ſtitr d, 
Spreads in a ſecond circle, then a third; 
Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, 
Fill all the wat'ry plain, and to the margin dance; 
Thus ev'ry voice and found, when firſt they break 
On neighb'ring air a ſoft impreſſion make; 
Another ambient circle then they move; 
That, in its turn, impels the next above; 
Thro' undulating air the ſounds are ſent, 
'And ſpread o'er all the fluid element, 
There various news I heard of love and ſtriſe, 
Of peace and war, health, ſickneſs, death, and life; 
Of loſs and gain, of famine and of ftore ; 
Of ſtorms at ſea, and travels on the ſhore; 
Of prodigies, and portents ſeen in air; 
Of fires and plagues, and ftars with blazing hair; 
Of turns of fortune, changes in the ſtate ; 
The falls of fav'rites, projects of the great; 
Of old miſmanagements, taxations new : 
All neither wholly falſe, nor wholly true. 
Above, below, without, within, aro':nd, 
Confus'd, unnumber'd multitudes are found, 
Who pals, repaſs, advance, and glide away; 
Hoſts rais d by fear, and phantoms of a day: 
Aſtrologers, that future fates foreſhew; 
Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few; 
And prieſts, and party zealots, num'rous bands, 
With home born lyes, or tales from foreign lands; 
Each talk'd aloud, or in ſome ſecret place; 
And wild impatience ſtar'd in ev'ry face. 
The flying rumours gather d as they roll'd, 
Scarce any tale was ſooner heard than told; 
And all who told it added ſomething new, 


U 


And all who heard it made enlargements too; 
In ev'ry ear it ſpread, on ev'ry tongue it grew. 
Thus dying eaſt and weſt, and north and ſoutl, 
News travell'd with increaſe from mouth to mouth, 
So from a ſpark, that kindled firſt by chance, 


With gathering force the quick ning flames ad- 


Till tothe clouds their curlingheads aſpire, (Vance 


And tow'rs and temples fink in floods of hire. 


When thus ripe lyes are to perfection ſprung 
Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 
Thro' thouſand vents, impatient, forth they fo", 
And ruſh in millions on the world below; 
Fame fits aloft, and points them out their courke, 
Their date determines, and preſcribes their force; 
Some to remain, and ſome to periſh ſoon; 

Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. . 
Around a thouſand winged wonders fly, . 
Born by the trumpet's blaſt, and ſcatter d thro dle 
There, at one paſſage, oft you might furrc 
A lye and truth contending for the way; 
And long 'twas doubtful, both fo cloſely pen, 
Which firſt ſhould iſſue thro! the narrow Vent 
At laſt agreed, together out they fly, 
Inſeparable now the truth and ye; 
The ſtrict companions are for evet join'd, 


.: . 2 d. 
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While thus I ſtood, intent to ſee and hear, 
One came, methought, and whiſper'd in my ear: 
What could thus high thy raſh ambition raiſe ? 
Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praiſe ? 
"Tis true, faid I, not void of hopes I came, 
For who ſo fond as youthful bards of Fame ? 
But few, alas ! the caſual bleſſing boaſt, 


hard to gain, ſo eaſy to be loſt. _ 
k 2 if 


How vain econd life in others breath, 
Tl'eſtate which wits inherit after death! 

Faſe, health, and life, for this they muſt reſign ; 
baſure the tenure, but how vaſt the fine 

The great man's curſe, without the gains, endure; 
ze envied, wretched—and be flatter'd, poor; 

All luckleſs wits their enemies profeſt, | 
And all ſucceſsful, jealous friends at beſt. 

Nor fame I flight, nor for her favours call; 

She comes unlook d for, if ſhe comes at all. 

But if the purchaſe coſts fo dear a price 
A; ſoothing folly, or exalting vice; 

on! if the muſe muſt flatter lawleſs ſway, 

And follow till where fortune leads the way; 

Or if no baſis bear my riſing name 

But the fallen ruins of another's fame— 

Then teach me, Heaven! to ſcorn the guilty bays, 


Drive from my breaſt that wretched Juſt of praile; 


Unblemiſh'd let me live, or die unknown ; 
On grant an honeſt fame, or grant me none |! 


$ 13. Imitation of Dr, Swift. Por R. 


THE HAPPY LIFE OF A COUNTRY PARSON.1 


PARSON, theſe things in thy poſſeſſing 
Are better than the Biſhop's blefſing— 

A Wife that makes conſerves; a Steed 

That carries double when there's need; 

October ſtore, and beſt Virginia z | 

Tithe-Pig, and mortuary Guinea 

Gazertes lent gratis down, and frank'd, 

For which thy patron's weekly thank'd 

A large Concordance, bound long ſince; 

dermons to Charles the Firſt when Prince; 

A Chronicle of ancient ſtanding ; 

A Chry ſoſtom to ſmooth thy band in. 

The Polyglott. — three parts my text, 

Hou beit —likewiſe now to my next. 

Lo! here the Septuagint and Paul, 

To ſum the whole the cloſe of all. 


He that has theſe, may paſs his life 
ie tha | paſs his life, 

＋ with the Squire, and kiſs his Wife; 
1 Sundays preach, and cat his fill; 

And faſt on F ridays—if he will: 

— Church and Queen, explain the News, 
alk with Churchwardens about pews, | 
ray heartily for ſome new 8 

And ſhake his head at Doctor S——t, 


ä 


$ 14. An Eſay on Man: in Four Epiſiles. PopE. 


To H. St. John, Lord Bolingbroke. 
: ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE 1. 
Y the Nature an1 State of Man with reſf e to 
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| Of Man ir the abfira.—That we can judge 
only with regard to our own ſyſtem, being ig- 
ncrant of the relations of ſy/tems and things. — 
That Man is not to be deemed imperfect, but 
a Being ſuited to his place and rank in the 
creation, agreeable to the general Order of 
things, and conformable to Ends and Relations 
to bim unknown. —That it is partly upon his 
g ng of future events, and partly, upon 
the hope of a future fate, that all bis hap- 
pineſs in the preſent depends. —The pride of 
aiming at more knowledge, and pretending to 
more perfection, the cauſe of Man's error aud 
miſery. The impicty of putting himſelf in the 
place of God, and judging of the fitneſs or 
unfitneſs, perfection or imperjettion, juſtice or 
injuſtice, of his diſpenſations.—The abſurdity 
of conceiting himſelf the final caule of the cre- 
ation, or expecting that perfection in the moral 
world which is not in the natural. Tbe 
unreaſonableneſs of his complaints againſt Pro- 
vidence, while on the one hand he demands 
the perfections of the Angels, and on the other 
the bodily qualifications of the Brutes; though 
to paſſeſs any of the ſenſitive faculties in & 
higher degree, would render him miſerable. — 
That throughout the whole wiſible world an 
univerſal order and gradation in the ſenſu 
and mental faculties is obſerved, which cauſes 
a ſubordination of creature to creature, and 
of all creatures to Man, The gradations of 
ſenſe, inſtin&, thought, reflection, reaſon; that 
Reaſon alone counterwails all the other facul- 
ties. Hau much further this order and ſubor- 
dination of living creatures may extend, above 
and below us; were any part of which broken, 
not that fart only, but the whole connected 
creation, muſt be defliroyed. —T be extravagance, 
madneſs, ard pride of juch a deſire.— The con- 
ſequence of all the ablolute ſubmiſſion due fo 
Providence, bath as to our preſent and future 
ſtate. Sin | 


EPISTLE I 


A WAKE, my Saint John! leave all meaner 


things 
To low ambition and the pride of Kings. 
Let us, ſince life can little more ſupply 
Than juſt to look about us, and to die, 
Expatiate free o'er all this ſcene of Man; 
A mighty maze ! but not without a plan; 


| A Wild, where weeds and flow'rs promiſcuous 


Or Garden, tempting with forbidden fruit. [ ſhoot z 


Together let us beat this ample field, 


Try what the open, what the covert yield! 
| The latent tracts, the giddy heights explore, 
Of all who blindly creep, or ſightleſs ſoar; 
Eye Nature's walks, ſhoot Folly as it flies, 
And catch the manners living as they riſe ; 
Laugh where we muſt, be candid where we can, 
But vindicate the ways of God to Man. 

Say firſt, of God above, or Man below, 
What can we reaſon, but from what we know? 
Of Man, what ſce we but his ſtation here, 


_ the UNIVERSE. 


From which to reefon, or to which refer? 
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Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 

He who thro' vaſt immenſity can pierce, 

Sce worlds on worlds compoſe one univerſe, 
Obferve how {yſtem into ſyſtem runs, 

What other planets circle other ſuns, 

What varied Being peoples ev ry ſtar, 

May tell why Heaven has made vs as we are. 
But of thi frame rhe bearings and the ties, 
The ftrong connections, nice dependen-1cs, 
Gradations juſt, has thy pervading foul 
Leok'd thro" ? or can a part contain the whole? 

Is the great chain that draws all to agree, 

And drawn fupports, upheld by God or thee ? | 
Preſumptuous Man] the rcaſon wouldſt thou find 
Why form'd fo weak, fo little, and fo blind ? 
Firſt, if thou canſt, the harder reaſon gueſs, 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no leſs? 
Aik of thy mother earth why oaks ere made 
Taller and ſtronger than the weeds they ſhade; 
Or aſk of yonder argent fields above | 
Why Jove's Satellites are leſs than Jove. 

Of ſyſtems poſſible, if tis confeſt | 
That Wiſdom infinite mult form the beſt, 
Where al! muſt fuil or not coherent be, 

And all that riſes iife in due degree; 

Then in the ſcale of reas'ning life, 'tis plain, 

There muſt be ſomewhere ſuch a rank as Man: 

And all the queſtion (wrangle c'er ſo long) 

Is only this, if God has plac'd him wrong? 
Reſpecting Man, whatever wrong we call, 

May, muſt be right, as relative to all. | 
In human works, tho' labour'd on with pain, 

A thouſand movements ſcarce one purpoſe gain; 
In God's, one ſingle can its end produce, | 
Yet ſerves to ſecond too ſome other uſe ; 

So Man, who here ſeems principal alone, 
Perhaps acts ſecond to fome ſphere unknown, 
Touches ſome wheel, or verges to ſome goal; 
Tis but a part we ſee, and not a whole. 

When the proud Steed ſhall know why man re- 
ſtrains | 
His fiery courle, or drives him o'er the plains ; 
When the dull Ox, why now he breaks the clod, 
Is now a victim, and now Zgypt's God; 
Then ſhall Man's pride and dulneſs comprehend 
His actions', pathons*, being's, uſe and end; 
Why doing, ſufl' ring, check'd, impell'd ; and why 
This hour a flave, the next a deity. | 
Then fay not Man's imperfect, Heaven in 
fault +; | | 
Say rather, Man's as perfect as he ought: 
His knowledge meatur'd to his ſtate and place; 
Is time a moment, and a point his ſpace. 
Heaven from all creaturcs hides the book of Fate, 
All but the page preferib'd, their preſent ſtate ; 


- 


VARIATION S. 


* Now wears a garland, an Ægyptian Cod, 
+ It to be perfect in a certain ſphere, 
What watter foon or late, or here or there? 
"The bleſt to-day is as completely ſo, 
As who becan ten thouſand years ago. 
No creat, no little; 'tis as much d creed 
That Vi.g.l's Gnat ſhould die as Cæſar bleed. 


— 


| ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
Thro' worlds unnumber'd tho' the God be known, | 


Had he thy Reaſon, would he Kip and play? 


Oh blindneſs to the future! kindly given, 


Book Ih 


From brutes what men, from men what fu 
know; | Pen 

Or who could ſuffer Being here below » 

The lamb thy riot dooms to blecd to-day; 


Pleas'd to the laſt, he crops the How'ry fc, 
And licks the hand juſt rais'd to ſhed ki, fg; 


That each may fill the circle mai k'd by Hear... 
Who ſces with equal eye, as God of all,. 
A hero periſh, or a ſparrow fall ; | 
Atoms or ſyſtems into ruin hutl'd +; | 
And now a bubble burſt, and now a world. 

Hope humblythen; withtremblingpigioas ar. 
Wait the great teacher Death, and God adore, 
What future bliſs he gives not thee to knoy 7 
But gives that Hope to be thy bletſing now. 
Hope ſprings eternal in the human break : 
Man never Is, but always To be, bleſt. 

The ſoul, unecaſv, and confin'd from home, 
Reſts and expariatcs in a life to come. 

Lo ! the poor Indian, whoſe untutor'd ming 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind; 
His foul proud Science never taught to ſtray 
Far as the folar walk, or milky way; 

Yet fimple Nature to his hope has given, 
Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humble; heaven; 
Some ſafer world in depth of woods embrac'd, 
Some happier iſland in the wat'ry watie ; 
Where ſlaves once more their native land behold, 
No hends torment, no Chriſtians thirlt for gold, 
To Be, contents his natural deſire , 

He aſks no Angel's wing, no Scrapi's fire; 
But thinks, admitted to that cqual ſky, 

His fait! ful dog thall bear him company. 
Go, wiſer thou! and in thy ſcale of ſenie 
Weigh thy Opinion againſt Providence; 
Call imperfection what thou fancicft ſuch; 


| Say here he gives too little, there too much: 


Deftroy all creatures for thy ſport or guſt; 
Yet cry, if Man's unhappy, God's unjuſt; 
If Man alone engroſs not Heaven's high care, 
Alone made perfect here, immortal there; 
Snatch from his hand the balance and the roch 
Re- judge his juſtice, be tie God of God. 
In Pride, in reas'ning Pride, our error lies; 
All quit their ſphere, and ruth into the ies.“ 
Pride ſtill is aiming at the bleſt abodes; 
Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods, 
Afpiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, 

{piring to be Angels, Men rebel: 
And who but wiſhes to invert the laws 
Of Order, fins againſt th' Eternal Cauſe. 
Aſk for what end the heuvenly bodies ſuine, 
Earth for whoſe uſe 2 Pride anſwers, “ Tb tor 

« mine: | 


$ What bliſs above he gives not thee to know, 
But gives that Hope to be thy bliſs below. 

But does he ſay the Maker is not good, 
Till he's exalted to what ſtate he would z 
Himſelf alone high Heaven's peculiar care, 


Alone made happy when hg will, and where? 


« For. 


* 


goon : DID AC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 201 


p ind Nature wakes her genial pow'r, | Why has not man a microſcopic eye? 
R 10555 = herb, and ſpreads out ev'ry flow'r, | For this plain reaſon, Man is not a Fly. 


« Annual for me the grape, the roſe, renew Say what the uſe, were finer optics given, 
« The juice nectarcous, and the balmy dew ; T' inſpect a mite, not comprehend the heaven? 


« For me the mine a thouſand treaſures brings, | Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o'er, 
« For me health guſhes from athouſand ſprings; | To {mart and agonize at every pore ? | 
« Seas roll to watt me, ſuns to light me riſe ; Or, quick eilluvia darting thro' the brain, 
« My foot-Hool carth, my canopy the ſkies.” Die of a role in aromatic pain? 
Bur £rrs not Nature: from this yracicus end, If nature thunder'd in his opening ears, 
Frum burning fans when livid deaths defcend, And ſtunn' d him with the muſic of the ſpheres, 
When carthquakes {wallow or when tempeſts How would he wiſh that Heaven had left him ſtill 


{weep The whiſp ring Zephyr, and the purling rill ! 
Towns to one grave, whole Nations to the deep? Who finds not Providence all good and wite, 
« Ng (tis replied) 3 the urſt e 1 Cauſe Alike in what ic gives, and what denies ? 

« Acts not by partial but by gen'ral laws; | Far as Creation s ample range extends, 


Th exceptions fea; ſome change fince all began: | The ſcale of {enſval, mental pow rs aſcends : 

« And what created perfect? — Why then man? Mark how it mounts to Man's imperial race, 

If the great end be human Happineſs, From the green myriads in the peopled graſs : 
Then Nature deviates; and can Man do Iefs ? What modes of fight betwixt each wide extreme, 
A; much that end a conſtant courſe requires The molec's dim curtain, and the lynx's beam! 
Of fhow'rs and ſanſhine, as of Man's deſires; Or fimell, the headlong lioneſs between, 

A; much eternal ſprings and cloudlets ſkies, And hound fagacious on the tainted green ! 

As men for ever temp'rate, calm, and wife, | Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 
Ifplagaes or carthquakes breaknotHeaven'sdeſign, | To that which warbles through the vernal wood! 
Why then a Borgia or a Cartiline ? The ſpider's touch, how exquiſitely fine! 

o knows but he whoſe hand the lightningforms, | Feels at each thread, and lives along the. line! 
Whoheaves od Hecan, and who wings the ſtorms, | In the nice bee what ſenſe ſo ſubtly true 

Pours herce Ambition in a Cæſar's mind, From pots'nous herbs extracts the healing dew ? 
ort uns young Ammon looſe to ſcourge mankind? | How inſtinct varies in the grov'ling ſwine, 

From pride, from pride, our very reas'ning {prings; | Compar'd, half-rcafoning clephant, with thine ! 


Account for moral as for nat'ral things: Twixt that and Reaſon what a nice barrier! 

Why charge we Heaven in thoſe, in theſe acquit? | For ever ſep'rate, yet for ever near! 

In both, 16 ceaſon right, is to ſubmit. | Remembrance and Reflection how allied, 

heuer for us, perhaps, it might appear, | What thin partitions Senſe from Thought divide! 

Were there ali harmony, il virtue here; And Middle natures how they long to join 

That never air or ocean telt the wind Yet never paſs th' inſuperable line! | 

That never pailion difcomnos'd the mind, Without this juſt gradation could they be 

But all ſubſiſts by elementa: ftrife 3 | SubjcEted, theſe to thoſe, or all to thee ? 

And paſſions are the elements of Life. T he-pow'rs of all ſubdued by thce alone, 
The gen'ral Order, fivce the whole began, Is not thy Reaſon all theſe pow'rs in one ? 


I; kept in Nature, and is kept in Man. Sec, thro' this air, this ocean, and this carth, 
nat would this Man? Nowupwardwill he ſoar, Ali matter quick, and burſting into birth. 

And, tirtle leſs than Angel, would be more: Above, how high progreſſive life may go! 

New, looking downward, juſt as griev'd appears | Arcund, how wide ! how deep extend below ! 

to want the ftrength of bulls, the fur of bears. | Vaſt chain of being! which from God began; 

Made for his uſe ali creatures if he call, Natures cthercal, human, angel, man *, 

daß what their uſe, had he the pow'rs of all? Beaſt, bird, fith, infect, what no eye can ſee, 

Nature to theſe, without profuſion kind, No glaſs can reach ; from Infinite to thee, 

1 te proper organs, proper pow'rs, athgn'd; | From thee to Nothing. —On ſuperior powers 

Each ſceming want compenſated of courſe, Were we to preſs, inferior might on ours; 

Mere with degrees of ſwiftneſs, there of force; Or in the full Creation leave a void, | 

All in exact proportion to the ſtate; Wherc, One ſtep broken, the great ſcale's de- 


A 
1 
* 
1 
is 

l 


Nathing to add, and nothing to ahate. | ſtroy d: | 
Lach beaſt, each inſect, happy in its own: — [From Nature's chain whatever link you ftrike, 
[ | leaven unkind to man, and Man alone? Tenth, or ten-thouſandth, breaks the chain alike. 
ball he alone, whom rational we call, | And, if cach ſymptom in gradation roll 
Be pleas d with nothing, if not bleſt with all? Alike efſential to th' amazing Whole, 

Thebiifs of man (could Pride thai bleſling tind) | The leaſt confuſion but in one, not all 
l not to act or think beyond mankind; — | That ſyſtem only, but the whole, muſt fall. 
0 pow rs of body or of foul to ſhare, Let earth unbalanc'd from her orbit fly, 
PLL hat his nature and his Rate can bear. 1 Planets and Suns run lawleſs thro' the ſky ; 


| VARIATION. 
»* Ethereal eſſence, ſpirit, ſubſtance, man. 
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Z 

Let ruling Angels from their ſpheres be hurl'd, | both neceſſary. — Self-love the flrongy 
Being on Being wreck'd, and world on world; why. Their end the | aero; Pa lon . þ 
Heaven's whole foundations to their centre nod, their uſe.—The Predominant Paſſion ny ; 
And Nature tremble to the throne of God: Force. — Its Neceſſity, in directing Men t di . 
All this dread Order break for whom? for thee? ent Purpoſes.—Its providential Uſe, in fri | 
Vile worm !—oh madneſs, pride, impiety ! our Principle, and aſcertaining our — 

What if the foot, ordain'd the duſt to tread, Virtue and Vice joined in our mixed Nature: | 
Or hand, to toil, aſpir'd to be the head? | the limits near, yet the things ſeparate and ei. | 
What if the head, the eye, or ear repin'd j dent: What is the Office of Reaſon.—Hmy | 
To ſerve mere engines to the ruling mind? odious Vice in itſelf, and how aue deceive wy. | 
Juſt as abſurd for any part to claim elves into it.—That, however, the Ends of 
To be another, in this gen'ral frame; Providence and general Good are anſwered n 
Juſt as abſurd to mourn the taſks or pains our Paſſions and Imperfettions. —Howy ſefu1\ 
The great directing Mind of all ordains. theſe are diſtributed to all Orders of Men.— 

Al; are but parts of one ſtupendous whole, How uſeful they are to Society, and to Indi. 
Whoſe body Nature is, and God the ſoul ; viduals, in every ſtate and every age of life, 
That, chang'd thro' all, and yet in all the ſame ; | | 
Great in the earth as in th' cthereal frame; 3 4 . By 1 a 
Warms in the fin, refreſhes in the breeze, then thy fell, preſume not God to ſcan; 
Glous in the ſtars, and bloſſoms in the trees; The proper ſtudy of Mankind is Man f. 

N | 20 Plac'd on this iſthmus of a middle ſtate, 


Lives thro' all life, extends thro' all extent; 


Spreads undivided, operates unſpent; A being darkly wie, and rudely great; 


: | With too much knowledge for the Sceptic fide 
Breathes in cur foul, informs our. mortal part, With too much weakneſs for the Stoic's pride, 


As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; : 
As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, = e N 


; As the ther 25 Seraph that adores and burns : In doubt his Mind or Body to prefer : 
To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall; She e eee 
He fills, he bounds, connects, and cquals all Born but to die, and reas ning but to er:; 
| "i : q ; Alike in ignorance, his reaſon ſuch, 


Ceaſe then, nor Order Imperfection name: Wihinkor he ahaha ona | 
| too little, or t h: 
Our proper bliſs depends on what we blame. Lge of Th — 8 Paſſion, ll _— a, 


Know thy own point : this kind, this due degree 1 Still by himſelf abus'd or diſabus'd; 


Of blindneſs, weakneſs, Heaven beſtows on thee. | Created half to riſe, and half to fall, 
Submit—in this, or any other ſphere, Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all-: 


Secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear: | : 
: | | : . Sole judge of Truth, in endleſs Error hurl'd; 
Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing Pow'r, The 1 — Jett, and adde of the world 
Or. the nn tal, or the mori hour. Go, wondrous creature ! mount where Science 
All nature is but art unknown to thee ; b, | 
+9 


All Chance, Direction which thou canſt not ſee; Go. meaſure earth, weigh air, and fate the tider; 


All Diſcord, Harmony not underſtood ; nth ae womens To xy 
| wr = : | planets in what orbs to run {, 
= ＋ re ee 8 Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun; 
And, ſpite of Pride, in erring Reaſon's ſpite, Go, ſoar with Plato to th' empyreal ſphere, 
| One truth 15 clear, Whatever 5, 7s right. | To the firſt good, firſt perfect, and firſt fair; 
| ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE II. Or tread the mazy round his followers trod, | 


| g MES And, quitting ſenſe, call imitating God; 
Of the Nature n Crate 4 Man . reſpec to As Baftern xo in giddy circles run, 

; Himſelf, as an Individual. | And turn their heads to imitate the Sun. 
The brfineſs of Man not to pry into God, but to fudy Go, teach Eternal Wiſdom how to rule 
Himſelf, His Middle Nature; hi Powers and | Then drop into thyſelf, and be a fool ! 
Frailties. —The Limits of his Capacity. — The Superior beings, when of late they ſaw 
iwo Principles of Man, Self-love and Reaſon, A mortal Man unfold all Nature's law, 


VARIATION S. 


# Reaſon, to think of God when ſhe pretends, It muſt be ſo—why elſe have I the ſenſe | 
Begins a Cenſor, an Adorer ends. Of more than monkey charms and excellence? 

| : OE | Why elſe to walk on two ſo oft efſay'd ? 

+ The only ſcience of mankind is man. And why this ardent longing for a maid ? 


So pug might plead, and call his gods unkindy 

Till ſet on end, and married to his mind. = 
Go, reaſoning thing! aſſume the doctor's chair, | 
As Plato deep, as Seneca ſevere ; 


4 For more perfection than this ſtate can bear 
In vain we figh, Heaven made us as we are. - 
As wiſelyſure a modeſt ape might aim 


To be like man, whoſe faculti def . 
He fees, he e 0 ny She 8 Fix moral fitneſs, and to God give rule, 


An angel thing we neither know nor ſee, Then drop into thyſelf, &c. | 
Obferve how near he edges on our race; & Shew by what rules the wand'ring planets ſtray, 
What human tricks! how rifible of ace! Correct old time, and teach the ſun his way. aa 


ror I. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


Aamir d ſuch wiſdom in an earthly ſhape, 
And ew d a Newton as we ſhew an pe. 
Could he, whoſe rules the rapid comet bind “, 
Neſcribe or fix one movement of his Mind? 
Who ſaw its fires here riſe, and there deſcend, 
Explain his own beginning or his end ? 
Alas, what wonder ! Man's ſuperior part 
bocheck d may riſe, and climb from art to art; 
gut when his owh great work is but begun, 
What Reaſon weaves, by Paſſion is undone. 
Trace Science then, with Modeſty thy guide; 
irt ſtrip off all her equipage of Pride; 
Deduct but what is Vanity or Dreſs, 
or Learning's Luxury, or Idleneſs; | 
Or tricks to ſhew the ſtretch of human brain, | 
Mere curious pleaſure, or ingenious pain ; 
Expunge the whole, or lop th exereſcent parts 
Of all our Vices have created Arts; 
Then ſee how little the remaining ſum, 
Which ſerv d the paſt, and muſt the time to come! 
Two Principles a yr —_— .; 
delf- love to urge, and Reaſon to reſtrain : 
Nor this a _ nor that a bad we call; 1 
Each works its end, to move or govern all: 
And to their proper operation ſtill _ 
Aſcribe all Good; to their iraproper, III. 
Self-love, the ſpring of motion, acts the ſoul; 
geaſon's comparing balance rules the whole. 
Man, but for that, no action could attend; 
And, but for this, were active to no end: 
Fix'd like a plant on his peculiar ſpot, 
To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot: 
Or, meteor- like, flame lawleſs thro the void; 
Deſtroying others, by himſelf deſtroy'd. 
Moſt ſtrength the moving principle requires; 
Active its taſk, it prompts, impels, inſpires. _ 
Sedate and quiet the comparing lies, 
ae a ” check, delib'rate, and adviſe. 
elt- love, ſtill ſtronger, as its objects nigh; 
Reaſon's at hae nd in 3 lie p 
That ſees immediate good by preſent ſenſe ; 
Reaſon, the future and the conſequence. 
Thicker than arguments temptations throng ; 
At beſt more watchful this, but that more ſtrong. 
The action of the ſtronger to ſuſpend 
Reaſon (till uſe, to Reaſon ſtill attend. 
Attention, habit and experience gains; 
Exch ſtrengthens Reaſon, and Self-love reſtrains. 
let ſubtle ſchoolmen teach theſe friends to fight, 
More ſtudious to divide than to unite; | 
And Grace and Virtue, Senſe and Reaſon ſplit, 
With all the raſh dexterity of wit. | 
Wits, juſt like Fools, at war about a name, 


, 


K 
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| Self-love and Reaſon td one end aſpire +4 

Pain their averſion, Pleaſure their deſire; 
But greedy that, its object would devour ; 

This taſte the honey, and not wound the flow'r: 
Pleaſure, or wrong or rightly underſtood, 


Our greateſt evil, or our greateſt good. | 
Modes of Self- love the Paſſions we may call; 
*Tis real good, or ſeeming, moves them all: 
But ſince not ev'ry good we can divide, 

And Reaſon bids us for our own provide; 
Paſſions, tho' ſelfiſh, if their means be fair, 
Liſt under Reaſon, and deſerve her care; 
Thoſe that imparted court a nobler aim, 

Exalt their kind, and take ſome Virtue's name. 
In lazy Apathy let Stoics boaſt _ 

Their Virtue fix'd ; 'tis fix'd as in a froſt ; 
Contracted all, retiring to the breaſt : | 

But ftrength of mind 1s Exerciſe, not Reſt. 
The riſing tempeſt puts in act the ſoul ; 

Parts it may ravage, but ver the whole. 


| On life's vaſt ocean diverlely we ſail t, 


Reaſon the card, but Paſſion is the gale : 
Nor God alone in the ſtill calm we find, 
He mounts the ſtorm, and walks upon the wind. 
Pailions, like elements, tho' born to fight, 
Vet mix'd and ſoften'd in his work unite : 
Theſe 'tis enough to temper and employ 83 
But what compoſes Man, can Man deſtroy * 
Suffice that Reaſon keep to Nature's road, 
Subject, compound them, follow her and God. 


Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleaſure's ſmiling 


train ; 1 
Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain. 


| Theſemix'd with art, and tv due bounds confin'd, | 


Make and maintain the balance of the mind ; 
The lights and ſhades, whoſe well-accorded ſtrife 
,F1ves all the ſtrength and colour of our life. 
Pleaſures are ever in our hands and eyes; 
And, when in act they ceaſe, in vrofpedt riſe : 
Preſent to graſp, and future ſtill to find, 
The whole employ of body and of mind. 
All fpread their charms, but charm not all alike; 
On diff rent ſenſes diff rent objects ſtrike ; 
Hence diff rent Paſſions more or lefs inflame, 
As ſtrong or weak the organs of the frame; 


And hence one maſter Paſſion in the breaſt, 
| Like Aaron's ſerpent, ſwallows up the reſt. 


As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 

| Receives the lurking principle of death; 

The young diſeaſe, that muſt ſubdue at length, 

Grows with his growth, and ſtrengthens with his 
ſtrength 3 


Have full as oft no meaning, or the ſame. 


* Could he, who taught each planet where to roll, 
Deſcribe or fix one movement of the ſoul ? 
Who mark 'd their points to riſe or to deſcend, 
Explain his own beginning, or his end? 
F Of good and evil Gods what frighted Fools, 
good and evil Reaſon puzzled Schools, 
Deceiy's, deceivingy taught—— | 


So, caſt and mingled with his very frame, 
| The mind's diſeaſe, its ruling paſſion came; 


VARIATION S. 


1A tedious Voyage ! where how uſeleſs lies 
The compaſs, if no pow'rful guſts ariſe, 


The ſoft reward the virtuous, or invite; 
The fierce the vicious puniſh, or affright. 


Each 


Tis hers to rectify, not overthrow, 
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Each vital humour which ſhould feed the whole, 
Soon flows to this, in body and in foul: ' 
Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head, 
As the mind opens, and its functions ſpread, 
Imagination phes her dang'rous art, 
And pours it all upon the peccant part. 
Nature its mother, habit is its nurſe ; 
Wit, ſpirit, facultics, but make it worſe ; 
Reaſon itſelf but gives it edge and pow'r; 
As heaven's bleſt beam turns vinegar more ſour, 
We, wretched ſubjects tho' to lawful fway, 
An this weak queen, ſome fav' rite ſtill obey : 
Ah! if ſhe lend not arms as well as rules, 
What can ſhe more than tell us we are fools ? 
Teach vs to mourn our nature, not to mend; 
A ſharp accuſer, but a helpleſs friend ! 
Or from a judge turn pleader, to perſuade 
The choice we make, or juſtify it made; 
Proud of an eaſy conqueſt all along, 
She but removes weak paſſions for the ſtrong : 
So, when ſmall humours gather to a gout, 
The doctor fancics he has driven them out. 
Yes, nature's road muſt ever be preferr'd ; 
Reaſon is here no guide, but ſtill a guard; 


| 


And treat this paſſion more as friend than foc ; 
A mightier Pow'r the ſtrong direction ſends, 
And ſev'ral men impels to ſev'ral ends: 
Like varying winds, by other patlions toſt, | 
This drives them conſtant to a certain coaſt. 

Let pow'r or knowledge, gold or glory pleaſe, 


Or (oft more ſtrong than all) the love of eaſe; |} 


Thro lite "tis follow'd, ev'n at life's expence; 

The merchant's toil, the ſage's indolence, 

The monk's humility, the hero's pride; | 

All, all alike, find Reafon on their fide. | 
Ti Eternal Art educing good from ill, 

Grafts on this Paſſion our belt principle: 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


But what will grow on Pride, or grow on Shame”, 


"P's thus-the Mercury of Man is fix'd, 
Strong gros the Virtue with his nature mix'd; 
The drois cements what elſe were too refin'd, 
And in one int'reſt body acts with mind. 

As fruits, ungrateful to the planter's care, 
On tavage ſtocks inſerted learn to bear; 
The tureſt Virtues thus from Pafiions ſhoot, 
Wild Nature's vigour working at the root. 
What crops of wit and honeſty appear 
From fpleen, from obſtinacy, hate, or fear! 


VARIATION S. 


* Tow oft with Paſſion Virtue points her charms? 
"Then ſhine; the hero, then the patriot warms. 


J Peleus' great Son, or Brutus, who had known, 
Had Lucrece been a whore, or Helen none? 
But, Virtucs oppoſite to make agree, 

That, Reaſon, is thy taſk, and worthy thee, 
Hard taſk, cries Bibulus, and Reaſon weak. 
— Make it a point, dear Marquis, or a pique. 
Once, for a whim, perſuade yourſelf to pay 

A debt to Reaſon like a debt at play. 13 
For right or wrong, have mortals ſuffer'd more? 
B— for his Prince, or for his Whore 2. 

_ Whole ſelf-denials nature moſt controul— 
Elis who would ſave a Sixpenecy or his Soul? 


Book I, 
Sce anger, zeal and fortitude ſupply ; 

Ev 'n av'rice, prudence, ſloth, philoſophy; 
Luſt, thro' ſome certain trainers well refin'd 
Is gentle love, and charms all womanking : 
Envy, to which th' ignoble mind's a flave, 
Js emulation in the learn'd or brave; 

Nor Virtue, male or female, can we name, 


Thus Nature gives us (let it check our pride a 
The virtue neareſt to our vice allied: 7] 
Reaſon the bias turns to good from ill, 

And Nero reigns a Titus if he will, 
Ihe fiery ſoul abhorr'd in Catiline, 

In Decius charms, in Curtius is divine: 
i he ſame ambition can deſtroy or ſave, 
Aud makes a patriot as it makes a knave, 

This light and darknefs in our chaos join'd, 
What ſhall divide? The God within the mind, 

Extremes in Nature equal ends produce; 
In man they join to ſome myſterious uſe : 
Tho' each by turns the other's bounds invade, 
As, in ſome well wrought picture, light and ſhade, 
And oft fo mix, the diff rence is too nice 
Where ends the Virtue, or begins the Vice. 

Fools! who from hence into the notion fall, 


That Vice or Virtue there 1s none at all, 
If white and black blend, ſoften, and un e 


A thouſand ways, is there no black or white? 

Aſk your own heart, and nothing is fo plain; 

Tis to miſtake them coſts the time and pam, 
Vice is a monſter of fo trightful mien, 

As, to be hated, necds but to be ſeen ; 

Yet, ſeen too oft, familiar with her face, 


We firſt endure, then pity, then embrace. 5 
But where th' Extreme of Vice, was ne er z;reect! 


Aſk where's the North? at Vork, tis on the Iwecd; 


In Scotland, at the Orcades; and there, 

At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where. 
No creature owns it in the firſt degree, 

But thinks his neighbour further gone than he: 
| Ev'n thoſe who dwell beneath its very zone, 
Or never feel the rage, or never own; 

| What happier natures ſhrink at with affright, 
The hard inhabitant contends is right. 


Virtuous and vicious ey'ry man mult be; 


Few in th' extreme, but all in the degree : 
| The rogue and fool, by fits, is fair and wiſe; 
And ev'n the beſt, by fits, what they deſpiſe. 


Web for his health, a Chartreux for his Sin, 
Contend they not which ſooneſt ſhall grow thin! 
What we reſolve we can: but here's the fault— 
We ne'er reſolve to do the thing we ought. 


A Cheat! a Whore ! who ſtarts not at the name, 


In all tlie Inns of Court, or Drury-lane? 7 


The Col'nel ſwears the Agent is a dog; 

The Scriv'ner vows th' Attorney is a regue. 
Againſt the Thief th' Attorney loud inveighs 3 
For whoſe ten pounds the county twenty pay% 
The Thief damns Judges and the Knaves ot State; 
And dying mourns ſmall Villains hang'd by gleat. 
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Tj arts we follow good or ill! 

N Fin, Self directs it ſtill ; 

bach individual ſeeks a ſev'ral goal; [ Whole: 

But Heaven's great VIEW 18 One, and that the 

That counterworks each folly and caprice; 

That diſappoints tli effect of ev*ry vice; 

That, happy frailties to all ranks applied— 

me to the virgin, to the matron pride, 

feat to the ſtateſman, raſhneſs to the chick, 

Jo kings preſumption, and to crowds belief: 

That, Virtue's ends from vanity can rate, 

Which ſeeks no int'reft, no reward but praiſe; 

And builds on wants, and on defects of mind, 

The joy, the peace, the glory of Mankind. 
Heaven, forming each on other to depend, 

A maſter, or a ſervant, or a fricad, 

Pids each on other for aſſiſtance call, 

Till one Man's weak neſs grows the ſtrength of all. 

Wants, frailties, paſſions, cloſer {till ally 

The common int'reſt, or endear the tie. 

ro theſe we owe true friendſhip, love ſincere, 

Fach home- felt joy that life inherits here; 

Yet from the fame we learn, in its decline, 

Thoſe joys, thoſe loves, thoſe int'reſts to reſign 3 

Taught half by Reaſon, half by mere decay, 

To welcome death, and calmly paſs away. 
Whate'erthe Paſſion, knowledge, fame, or pelf, 

Not one will change his neighbour with himſelf. 

The learn'd 1s happy nature to explore, 

The fool is happy that he knows no more; 

The rich is happy in the plenty given, 

The poor contents him with the care of Heaven. 

See the blind beggar dance, the cripple fing, 

The ſot a hero, lunatic a king; 

The ſtarving chemiſt in his golden views 

dupremely bleſt; the poet in his Muſe. 

dee ſome ſtrange comfort ev'ry ſtate attend, 

And pride, beftow'd on all, a common friend: 

See ſome fit paſſion ev'ry age ſupply; 


Hope travels through, nor quits us when we die. 


Behold the child, by nature's kindly law, 
Plexs'd with a rattle, tickled with a ſtraw ; 
dome livelier plaything gives his youth delight, 
A little louder, but as empty quite; : | 
dcarfs, garters, gold, amuſe his riper ſtage, 


And beads and pray*r-books are the toys of age: 


Pleas'd with this bauble ſtill, as that before; 
Till tir'd he ſleeps, and Life's poor play is o'er. 
Meanwhile Opinion gilds with varying rays 

Thoſe painted clouds that beautify our days; 
Each want of happineſs by Hope ſupplied, 

And cach vacuity of ſenſe by Pride: 

Theſe build as faſt as knowledge can deftroy 
In folly's cup ſtill laughs the bubble, Joy: 

One proſpect loſt, another {till we gain; 

And not a vanity is given in vain. 

dun mean Self-love becomes, by force divine, 
The ſcale to meaſure others wants by thine. 
dec! and confeſs, one comfort ſtill muſt riſe; 
'Tis this tho Man's a fool, yet God is wile. 


DID AC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


For him as 
Is it for thee the lark aſcends and fings ? 
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ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE III. 


Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpect to 


Socicty. 


The whole Univerſe one Syſlem of Society No- 


thing made wholly for itſelf, nor yet wholly for 
another. Ihe happineſs of Animals mutual, — 
Reaſon or InftinE&t operates alike to the good of 
each Individual. Reaſon or Inſtinct operates 
alſo to Society in all animals. — How far So- 
cicty is carried by inflinft.— Hoau much farther 
by Reaſon. —Of that which is calledthe State of 
Nature.—Reaſon inſtructed by Inflin@ in the 
Invention of Arts, and in the forms of Society. 
 —Oryg in of Political Societies.—Origin of Mo- 
narchy.—Patriarchal Government,—Origin of 
true Religion and Government, from the ſame 
principle of Lowe.—Origin of Superſtition and 
Tyranny, from the fame principle of Fear. 
The influence of Seif-lowe operating to the ſo- 
cial aud public Good. —Refloration of true Re- 
ligion and Government on their firfl Principle. 
— Mixed Government. Various Forms of each, 
and the true End of all. | 


E PIB T LE III. 


HERE then we reſt: * The Univerſal Cauſe ® 
Acts to one end, but acts by various laws.“ 
In all the madneſs of ſuperfluous health, 


The train of pride, the impudence of wealth, 


Let this great truth bę preſent night and day; 
But moſt be preſent, if we preach, or pray. 

Look round our World; behold the chain of 
Combining all below and all above. Love 
See plaſtie Nature work ing to this end; | 


The ſingle atoms each to other tend; 


Attract, attracted to the next in place, 

Form'd and 1mpell'd its nc!ghbour to embrace. 
See matter next, with various life endued, 

Preſs to one centre ſtill, the gen'ral Good. 

See dying Vegetables life ſuſtain, 

See life diſſolving vegetate again: 

All forms that periſh other forms ſupply | 
(By turns we catch the vital breath, and dic), 
Like bubbles on the ſea of Matter borne, 


They riſe, they break, and to that ſea return. 


Nothing is foreign; Parts relate to whole; 

One all-extending, all-preferving Soul 

Connects each being, greateſt with the leaſt ; 
Made Beaſt in aid of Man, and Man of Beaſt; 
All ſerv'd, all ſerving: nothing ſtands alone; 
The chain holds on, and where it ends unknown. 


Has God, thou fool! work*d ſolely for thy good, 


Thy joy, thy paſtime, thy attire, thy food? 


Who for ny table feeds the wanton fawn, 
indly ſpreads the flow'ry lawn, 


Joy tunes his voice, joy. elevates his wings. 


| Ts it for thee the linnct pours his throat? 
Loves of his own and raptures ſwell the note. 


VARIATION. 


* Learn, Dulneſs ! learn: The Univerſal Cauſe,' &c. 


; This - 
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The bounding ſteed you pompouſly beſtride 
Shares with his lord the pleaſure and the pride. 
Is thine alone the ſeed that ſtrews the plain ? 
The birds of heaven ſhall vindicate their grain. 
'Thine the full harveſt of the golden year? 
Part pays, and juſtly, the deſerving ſteer. 

The hog that plougns not, nor obeys thy call, 
Lives on the labours of this lord of all, 

Know, Nature's children ſhalldivide her care; 
The fur that warms a monarch warm'd a bear. 
While Man exclaims, See all things for my uſe !” 
© See man for mine! replies a pamper'd goole * : 
And juſt as ſhort of reaſon be muſt fall, 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. 

Grant that the pow'rful ſtill the weak controul 
Be Man the Wit and Tyrant of the whole: 
Nature that Tyrant checks; he only knows, 
And helps another creature's wants and woes, 
Say, will the falcon, ſtooping from above, 
Smit with her varying plumage, ſpare the dove? 
Admires the jay the inſect's gilded wings? 

Or hears the hawk when Philomela ſings ? 


Man cares for all: to birds he gives his woods, 


To beaſts his paſtures, and to fith his floods ; 
For ſome his int'reſt prompts him to provide, 
For more his pleaſure, yet for more his pride : 
All feed on one vain Patron, and enjoy 

Th' extenſive bleſſing of his luxury. 

'That very life his learned hunger craves, 

He faves from famine, from the ſavage faves; 

Nay, feaſts the animal he dooms his feaſt, - 

And, till he ends the being, makes it bleſt 

Which ſees no more the ſtroke, or feels the pain, 

Than favour'd Man by touch ethercal ſlain. _ 

The creature had his feaſt of life before; 

Thou too muſt periſh when thy feaſt is o'er ! 
To each ee e being, Heaven a friend, 
Gives not the uſeleſs knowledge of its end: 

To Man imparts it; but with ſuch a view 

As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too: 

The hour conceal'd, and ſo remote the fear, 

Death ftill draws nearer, never ſceming near. 

Great ſtanding miracle! that Heaven atlign'd 

Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 

Whether with Reaſon or with Inſtinct bleſt, 
Know, all enjoy that pow'r which ſuits them beſt; 

Jo bliſs alike by that direction tend, 

And find the means proportion'd to their end. 
Say, where full Inſtinct is th' unerring guide, 
What Pope or Council can they need beſide? 

Reaſon, however able, cool at beſt +, 

Cares not for ſervice, or but ſerves when preſt; 
1 till we call, and then not often near; 

ut honeſt Inſtinct comes à volunteer, 
Sure never to o'erſhoot, but juſt to hit; 

While ſtill too wide or ſhort is human Wit; 
Sure by quick Nature happineſs to gain, 
Which heavier Reaſon labours at in vain. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
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This too ſerves always, Reaſon never | 
One muſt go right OB 
go right, the other may go wron 

See then the acting and comparing pow rss 
One in their nature, which are two in ours. 
And Reaſon raiſe o'er Inſtin& as you can. 
In this 'tis God directs, in that tis Man, 

Who taught the nations of the field and Wood 
To ſhun their poiſon, and to chooſe their food; 
Preſcient, the tides or tempeſts to withſtand. 
Build on the wave, or arch beneath the ſand ö 
Who made the ſpider parallels deſign, R 
Sure as De Moivre, without rule or line“ 
Who bid the ſtork, Columbus: like, explore 
Heavens not his own, and worlds unknown before! 
Wha calls the council, ſtates the certain day | 
Who forms the phalanx, and who points the way! 

God, in the nature of each being, founds * 
Tts proper bliſs, and ſets its proper bounds: 


| But as he fram'd a Whole, the Whole to ble, 


On mutual Wants built mutual Happineſs; 
So, from the firſt, eternal order ran, 
And creature link'd to creature, man to man, 
Whate'er of life all - quick'ning æther keeps, 
Or breathes thro' air, or ſhoots beneath the dceps, 
Or pours profuſe on earth, one nature feed; 
The vital flame, and ſwells the genial ſeeds, 
Not man alone, but all that roam the wood, 
Or wing the ſky, or roll along the flood, 
Each loves itſelf, but not itſelf alone; 
Each ſex defires alike, till two are one. 
Nor ends the pleaſure with the fierce embrace; 
They love themſelves, a third time, in their race, 
Thus beaſt and bird their common charge attend; 
The mothers nurſe it, and the fires defend; 
The young diſmiſs'd to wander earth or air, 
There ſtops the Inſtinct, and there ends the care; 
The link diſſolves, cach ſceks a freſh embrace; 
Another love ſucceeds, another race, 

A longer care Man's helpleſs kind demands; 
That longer care contracts more laſting bands; 
Reflection, Reaſon, ſtill the tics improve, 


At once extend the int'reſt and the love: 


With choice we fix, with ſympathy we burn; 


Fach Virtue in each Paſſion takes its turn; 


And ſtill new needs, new helps, new habits riſe, 
That graft benevolence on charities. 
Still as one brood, and as another roſe, 


| Theſe nat'ral love maintain, habitual thoſe: 
| The laſt ſcarce ripen'd into perfect Man, 


Saw helpleſs Fim from whom their life began: 


| Mem'ry and forecaſt juſt returns engage; 


That pointed back to youth, this on to age; 

While pleaſure, gratitude, and hope, combin d, 

Still ſpread the int'reſt, and preſerv'd the kind. 
Nor think, in Nature's State they blindly trod; 


The State of Nature was the reign of God: 
{| Self-love and Social at her birth began; 
Union the bond of all things, and of Man, 


VARIATION S. 


® What care to tend, to lodge, to cram, to treat him! 


All this he knew; but not that 'twas to eat him. 
As far as Gooſe could judge, he reaſon'd tight; 
But, as to Man, miſtook the matter quite. 

2 1 


+ While Man, with op'ning views of various way? 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ſtrays; 
Too weak to chooſe, yet chooſing ſtill in haſte, 


One moment giyes the pleaſure and diſtaſte, Prid 
7 5 | | rye 
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Pride then was not; nor Arts, that Pride to aid; 
Man walk d with beaſt, joint tenant of the ſhade; 
The ſame his table, and the ſame his bed; 
No murder cloth'd him, and no murder fed. 
ln the ſame temple, the reſounding wood, 
All vocal beings hymn'd their equal God: 
The ſhrine with gore unſtain'd, with gold undreſt; 
Unbrib'd, unbloody, ſtood the blame eſs prieſt: 
Heaven's attribute was Univerſal Care; 
And Man's prerogative to rule, but ſpare. 
Ah! how unlike the man of times to come! 
Of half that live the butcher and the tomb; 
Who, foe to Nature, hears the gen'ral groan, 
Murders their ſpecies, and betrays his own, 
But juſt diſeaſe to luxury ſucceeds, 
And ev'ry death its own avenger breeds; 
The fury paſſions from that blood began, 
And turn'd on Man a fiercer ſavage, Man. 

See him from Nature riſing ſlow to Art ! 
To copy Inſtin& then was Reaſon's part; 
Thus then to Man the voice of Nature ſpakxe 
« Go, from the Creatures thy inſtructions take: 
« Learn from the birds what food the thickets 


«yield; 

« Learn — the beaſts the phyſic of the field; 
Iny arts of building from the bee receive; 
Learn of the mole toplough, the worm to weave; 
« Learn of the little Nautilus to fail, | 
Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale. 
« Here too all forms of ſocial union find, 
And hence ler Reaſon, late, inftru&t mankind : 
Here ſubterranean works and cities ſee ; 
« There towns atrial on the waving tree. 
Learn each ſmall People's genius, policies, 
The Ant's republic, and the realm of Bees; 
How thoſe in common all their wealth beſtow, 
„And Anarchy without confuſion know; 
„And theſe for ever, tho" a Monarch reign, 
Their ſep'rare cells and properties maintain. 
+ Mark what unvaried laws preſerve each ſtate, 
Y Laws wile as Nature, and as fix'd as Fate. 
In vain thy Reaſon finer webs ſhall draw, 
« Entangle ſuſtice in her net of Law; 
* And right, too rigid, harden into wrong; 
Still for the ſtrong too weak, the weak too ſtrong. 
„Vet go! and thus o'er all the creatures ſway, 
* Thus let the wiſer make the reſt obey : f 
And for thoſe arts mere Inſtinct could afford, * 
Be crown d as Monarchs, or as Gods ador'd,” 
Great Nature ſpoke; obſervant Man obey d; 
Cities were built, Societies were made: 

ere roſe one little ſtate; another near + 
Grew by like means, and join'd thro love or fear. 
Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend, 
And there the ſtreams in purer rills deſcend? 
What War could raviſh, Commerce could beftow ; 


And he return'd a friend who came a foe. 


1 
I, for thoſe Arts they learn'd of brutes before, 
Kings ſhall crown them, or as Gods adore. 

F * Neighbours leagued to 
For Love Was Nature's dictate; Murder, not, 

' Fant alone each animal contends z | 


Vers with tigers, that remoy's, arg friends, 


guard the common ſpot : 


'DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 
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onverſe and Love mankind might ſtrongly draw, 
When Lovewas Liberty, and Nature Law. | known, 
Thus ftares were form'd; the name of King un- 
Till common int'reſt plac'd the ſway in one. 
"T was Virtue only (or in arts or arms, 
Diftuſing bleſſings, or averting harms), 
The ſame which in a Sire the Sons obey'd, 
A Prince the Father of a People made. { ſate 

Till then, by Nature crown'd, each Patriarch 

King, prieſt, and parent, of his growing ſtate; 
On him, their ſecond Providence, they hung 
Their law his eye, their oracle his rongue. 
He from the wand'ring furrow call'd the food, 
Taught to command the fire, controul the flood, 
Draw forth the monſters of th' abyſs profound, 
Or fetch th' atrial cagle to the Ar 
Till drooping, ſick' ning, dying they began, 
Whom they rever'd as God, to mourn as Man; 
Then, looking up from fire to fire, explor'd 
One great Firit Father, and that Firſt ador'd. 
Or plain tradition that this All begun, 
Convey'd unbroken faith from fire to ſon; 
The worker from the work diſtin&t was known, 
And ſimple Reaſon never ſought but one: 
Ere Wit oblique had broke that ſteady light, 
Man, like his Maker, ſaw that all was right; 


| To Virtue in the paths of Pleaſure trod, 


And own'd a Father when he own'd a God. 

Love all the faith and all th' allegiance then 

For Nature knew no right divine in Men, 

No ill could fear in God; and underſtood 

A Sov'reign being but a fov'reign good. 

True faith, true policy, united ran; 

That was but love of God, and this of Man. 
Who firſt taught ſouls enſlav'd, and realms un- 

TH' enormous faith of many made for one; ¶ done 

That proud exception to all Nature's laws, 

T' invert the world, and counterwork its Caule 2 

Force firſt made Conqueſt, and that Conqueſt, 

Till Superſtition taught the Tyrant awe ; | Law, 

Then ſhar'd the Tyravny, then lent it aid, 

And Gods of Conq'rors, Slaves of Subjects made: 

She midſt the lightning's blaze, and thunder's 
ſound, ET: (the ground, 

When rock'd the mountains, and when groan'd 

She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 

To Pow'r unſeen, and mightier far than they: 

She from the rending earth, and burſting ſ{kics, 

Saw Gods deſcend, and fiends infernal rite: 

Here fix'd the dreadful, there the bleſt abodes; 

Fear made her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods; 


| Gods partial, changeful, paſſionate, unjuſt, 


Whoſe attributes were Rage, Revenge, or Luſt; 
Such as the fouls of cowards might. conceive, 


And, form'd like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 


Zeal then, not charity, became the guide ! 


q 


And hell was built on ſpite, and heaven on pride. 


VARIATION $, 


Plain Nature's wants the common mother crown'd ? 
She pour'd her acorns, herbs, and ſtreams around. 
No treaſure then for rapine to invade; . 

What need to fight for ſunſhine or for ſhade ? 

And half the cauſe of conteſt was remov'd, 

Whep beauty could be Kind to all who lav'd. 


Then 
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Then ſacred ſcem'd th' ethereal vault no more; 


Altars grew marble then, and reek'd with gore: 
Then firſt the Flamen taſted living food, 
Next his grim idol ſmear'd with human blood; 
With heaven's own thunders ſhook the world 
below, 
And play d the God an engine on his foe. 
So drives Scli-love, thro juſt, and thro' uojuſt; 
To one man's pow'r, ambition, lucre, luſt: 
The fame Self-love in all, becomes the cauſe 
Of what reftrains him, Government and Laws, 
For, what one likes, if others like as well, 
What ſerves one will, when many wills rebel? 
How thall he keep, what, ſleeping or awake, 
A weaker may ſurpriſe, a ſtronger take ? 
His ſafety mult his liberty reſtrain : 
All join'd to guard what each defires to gain. 
Forc'd into Virtue thus, by Self-defence, 
Ev'n Kings learn'd juſtice and benevolence: 
Self- love forſook the path it firſt purſued, 
And found the private in the public good. 
Tuas then the ſtudious head or gen'rous mind, 
Follower of God, or friend of human kind, 
Poet or Patriot, roſe but to reſtore 
The faith and moral Nature gave before; 
Relum'd her ancient light, not kindled new; 
If not God's image, yet his ſhadow drew: 
Taught Power's due uſe to People and to Kings, 
Taught nor to ſlack nor ſtrain its tender firings, 
The leſs or greater ſet ſo juſtly true, = 
That touching one muſt ſtrike the other too; 
Till jarring int refts of themſelves create 
| Tir according muſic of a well-mix'd ſtate. 
Such is the worid's great harmony, that ſprings 
From Order, Union, full Conſent of things: 
Where tmall and great, where weak and mighty 
made | | 
To ſerve, not ſufter ; ſtrengthen, not invade; 
More pow'rful each as ncedful to the reſt, 
And, in proportion as it bleſſes, bleſt; _ 
Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 
Beaſt, Man, or Angel, Servant, Lord, or King. 
For Forms of Government let fools conteſt; 
Whate'er is beſt adminiſter'd is beſt: 
For Modes of Faith let graceleſs zealots fight; 
His can't be wrong whoſe life is in the right: 
In Faith and Hope the world will diſagree, 
But all Mankind's concern is Charity : NT 
All muſt be falſe that thwart this One great End; 
And all of God that bleſs Mankind, or mend. 
Man, like the gen'rous vine, ſupported lives ; 
The Strength he gains is from th' embrace he 
1 gives. FE 
On their own Axis as the Plancts run, | 
| Yet make at once their circle round the Sun; 
So two conliltent motions act the Soul, | 
And one regards Itſelf, and one the Whole. 
Thus God and Nature link'd the gen'ral frame, 


{ 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book ff, 


ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE 1y, 


Of the Nature and State of Man, 
Happineſs. © 


Falje Notions of Happineſs, Philoſiphical ant p, 
priar—lIt is the End of all Men, and ali. 
able by all — God intends Happineſs to be equa! 
4nd to be ſo, it miſt be ſocial, face all port, 
lar Happineſs depends vn general, and Act by 
governs by general not particular Law 
it 1s neceyary for Order, and the peace ond 
welfare of Society, that externa! goods canli 
unequal, Happineſs is not made to conſt in lis 
—But, notwith/\anding that equality, the bg. 
lance of Happineſs amor mankind is lept ten 

by Providence, by the tavo Paſſions of Hope and 
Fear —What the Happineſs of Tadiviiunls is, of 
Jar as is conſiſtent with the conſtitution of thy 
world; and that the Good Man has lere t 
advantage—Thbe error imput ing to Hin 
cuhat are only the calamulies of Nature ur if 
Fortune—The folly of ea pecting that God l 
alter his general laws in favuur of part. 
lars—That we are not judges who are god; 
but that, whoever they are, they muſt be haji- 
ei. That external goods are not the proper i. 
ewards, but often inconfiſtent with, ar defirc. 
tive of, Virtue —That even theſe can male n 

Man happy without Viriue : Inftanced in Riche 

 — Honours —Nobility—Greatneſs —Fame=Si 

perior Talents—With pictures of human ini. 
city in Men poſſeſſed of them ali/-—That Virin 
only conſtitutes a Happineſs whoſe object is un. 
Terſal, and whoſe proſpect eternal Tat ily 
erfection of Virtue and Happine,s conſſſis in a 
conformity to the Order of Providence here, aud 
a Reſignation to it here and hereafter, 


EPIST LE IV. 


O HAPPINESS ! our being's end and aim 
Good, Pleaſure, Eaſe, Content! whate'er thy narnc; 
That ſomething ſtill which prompts th' cteru. 

ſigh, 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die; 
Which till ſo near us, yet bevond us lies; | 
O'criook'd, ſeen double, by the fool and wife. 
Plant of celeſtial ſeed! if dropt below, 
Say, in what mortal foil thou deign'ſt to grow? 
Fair op'ning to ſome Courts propitious fue, 
Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine“ 
Twin'd with the wreaths Parnaſſian laurels yield 
Or reap'd in iron harveſts of the field? 
Where grows? where grows it not? if rain our 
| toil, | 
We ought to blame the culture, not the ſoil, 
| Fix'd to no ſpot is Happineſs ſincere, 
'Tis nowhere to be found, or ev'ry where: 
Tis never to be bought, but always free z | 


auith reſtect i 


o 


And bade Scelf-love and Social be the fame. | | 


VARTA 


* Oh Flappineſs, to which we all aſpire, 
Winz'd with ſtrong hape, and borue by ſull deſite; 


E 
And, fled from monarchs, St. John! du ells waa 


T.I O N. 


That eaſe for which in want, in wealth, we ſigh; 
That eale for which we labour and ws die. 
© | | ; A 


BooKk Il, 


blind : j 
This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun mankind ; 
Some place the bliſs in action, ſome in eaſe ; 
Thoſe call it pleaſure, and contentment theie: 
Some, ſunk to beaſts, find pleaſure end in pain; 
Some, ſwell'd to Gods, confeſs ev n virtue vain; 
Or indolent to each extreme they fall, 
To truſt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define it, ſay they more or leſs 
Than this, that happineſs is happineſs ? 

Take Nature's path,.and mad opinions leave ; 
All ates can reach it, and all heads conceive ; 
Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell; 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning well; 
And mourn our various portions as we pleaſe, 
Equal is common ſenſe and common caſe. 

Remember, Man, the univerſal cauſe 
Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral las; 

And .aakes what Happineſs we juſtly call 
Subfiſt not in the good of one, but all. 

There's not a blefling individuals find, 
But fome way leans and hearkens to the kind, 
No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride, 

No cavern'd hermit reſts ſelf-ſatisfied : 

Who moſt to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, 
Seck an admirer, or would fix a friend : 
Abſtract what others feel, what others think, 
All pleaſures ficken, and all glories fink : 

Exch has his ſharc ; and who would more obtain, 
Nall find, the pleaſure pays not half the pain. 

Order is Heaven's firſt law ; and this confeſt, 
dome are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt, 
More rich, more wiſe; but who infers from hence 
That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſenſe. 
Heaven to mankind impartial we confeſs *, 

If all are equal in their happineſs ; | 

but mutual wants this happineſs increaſe ; 

All nature's diff 'rence keeps all nature's peace, 
Condition, circumſtance is not the thing; 

Bliſs is the ſame in ſubject or in king. 

In who obtain defence, or who defend, 

In im who is, or him who finds a friend: 
Heaven breathes thro' ev'ry member of the whole 
One common blefling, as one common ſoul, 
But fortune's gifts, if cach alike poſſeſt. 

And each were cqual, muſt not all conteſt ? 

It then to all men Happineſs was meant, 

God in Externals could not place Content +. 

Fortune her gifts may variouſly diſpoſe, 

"ny my be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe ; 
+ 2 s Juſt balance equal will appear, 
: e . ole are plac din hope, and theſe in fear: 
dor preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe ; 

ut future views of better, or of worſe. 


* Say not, © Heaven's here profuſe, there 


And for 


You'll find 


poorly ſaves, 
one monarch makes a thouſand ſlaves. 
en when cauſes and their ends are known, 
1 or the thouſand Heaven has made that one 

i peace of mind alone is at a ſtay: 

** wy Fortune gives, or takes away. 
e E lifs by accident; debarr'd ; 
Vaue's, in the inſtant, a reward ; 


— 
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Oh, ſons of earth ! attempt ye till to riſe, 

By mountains pil'd on mountains, to the ſkies? 
Heaven ſtill with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raiſe, 

Know, all the good that individuals find, 
Or God and nature meant to mere mankind, 
Reaſon's whole pleaſure, all the joys of ſenſe, 
Lie in three words, Health, Peace, and Compe- 
But health conſiſts with temperance alone; | tence; 
And peace, oh virtue ! peace is all thy own: 
The good or bad the gifts of fortune gain ; 
But theſe leſs taſte them, as they wor ſe obtain. 
Say, in purſuit of profit or delight, 
Who riſk the moſt, that take wrong means or 

right? | 

Of vice = virtue, whether bleſt or curſt, 
Which meets contempt, or which compatlion firſt? 
Count all th' advantage proſp'rous vice attains, 
Tis but what Virtue flies from and diſdains : 
And grant the bad what happineſs they wou'd, 


| One they muſt want, which is, to paſs for good. 


Oh blind to truth, and God's whole {ſcheme below, 

Who fancy bliſs to vice, to virtue woe ! | 

Who ſees and follows that great ſcheme the beſt, 

Beſt knows the bleſſing, and will moſt be bleſt. 

But fools the good alone unhappy call, 

For ills or accidents that chance to all, 

See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the juſt ! 

See godlike Turenne proſtrate on the duſt ! 

Sce Sydney bleeds amid the martial ſtrife! 

Was this their virtue, or contempt of life ? 

Say, was it virtue, more tho' Heaven ne'er gave, 

Lamentcd Digby ! ſunk thee to the grave? 

Tell me, if virtue made the fon expire, 

Why, full of days and honour, lives the fire? 

Why drew Marſeilles“ good biſhop purer breath, 

When Nature ficken'd, and each gale was death? 

Or why ſo long (in life if long can be) 

Lent Heaven a parent to the poor and me? 
What makes all phyfical or moral ill? 

There deviates nature, and here wanders will. 

God ſends not ill; if rightly underſtood, 


Or partial ill is univerſal good, 


Or change admits, or nature lets it fall, 
Short, and but rare, till men improv'd it all. 
We juſt as wiſely might of Heaven complain 9, 
That righteous Abel was deftroy'd by Cain, 


As that the virtuous fon is ſtill at eaſe 


When his lewd father gave the dire diſeaſe. 
Think we, like ſome weak prince, th' EternalCauſe 


Prone for his fav'rites to reverſe his laws? 


Shall burning Etna, if a ſage requires, 
Forget to thunder, and recal her fires? 
On air or ſea new motions be impreſt, 


oh blameleſs Bethel! to relieve thy breaſt ? 
VARIATION $. | | 


In hardeſt trials operates the beſt, 
And more is reliſh'd as the more diſtreſt. 


Let ſober moraliſts correct their ſpeech, | 
No bad man's happy, he is great or rich. 

& Of ev'ry evil, ſince the world began, 
The real ſource is not in God, but man, 


p Wher: 
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When the looſe mountain trembles from on high, 

Shall gravitation ccaſe, if you go by ? 

Or ſome old temple, nodding to its fall, 

For Chartres' head reſerve the hanging wall ? 
But till this world (fo fitted for the knave) 

Contents us not. A better ſhall we have? 

A kingdom of the juſt then let it be: 

Hut firſt conſider how thoſe juſt agree. 

The good mutt rzxerit God's peculiar care; 

But who, but God, can tell us who they are ? 

One thinks, on Calvin Heaven's own Spirit fell; 

Another deems him inſtrument of hell. | 

It Calvin feel Heaven's bleſſing, or its rod, 

This cries, there is; and that, there is no God. 

What thocks one part will edify the reſt, 

Nor with one ſyſtem can they all be bleſt, 

The very beſt will variouſly incline , 

And what rewards your virtue, puniſh mine. 

Whatever is, is right, —This world, 'tis true, 

Was made for Cæſar but for Titus too; 

And which more bleſt? who chain'd his country, 

Or he whoſe virtue figh'd to loſe a day? [ fay, 
«But ſometimes virtue ſtarves, while vice is fed.“ 

What then? Is the reward of virtue bread ? 

That vice may merit, tis the price of toil ; 

The knave deſerves it when he tills the ſoil. 

The knave deſerves it when he tempts the main, 

Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain. 

The good man may be weak, be indolent; 

Nor is his claim to plenty, but content. 

But grant him riches, your demand is o'cr ? 

*« No—fhall the good want health, the good want 

M rr | 

Add health and pow'r, and ev'ry carthly thing, 

Why bounded pow'r? why private? why no 

Nay, why external for internal givn? king!“ 

Way 1s not man a god, and carth a heaven? 

Vino alk and reaſon thus, will ſcarce conceive 

God gives enough, while he has more to give z 


Immenſe the pow'r, immenſe were the demand; 


Sau, at what part of nature will they ſtand : 
Wat nothing carthly gives, or can deſtroy, 

Pic ſonit's calm funſhine and the heart-felr joy 

Js virtuz's-prize : a better would you fix? 

Then give humility a coach and fix, 

Juttice a conqu'ror's tword, or truth a gown, 

Or public ſpirit 1's great cure, a crown. 

Weak, foolim man! will heaven reward us thereÞ 

With the ſame wrath mad mortals with for kere 2 

[The boy and man an individual makes, 

5 ci ligh | thon now for apples and for cakes ? 

Go, like the I dian, in another life 

Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife; 

As well as dream ſuch trifles are attion'd, 

As toys and empires for a godlike mind : 

Rewards, that either would to virtue bring 

No joy, or be deſtructive of the thing: 


VARIATION S. 


* Give each a ſyſtem, all muſt be at ſtrife; 
What diff'rent ſyitems tor a man and wite ? 


4 Say, what rewards this idle world imparts, 
Or tit for ſearening head: or Yonctt hearts, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


That thou mayſt be by kings, or whores cf kings 


From Macedonia's madman to the Sed ; 


Who wickedly is wiſe, or madly brave, 


Book It 
How oft by theſe at ſixty are undone 


The virtues of a ſaint at twenty-one ! 
To whom carrricires give repute, or truſt, 
Content, or plcafure, but the good and juſt } 
Judges and ſenates have been bought for gold; 
Eſteem and love were never to be old, 
Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind 
The lover, and the love of human kind, 
Whoſe life is healthful, and whoſe confciencecey 
Becauſe he wants a thouſand pounds a year, | 
Honour and ſhame from no condition riſe, 
Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 
Fortune in men has ſome ſmall diff 'rence made; 
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade: 
The cobler apron'd, and the parſon gown'd, 
The friar hooded, and the monarch crown'd, 
«© What differ more (you cry) than crown and 
cowl 2” | 
I'lI tell you, friend; a wiſe man and a fool, 
You'll find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 
Or, cobler-like, the parſon will be drunk, 
Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow; 
The reſt is all but leather or prunella, | firing, 
Stuck o'er with titles and hung round with 


Boaſt the pure blood of an illuſtrious race}, 

In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece: 

But by your fathers' worth if yours you rate, 

Count me thoſe only who were good and great 

Go ! if your ancient, but ignoble blood 

Has crept thro” ſcoundrels ever fince the foci, 

Go! and pretend your family is young; 

Nor own your fathers have been fools 10 long, 

What can ennoble ſots, or ſlaves, or coward: ? 

Alas! not all the blood of all the Howards. 
Look next on greatneſs ; ſay where greatues 

„ Where, but among the heroes and the vile” 

Heroes are much the fame, the point s aged, 


The whole ftrange purpoſe of their lives, to ſ1:6 
Or make, an enemy of all mankind! 

Not one looks backward, onward ſtill he ge, 
Yet nc'er looks forward further than his no, 
No lefs alike the politic and wile ; 

All fly, flow things, with eircumſpective ec 
Men in their loote unguarded hours they Lakes 
Not that themlelves are wiſe, but others wech, 
But grant that thoſe can conquer, theſe can cheats 
Tis phrate abſurd to call a villain great : 


Is but the more a fool, the more a Knabe. 
Wo noble ends by noble means obtains, 
Or failing, ſmiles in exile or in chains, 
Like good Aurelius let him reign, cr blec 
Like Socrates, that man is great indeed. | 
What's fame ? a fancy'd life in other > read; 
A thing beyond us, ev'n before our death. 


+ The richeſt blood, right honourably old, 


Down from Lucretia to Lucretia roll'd, 
May ſwell thy heart and gallop in thy breaſt, 
Without one daſh of uſher or of prleſt: 
Thy pride as much detpiſe all other pride, 
As Chritt- Church once all colleges belide, 


Ju: 


Book II. 


Juſtwhat you hear, YOu have, and what's unknown | 


The fame (my Lord) if Tully's, or your own. 
All that we feel of it begins and cnds 
In the ſmall circle of our foes or friends; 
To all beſide as much an empty ſhade 
An Eugene liviog, as a Cæſar dead; ; 
Alike or when, or where, they ſhone, or ſhine, 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine. 
A wit's a feather, and a chief a rod; 
An honeſt man's the nobleſt work of God, 
Fame but from death a villain's name can fave, 
As juſtice tears his body from the grave ; 
When what t'oblivion better were reſign'd, 
I; hung on high, to pre half mankind. 
All fame is foreign, but of true deſert; 
plays round the head, but comes not to the heart: 
One ſelf-approving hour whole years outweighs 
Of ſtupid ſtarers, and of loud huzzas 3 
And more true joy Marcellus exil'd feels, 
Than Cæſar with a ſenate at his heels. 
In parts ſuperior what advantage lies? 
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wife? 
Tis but to know how little can be Known; 
To ſee all others faults, and feel our own: 
Condemn'd in buſineſs or in arts to drudge, 
Without a ſecond, or without a judge. 
Truths would you teach, or ſave a ſinking land? 
All fear, none aid you, and few underſtand. 
Painful pre-eminence ! yourſelf to view 
Above life's weakneſs, and its comforts too. 
Bring then theſe bleſſings to a ſtrict account; 
Make Fir deductions ;z. ſee to what they mount: 
How much of other cach is ſure to coſt; 
How each for other oft is wholly loſt ; 
How inconſiſtent greater goods with theſe ; 
How ſometimes life is riſqu'd, and always caſe: 
Think, and if Gill the things thy envy call, 
dar, wouldſt thou be the man to whom they fall? 
To figh for ribbands, if thou art ſo filly, 
Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy! 
Is yellow dirt the paſſion of thy life: 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gfipus' wife! 
It parts allure thee, think how Bacon thin'd, 
The wiſeſt, brighteſt, meaneſt of mankind ! 
Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a name, 
dee Cromwell, damn'd to everlaſting fame! 
I! all, united, thy ambition call, 
From ancient ſtory learn to ſcorn them all. 
There, in the rich, the honour'd, fam'd, and great, 
dce the falſe ſcale of happineſs complete 
In hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay, 
How happy thole to ruin, theſe betray... 
Mark by what wretched ſteps their glory grows, 
From dirt and ſea-weed as proud Venice roſe; 
" exctt how guilt and greatneſs equal ran, ; 
And all that rais'd the hero ſunk the man: 
dow Europe's laurels on their brows bchold, 


ut ſtain'd with blood, or ill exchang'd for gold: 
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Then ſee them broke with toils, or ſunk in eaſe, 
Or infamous for plunder'd provinces. 
Oh wealth ill-fated ! which no act of fame 
E'er taught to ſhine, or ſanctified from ſhame! 
What greater bliſs attcnds their cloſe of life? 
Some greedy minion, or imperious wife, 
The trophicd arches, ſtoried halls invade, 
And haunt their ſlumbers in the pompous ſhade. 
Alas! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 
Compute the morn and ev'ning to the day; 
The whole amount of that enormous fame, 
A tale, that blends their glory with their ſhame! 
Know then this truth—(cnough for man to 
know) | 
“ Viitue alone is happineſs below.“ 
The only point where human bliſs ſtands fill, 
And taſtes the good without the fall to ill ; 
Vhere only merit conſtant pay receives, 
Is bleft in what it takes, and what it gives 
ne joy uncquall'd, if its end it gain; 
And if it loſe, attended with no pain: 
Without faticty, tho' e'er fo bleſs'd *, 
And but more reliſh'd as the more diſtreſs'd : 


| The broadeſt mirth unfeeling folly wears, 


Leſs plcahing far than virtue's very tears: 

Good, from each object, from each place acquir'd, 
For ever exercis'd, yet never tir d; | 
Never elated while one man's oppreſs'd 

Never dejected while another's bleſs'd ; 


And where no wants, no wiſhes can remain, 


Since but to with more virtue, is to gain. 


See the fole bliſs Heaven could on all beſtow! 
Which why but feels can taſte, but thinks can 
| know ! 
Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 
The bad muſt miis, the good, untaught, will find, 
Slave to no ſect, who takes no private road, 
But looks through nature, up to nature's God: 
Purſues that chain which links th' immenſe deſign, 
Joins heaven and carth, and mortal, and divine; 
Sees that no being any bliſs can know, 
But touches ſome above, and ſome below; 
Learns, from this union of the riſing whole, 
The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the human ſoul ; 


| And knows where faith, law, morals. all began, 


All end, in love of God, and love of man. 

For him alone, hope leads from goal to goal, 
And opens ſtill, and opens on his foul ; 

Till lengthen'd on to faith, and unconfin'd, 

It pours the bliſs that fills up all the mind. 
He ſees why nature plants in man alone 

Hope of known bliſs, and faith jv bliſs unknown. 
(Nature, whoſe dictates to no other kind _ 
Are giv'n in vain, but what they ſeck they find) 
Wiſe is her preſent; the connects in this | 
His greateſt virtuc with his greateſt bliis 3 _ 
At once his own bright proſpect to be bleſt, 
And ſtrongeſt motive to aſſiſt the reſt, 


Evin wh; 


le it ſeems uneau "7 O00 
And ms unequal to difpoſe, 
75; 


15 a Lam all the good man's joys with woes, 
»+ to teach him to ſupport each flat e, 


Wich patience this, with moderation that; 
And raite his baſe en that one ſolid joy 
W:ich conſcience gives, and nothing can deſtroy. 
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Self- love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, | 
Gives thee to make thy neighbour's bleſſing thine. 
Is this too little for the boundleſs heart? 
Extend it, let thy enemies have part : 

Graſp the whole worlds of reaſon, life, and ſenſe, 
In one cloſe ſyſtem of benevolence : 

Happier as kinder, in whate'er degree, 

And height of bliſs but height of charity. 

God loves from whole to parts : but human ſoul 
Muſt riſe from individual to the whole. 
Sclf-love but ſerves the virtuous mind to wake, 
As the ſmall pebble ſtirs the peaceful lake; 
The centre mov'd, a circle ftraight ſucceeds, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Another ſtill, and ftill another ſpreads 


Friend, parent, neighbour, firſt it will embrace; 


His country next; and next all human race; 
Take ev'ry creature in, of ev'ry kind; 


And heaven beholds its image in his breaſt. 
Come then, my friend! my genius! come along“; 

Oh maſter of the poet, and the ſong ! | 

And while the Muſe now ſtoops, or now aſcends, 

To man's low paſſions, or their glorious ends, 


Teach me, like thee, in various nature wiſe, 


| Quick whirls, and ſhifting eddies of our minds! 
Wide and more wide, th'oerflowings of the mind On human actions reaſon tho' you can, 


| | It may be Reaſon, but it is not man: 
Earth ſmiles around, with boundleſs bounty bleſt,.. 


You loſe it in the moment you detect. 


To fall with dignity, with temper riſe ; 
Form'd by thy converſe, happily to ſteer 
From grave to gay, from lively to ſevere; 
Correct with ſpirit, eloquent with cafe, 
Intent to reaſon, or polite to pleaſe. 
Oh! while along the ſtream of time thy name 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame, 
Say, ſhall my little bark attendant ſail, 
Purſue the triumph, and partake the gale? 
When ſtateſmen, heroes, kings, in duſt repoſe, 
W hoſe fons fhall bluſh their fathers were thy foes, 
Shall then this verſe to future age pretend 
Thou wert my guide, philoſopher, and friend? 
That, urg'd by thee, I turn'd the tuneful art, 
From ſounds to things, from fancy to the heart; 
For wit's falſe mirror held up nature's light; 
Shew'd erring pride, vhatever is, is right ; 
That reaſon, paſſion, anſwer one great aim; 
That true ſelf-love and ſocial are the ſame ; 
That virtue only makes our bliſs below + ; 
And all our knowledge is, ourſelves to know. 


$ 15. Moral Eſays. In Four Epiſtles. Pop E. 
To Sir Richard Temple, L. Cobham. | 
KPISTIEq 

ES, you deſpiſe the man to books confin'd, 

- Who from his ſtudy rails at human kind; 
Tho' what he learns he ſpeaks, and may advance 
Some gen'ral maxims, or be right by chance. 
The coxcomb bird, ſo talkative and grave, 
That from his cage cries Cuckold, Whore, and 
Tho' many a paſſenger he rightly call, [Knave, 
You hold him no Philoſopher at all. 


* And now tranſported o'er ſo vaſt a plain, 
While the wing'd courſer flies with all her rein, 
While heaven-ward now her mounting wing the feels, 
Now {catter'd feols fly trembling trom her heels, 


Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thouſand dyes, 


It hurries all too faſt to mark their way: 
In vain ſedate reflections we would make, 


Tir'd, not determin'd, to the laſt we yield; 


(So darkneſs ſtrikes the ſenſe no leſs than ligt 


{ When univerſal homage Umbra pays, 
All fee 'tis Vice, and itch of vulgar praiſe. 


| | And in the Cunning, Truth itſelf's a Iye 7 
VARIATIONS. 


Book !! 


And yet the fate of all extremes is ſuch, 
Men may be read, as well as Books, too much. 
To obſervations which ourſelves we make, 
We grow more partial for th' obſerver's ſake. 
To written Wiſdom, as another's, leſs : : 
Maxims aredrawn from Notions, theſe fromGuck. 
There's ſome peculiar in each leaf and grain, 
Some unmark'd fibre, or ſome varying vein; 
Shall only Man be taken in the groſs ? 

Grant but as many forts of Mind as Moſs : 
That cach from other differs, firſt confeſs: 
Next, that he _ from himſelf no leſs; 
Add Nature's, Cuſtom's, Reaſon's, Paſſion's ſtrife, 
And all Opinion's colours caſt on life, 
Our depths who fathoms, or our thallows finds, 


His Principle of action once explore, 
That inſtant 'tis his Principle no more. 
Like following life, thro” creatures you diſſe, 


Yet more ; the diff 'rence is as great between 
The optics ſeeing, as the objects ſeen. 

All Manners take a tincture from our own; 
Or come diſcolour'd thro' our Paſhons ſhown, 
Or Fancy's beam enlarges, multiplies, 


Nor will Life's ſtream for obſervation ſtay ; 


When half our knowledge we muſt ſnatch, no! 
Oft in the Paſhon's wild rotation toſt, (ue. 
Our ſpring of action to ourſelves is Joſt : 


And what comes then is maſter of the field. 
As the laſt image of that troubled heap, 
When Senſe ſubſides, and Fancy ſports in fieep 
(Tho! paſt the recollection of the thought), 
Becomes the ſtuff of which our dream 15 wrougltt 
Something as dim to our internal view, 
Is thus, perhaps, the cauſe of moſt we do. 
True, ſome are open, and to all men knowl, 
Others fo very cloſe, they're hid from none: 


'Thus gracious Chandos is belov'd at fight; 
And ev'ry child hates Shylock, tho' his foul 
Still fits at ſquat, and pecps not from its owe, 
At half mankind when gen'rous Manly raves, 
All know 'tis Virtue, for he thinks them £navGs 


When Flattry glares, all hate it in a Queen, 
While one there is who charms us with his res, 
Bur theſe plain Characters we rarely find: 
Tho! ſtrong the bent, yet quick the turns of TA 
Or puzzling Contraries confound the whole; 
Or Affectations quite reverſe the ſoul. | 
The Dull, flat Falſchood ſerves for policy 


keep her courſe in bib 


Wilt ny St. John 
Wilt thou, my St. Jo ber flight 2 


Confine her fury, and aſſiſt 


+ That juſt to find a God is all we can: 


| 8 the ſtudy of mankind is Man. vn thought 
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Unthought-of Frailties cheat us in the Wiſe: J Aſk wh from Britain Cæſar would retreat 12 


The Fool lies hid in Inconſiſteneies. 
See the ſame man, in vigour, in the gout; 
Alone, in company ; in place, or out; 
Farly at Buſineſs, and at Hazard late ; 
Mad at a Fox-chace, wiſe at a Debate; 
Drunk at a Borough, civil at a Ball; 
Friendly at Hackney, faithleſs at Whitehall. 
Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 
Thinks, who endures a knave 1s next a knave, 
Save juſt at dinner—then prefers, no doubt, 
A Rogue with Ven'ſon to a Saint without. 
Who would not praiſe Patricio's high deſert *, 
His hand unſtain'd, his uncorrupted heart, 
His comprehenſive head all Int'reſts weigh'd, 
All Europe ſav'd, yet Britain not betray d. 
He thanks you not, his Pride is in Piquette, 
Newmarket-fame, and judgment at a Bett. 
Whatmade(fay Montagne, or more ſageCharron! ) 
Ocho a warrior, Cromwell a buffoon ? 
A perjur'd Prince a leaden faint revere, 
A godleſs Regent tremble at a Star? 
The Throne a Bigot keep, a Genius quit, 
Faithleſs thro' Picty, and dup'd thro' Wit? 
Europe a Woman, Child, or Dotard rule, 
And juſt her wiſeſt monarch made a fool? 
Know, God and Nature only are the fame : 
In Man, the judgment ſhoots at flying game; 
A bird of paſſage! gone as ſoon as found; 
Now in the moon perhaps, now under ground. 
In vain the ſage, with retroſpective cye, 
Would from th' apparent What concludetheWhy, 
Infer the Motive from the Deed, and ſhew 
That what we chanc'd was what we meant to do. 
Bchold! if Fortune or a Miſtreſs frowns, 
Some plunge in buſineſs, others ſhave their crowns: 
To eaſe the ſoul of one oppreſſive weight, 
This quits an Empire, that embroils a State; 
The fame aduſt complexion has impell'd 
Charles to the Convent, Philip to the Field. 
Not always Actions thew the man; we find 
Who does a kindneſs, is not therefore kind : 
Perhaps Proſperity becalm'd his breaſt, 
Perhaps the Wind juſt ſhifted from the Eaſt. 
Not therefore humble he who ſeeks retreat, 
Pride guides his ſteps, and bids him ſhun the great. 
Who combats bravely is not therefore brave; 
He dreads a death- bed like the meaneſt ſlave: 
Who reaſons wiſely js not therefore wiſe ; 
His pride in Reas'ning, not in Adding, lies. 
pm grant that aCtions beſt diſcover man ; 
_ the moſt ſtrong, and ſort them as you can. 
he few that glare, each character muſt mark; 
hs balance not the many in the dark. 
us will you do with ſuch as diſagree? 
ppreſs them, or miſcall them policy ? 
uſt then at once (the character to fave) 
= Plain rough Hero turn a crafty Knave ? 
an in truth the man but chang'd his mind 
Ps was ſick, in love, or had not din'd. 


0 umphant leaders at an army's head. 
y es 5 round with glories, pilfer cloth or bread ; 
g po V plunder as they bravely fought; _ 
Y Wave a people, and now ſave a groat. 


| 


VARIATIONS, 


| Bur; fage hi 


Cæſar himſelf might whiſper he was beat. 
2 riſk the World's great empire for a Punk ? 
Czſar 2 might anſwer he was drunk. 
orians ! 'tis your taſk to prove, 

One action Conduct; one, heroic Love. 

Tis from high Life high Characters are drawn; 
A Saint in Crape is twice a Saint in Lawn : 
A Judge is juſt, a Chanc'lor juſter ſtill; 
A Gownman, learn'd; a Biſhop, what you will; 
Wiſe, if a Miniſter ; but, if a King, 1 
More wiſe, more learn d, more juſt, more ev'rything. 
Court-Virtues bear, like Gems, the higheſt rate, 
Born where Heav'n's influence ſcarce can penetrate: 
In life's low vale, the foil the Virtues like, 
They pleaſe as beauties, here as wonders ſtrike, 
Tho' the ſame ſun with all diffuſive rays 


| Bluſh in the Roſe, and in the Diamond blaze, 


We prize the ſtronger effort of his pow'r, 
And juſtly ſet the Gem above the Flow'r. 


Tis Education forms the common mind 


Juſt as the twig is bent, the tree's inclin'd, 
Boaſtful and rough, your firſt fon is a Squire; 
The next a Tradeſman, meek, and much a liar; 
A ſmart Free-thinker? all things in an hour, j 
Aſk men's Opinions: Scoto now ſhall tell 
How Trade increaſes, and the world goes well; 
Strike off his Penſion, by the ſetting fun, 
And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. _ 
That gay Free-thinker, a fine talker once, 
What turns him now a ſtupid filent dunce ? 
Some God, or Spirit, he has lately found; 
Or chanc'd to meet a miniſter that frown'd. 
Judge we by Nature? Habit can efface, 
Int'reſt o'ercome, or Policy take place: 


By Actions? thoſe Uncertainty divides; 
By Paſſions? theſe Diſſimulation hides: 


Tom ſtruts a Soldier, open, bold, and brave; 


Will ſneaks a Scriv*ner, an-exceeding Knave : 
Is he a Churchman ? then he 's fond of pow'r; 
A Quaker? ly; a Preſbyterian ? ſour; 


| Opinions? they ſtill take a wider range : 


Find, if you can, in what you cannot change. 
Manners with Fortunes, Humours turn with 
Climes, 1 85 x 
Tenets with Books, and Principles with Times. 
Search then the Ruling Paſſion: There, alone, 
The Wild are conſtant, and the Cunning known; 
The Fool conſiſtent, and the Falſe fincere ; | 
Prieſts, Princes, Women, no diſſemblers here. 
This clue once found, unravels all the reſt, 
The proſpe& clears, and Wharton ſtands confeſt. 
Wharton, the ſcorn and wonder of our davs, 
Whoſe ruling paſſion was the Luſt of Praiſe: 
Born with whate'cr could win it from the wiſe, 
Women and Fools muſt like him, or he dies: 


| Tho! wond'ring Senates hung on all he ſpoke, 


The Club muſt hail him, Maſter of the Joke. 


- Shall parts fo various aim at nothing new ? 


He'll ſhine a Tully and a Wilmot too, 


5 $f ; 
+ Aſk why from Britain Cæſar made retreat ? 
Ceſar himſelf would tell you he was beat. 
The mighty Czar what mov'd to wed a Punk? 
The mighty Czar would tel] you he was drunk. 
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Then turns repentant, and his God adores 

With the ſame ſpirit that he drinks and whores; 

Enough if all around him but admirc, 

And now the Punk applaud, and now the Friar. 

Thus with each gift of nature and of art, 

And wanting nothing but an honeſt heart ; 

Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt z 

And moſt contemptible to ſhun contempt; 

His paſſion ſtill to covet gen'ral praiſe, 

His life, to forfeit it a thouſand ways ; 

A conſtant bounty which no friend has made; 

An Angel Tongue, which no man can perſuade; 

A Fool, with more of Wit than half mankind, 

Too raſh for Thought, for Action too reſin'd: 

A Tyrant to the wife his heart approves 

A Rebel to the very king he loves ; 

He dies, ſad outcaſt of cach church and ſtate, 

And, harder 11! flagitious, yet not great. 

Aſk you why Wharton broke thro” ev ry rule? 

"Twas all for fear the Knaves thould call him 
Fool. 

Nature well known, no prodigics remain *, 

Comets are regular, and Wharton plain, 

Yet, in this ſearch, the wiſeſt may miſtake, 

If fecond qualities for firſt they take. 

When Catiline by rapine ſwell'd his ſtore ; 

When Cæſar made a noble dame a whore; 

In this the Luft, in that the Avarice 

Were mcans, not ends; Ambition was the vice. 

That very Cæſar. born in Scipio's days, 

Had aim'd, like him, by Chaſtity, at praiſe. 

Lucullus, when frugality could charm, 

Had rdaſted rurnips in the Sabin farm. 

In vain th' obſerver eyes the builder's toll : 

But quite miſtakes the ſcaffold for the pile. 

In this one paſſion man can ſtrength enjoy, 
As Fits give vigour juſt when they deftroy. 
Time, that on all things lavs his lenient hand, 
Yet tames not this; it ſticks to our laſt ſand. 
Conſiſtent in our follies and our fins, 

Here honeſt Nature ends as the begins, 

Old Politicians chew on wiſdom paſt, 

And totter on in buſineſs to the laſt ; 

As weak, as carneſt; and as gravely out, 

As ſober Lanefb'row dancing in the gout. 

Behold a rev'rend fre, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameleſs race, | 
Shov'd from the wall perhaps, or rudely preſs'd 
By his own ſon, that paſles by unbleſs'd : 


Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 


And envies ev'rv ſparrow that he ſees. 
A ſalmon's belly, Helluo, was thy fate; 
The doctor call'd, declares all help too late: 
% Mercy!” cries Helluo, © mercy on my foul ! 
As there no hope? —Alas! then bring the jowl.“ 
The frugal Crone, whom praying prieſts attend, 
Still ſtrives to ſave the hallow'd taper's end, 
Collects her breath as ebbing life retires, 
For one puff more, and in that puff expires. 
„ Odtous! in wootlen !'twould a faint provoke, 
(Were the laſt words that poor Narciſſa ſpoke) 


VARIATION. 
* Nature well known, no Miracles remain, 
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| *© Tf-—where I'm going—I could ſerve you, Sir?" 


Oh ſave my Country, Heaven!” fhall be your 


i And beſt diſtinguiſh'd by black, brown, or fair, 


| Arcadia's Counteſs, here, in ermin'd pride, 


Or Sappho at her toilet's grealy taſk, 


All eyes may ſee—a piinple on her noie. 
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| © No, let a charming Chintz and Bruſſels lace 


Wrap my cold limbs, and ſhade m 
„One would not, ſure, 
dead— 
And-hgetty give this Cheek a little Red. 
The Courtierſmocth, who forty vears had ſhin d 
An humble ſervant to all human kind, 


Juſt _— ght out this, when ſcarce his tongue could 
ir, 


de my lifeleſs face: 
be frightful when — 


„give and I devile” (old Euclio ſaid, 
And ſigh'd) © my lands and tenements to Ned.“ 
Your money, Sir? —“ My money, Sir, what all 
«© Why—if I muſt—(then wept) I give it Paul,” 
The manor, S1r?—* The manor ! hold,” hecried, 
Not that, — I] cannot part with that” and died. 

And you, brave Cobham, to the lateſt breath, 
Shall feel your ruling paſſion ſtrong in death: 
Such in thoſe moments as in all the paſt, 


laſt. 
BELIS TL IE 


To a Lady. 


Of the Characters of Women. 
NOTHING fo true as-what you once let fall, 
« Moſt Wemen have no Characters at all.“ 
Matter too ſoft a laſting mark to bear, 


II. 


How many pictures of one Nymph we view, 
All how unhke each other, all how true! 


Ts there, Paſtora, by a fountain fide. 

Here Fannia, leering on her own good man; 

And there, a naked Leda with a Swan. 

Let then the fair one beautifully cry, 

In Magdalene's looſe hair and lifted eye, 

Or dreſt in ſmiles of {weet Cecilia thine, 

With ſimp'ring Angels, Palms, and Harps divine; 

Whether the Charmer ſinner it, or ſaint it, 

If folly grow romantic, I muſt paint it, 
Come then, the colours and the ground prepare; 

Dip in the Rainbow, trick her off in Air; 

Chocſe a firm Cloud, before it fall, and in it 

Catch, ere the change, the Cynthia of this minute. 
Rufa, whoſe eye quick glancing o'er the Park, 

Attracts each light gay meteor of a Spark, 

Agrees as ill with Rufa ſtudying Locke, 

As Sappho's diamonds with her dirty {mock ; 


With Sappho fragrant at an ev'ning Maſk : 
So morning Inſects that in muck begun, 
Shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the ſetting ſun. 
How foft is Silia! fearful to o end; 

The frail one's advocate, the weak one's friend! 
To her, Califia prov'd her conduct nice; 
And good Simplicius aſks of her advice, _ 
Sudden, ſhe ſtorms ! ſheraves! You tip the wink, 
But ſpare vour cenſure; Silia does not drink. 
All eves may fee from what the change arvic 


* > > wP} 
Popiluny 


All bath'd in tears— 


— 


Papillia, wedded to her am rous ſpark, 
gels for the ſhades—*© How charming is a Park!” 
4 Park is purchas'd; but the Fair he fees 
« Oh odious, odious trees!“ 
Ladies, like variegated Tulips, ſhow, 
'Tis to their changes half thar charms we owe; 
Fine by defect, and delicately weak, 
Their happy Spots their nice admirer take. 
Twas thus Calypſo once each heart alarm'd, 
Aw'd without Virtue, without Beauty charm'd; 
Her tongue bewitch'd as oddly as her Eyes; 
leis Wit than Mimic, more a Wit than wiſe ; 
Strange graces ſtill, and ſtranger flights ſhe had, 
Was juſt not ugly, and was juſt not mad; 


Yet ne'er ſo ſure our paſſion to create, 


As when ſhe touch'd the brink of all we hate. 


Narcifſa's nature, tolerably mild, 


To make a waſh, would hardly ſtew a child; 
Has cv'n been prov'd to grant a Lover's pray 'r, 
And paid a Tradeſman once to make him ſtare; 


Care alms at Eaſter, in a Chriſtian trim, 
And made a Widow happy, for a whim. 


Why then declare Good- mature 1s her ſcorn, 
When 'tis by that alone ſhe can be borne ? 
Why pique all mortals, yet affect a name? 


A fool to pleafure, yet a flave to fame : 


Now deep in Taylor and the BOOK of Martyrs, 
Now drinking Citron with his Grace and Chartres: 
Now confcience chills her, and now Paſſion burns; 
And Atheiſm and Religion take their turns; 


A very Heathen in the carnal part, 


Yet fill a fad good Chriſtian at her heart. 


See Sin in State majeſtically drunk; 
Proud as a Peereſs, prouder as a Punk; 


Chaſte to her huſband, frank to all beſide, 


A tceming miſtreſs, but a barren bride, 


What then? let blood and body bear the fault, 
Her head's untouch'd, that noble ſcat of Thought: 


Such this day's doctrine—in another fit 


She fins with Poets thro” pure love of Wit. 
What has not fir'd her boſom or her brain? 
Cæſar and Tall-boy, Charles and Charlema'ne. 


As Helluo, late dictator of the Feaſt, _ 


The noſe of Haut-gout, and the Tip of Taſte, 
Critiqu d your wine, and analyzed your meat, 
Vet on plain pudding deign'd at home to cat: 


So Philomedè, lc ring all mankind, 


On the ſoft paſſion, and the taſte refin'd, 

TH Addreſs, the Delicacy, ſtoops ar once, 

And makes her hearty meal upon a Dunce. 
Flavia's a Wit, has too much ſenſe to pray; 

To toaſt our wants and wiſhes, is her way; 

Nor aſks of God, but of her Stars, to give 

The mighty blefling, “while we live, to live.“ 
hen all for Death, that Opiate of the ſoul ! 


Lucretia's dagger, Roſamonda's bowl. 


dar, What can cauſe ſuch impotence of mind ? 


A Spack too fickle, 


11 L all-boy's breeches, and of Cæſar's ſoul. 
nw d with wealth and wit, abundance ſad ! 
us makes her poor, the other makes her mad, 


Oppreſs 


or a Spoule too kind. 


| 


4 
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Wiſe Wretch! with pleaſures too refin'd to pleaſe; 
With too much ſpirit to be cer at caſe ; 
With too much quickneſs ever to be taught; 
With too much thinking to have commog 
thought; | 
You purchaſe Pain with all that Joy can give, 
And die of nothing but a Rage to hve. 
Turn then from Wits; and look on Simo's 
Mate; 
No Aſs fo meck, no Aſs ſo obſtinate. 
Or her that owns her Faults, but never mends, 
Becauſe the's honeſt, and the beſt of friends. 
Or her, whoſe life the Church and Scandal ſhare, 
For ever in a paſſion, or a pray'r. 
Or her, who laughs at Hell, but (like her Grace) 
Cries, © Ah! how charming, if there's no ſuch 
lace!“ | | 
Or lets {wect viciſſitude appears 
Of Mirth and Opium, Ratific and Tears, 
The daily Ancdyne, and nightly Draught, 
To kill thoſe foes to fair ones, Lime and Thought; 
Woman and Fool are two hard things to hit; 
For true No-mecaning puzzles more than Wit. 
But what are theſe to great Atoſſa's mind? 
Scarce once herſelf, by turrs all Womankind ! 
Who, with herſelf, or others, from her birth 
Finds all her life one warfare upon earth : 
Shines in expoſing knaves, and painting fools, 
Yet is, whatc'er the hates and ridicules. 


| No thought advances, but her eddy brain 


Whiſks it about, and down it goes again 17. 

Full fixty years the World has been her Trade, 

The wiſeſt Fool much Time has ever made. 

From loveleſs youth to unreſpected age, 

No paſſion gratified, except her Rage, 

So much the Fury ſtill outran the Wit, 

The Pleaſure mits'd her, and the Scandal hit. 

Who breaks with her, provokes Revenge from 
Hell; | wh 

Bur he's a bolder man who dares be well. 

Her ev'ry turn with Violence purſu'd, 

No more a ſtorm her Hate than Gratitude: 


| To that each paſſion turns, or ſoon or late 


Love, if it makes her yield, muſt make her hate: 


| Superiors! death! and Equals! what a curſe! 


But an inferior not dependant! worſe. 
Otfend her, and the knows not to forgive; 


| Oblige her, and ſhe'll hate you while you live : 


But die, and ſhe'll adore you—Then the Buſt 
And Temple riſe then fall again to duſt. 

Laſt night, her Lord was all that's good and great; 
A Knave this morning, and his Will a Cheat. 


Strange! by the Means defcated of the Ends, 


By Spirit robb'dof Pow'r, by Warmth of Frier ds, 


By Wealth of Followers! without one diſtreſs 


Sick of herſelf, thro' very ſelfiſhneſs! 


Atoſſa, curs'd with every granted pray'r, 


| Childleſs with all her Children, wants an Heir?, 


VARIATION $, 
- ; a 
In whefe mad brain the mix'd ideas roll, 


+ This Death decides, nor lets the bleſſing fall 
On any one ſhe hates, but on them ail. 
Curs'd chance! this only could atHift her more, 


If any part ſhould wander to the poor, | 
Pq. oh 


- Aſk no firm hand, and no unerrin 


Poets heap Virtues, Painters Gems at will, 


That robe of quality ſo ſtruts and ſwells, 


Bred to diſguite, in Public 'tis you hide; 


Weakneſs or Delicacy; all ſo nice, | | | 
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To Heirs unknown deſcends th' unguarded ſtore, 

Or wanders, Heaven directed, to the Poor. 
Pictures like theſe, dear Madam, -x deſign, 

ine; 

Some wand' ring touches, ſome refleQed light, 

Some flying ſtroke alone can hit em right: 

For how ſhould equal colours do the knack ? 

Cameleons who can paint in white and black ? 
Vet Chloe ſure was form'd without a ſpot.” 

Nature in her then err'd not, but forgot. 

„Wich ev'ry pleaſing, ev'ry prudent part, 

« Say, what can Chloe want?” —She wants aHeart. 

She ſpeaks, behaves, and acts juſt as ſhe ought; 

But never, never reach'd one gen'rous Thought. 

Virtue the finds too painful an endeavour 

Content to dwell in Decencies for ever. 

So very reaſonable, fo unmov'd, 

As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. | 

She, while her Lover pants upon her breaſt, 

Can mark the figures on an Indian cheſt ; 

And when ſhe ſces her Friend in deep deſpair, 

Obſerves how much a Chintz exceeds Mohair 

Forbid it, Heaven ! a Favour or a Debt 

She e er ſhould cance but ſhe may forget. 

Safe is your ſecret ſtill in Chloe's ear; 

But none of Chloe's ſhall you ever hear. 

Of all her Dears ſhe never flander'd one, 

But cares not if a thouſand are undone. _ 

Would Chloe know if you're alive or dead ? 

She bids her Footman put it in her head, 

Chloe—is prudent—Would you too be wiſe ? 

'Then never break your heart when Chloe dies. 

One certain portrait may (I grant) be ſcen, 

Which Heaven has varniſh'd out, and made a 

ueen : | 
The ſame for ever ! and deſcrib'd by all 8 
With Truth and Goodneſs, as with Crown andBall. 


; 


8 


And ſhew their zeal, and hide their want of Kill. 
*Tis well but Artiſts! who can paint or write, 
To draw the naked is your true delight. 


None ſee what parts of Nature it conceals : | 
Th' exacteſt traits of body or of mind, 
We owe to models of an humble kind. | 
If Queenſberry to ſtrip there's no compelling, 
Tis from a handmaid we muſt take a Helen, 
From Peer or Bitfhop 'tis no caſy thing = 
To draw the man who loves his God, or King : 
Alas! I copy (or my draught would fail) 
From honeſt Mah'met, or plain Parſon Hale, 
But grant, in public, Men ſometimes are ſhown, 
A Woman's feen in private life alone? 
Our bolder Talents in full light diſplay'd; 
Your virtues open faireſt in the ſhade. 


There, none diſtinguiſh'twixt your ſhameorpride, 


That cach may ſeem a Virtue or a Vice. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Boox Il, 


In Men we various ruling paſſions ; 
In Women, two almoſt divide the An A 
Thoſe, only fix d, they firſt or laſt 


The love of pleaſure and the love of ſw 


That, Nature gives; and where the le 
Is but to pleaſe, can pleaſure ſeem a wg 
Experience, this; by Man's oppreſſion curg 
They ſeek the ſecond not to loſe the firk, 

en, ſome to buſineſs, ſome to pleaſure take: 

But ev'ry Woman is at heart a Rake: a 
Men, ſome to quiet, ſome to public ſtrife; 
But wy Lady would be Queen for life. 
Yet mark the fate of a whole ſex of Queens 
Pow'r all their end, but beauty all the means 
In youth they conquer with ſo wild a rage, 
As leaves them ſcarce a ſubject in their Age: 
For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam; 
No thought of peace or happineſs at home, 
But Wiſdom's triumph is well-tim'd Retreat 
As hard a ſcience to the Fair as Great! 
Beauties, like Tyrants, old and friendleſs grown, 
Vet hate repoſe, and dread to be alone; 
Worn out in public, weary ev'ry eve, 
Nor leave one ſigh behind them when they die. 

Pleaſures the ſex, as children Birds purſue; 
Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 
Sure, if they catch, to ſpoil the Toy at moſt, 
To covet flying, and regret when loſt : 
At laſt, to Follies Youth could ſcarce defend, 
It grows their Age's prudence to pretend ; 
Aſham'd to own they gave delight before, 
Reduc'd to feign it when they give no more: 
As Hags hold Sabbaths, leſs for joy than ſpite, 
So theſe their merry, miſerable Night; 

Still round and round the Ghoſts of beauty glide, 
And haunt the places where their honour died. 
See how the World its Veterans rewards ! 
A Youth of Frolics, an old Age of Cards; 

Fair to no purpoſe, artful to no end, 


Young without Lovers, old without a Friend 


A Fop their paſſion, but their prize a Sot, 
Alive, ridiculous, and dead, forgot! 

Ah, Friend! to dazzle let the vain deſign; 
To raiſe the thought, and touch the heart be thine! 


That Charm ſhall grow, while what fatigues tle 


ring, 

Flaunts and goes down an unregarded thing : 
So when the Sun's broad beam has tir'd the fight, 
All mild aſcends the Moon's more fober light; 
S:rene in Virgin Modeſty ſhe ſhines, 
And, unobſerv'd, the glaring orb declines. 

Oh ! bleſt with temper, whoſe unclouded raj 
Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day ; 
She who can love a Siſter's charms, or hear 
Sighs for a Daughter with unwounded ear; 
She who ne'er anſwers till a Huſband cools; 
Or, if ſhe rules him, never ſhews ſhe rules; 
Charms by accepting, by ſubmitting ſways, 
Yet has her humour moſt, when ſhe obeys: 


VARIATION $ 


P Fain 1'd in Fulvia ſpy the tender Wife ; 


J cannot prove it on her for my life: 
And for a noble pride, I bluſh no leſs, 
Inſtead of Berenice to think on Beſs. 
Thus while immortal Cibber only ſings 
(As — and H—y preach) for queens and kings, 


The Nymph, that ne'er read Milton's mighty line, 
May, if ſhe love, and merit verſe, have mine. 


+ In ſev'ral Men we ſev ' ral paſſions find; 
Inn Women, two almoit divide the kind. 


Let 


Let : b 

chains all loſs of Tickets, or Codille; 
———— or Small-pox, above them all, 
765 Miſtreſs of herſelf, tho' China fall. 

And yet, belicve me, good as well as ill, 

Woman's at beſt a ContradiCtion Rill. 

Heaven, when it ſtrives to poliſh all it can, 

Its laſt beſt work, but forms a ſofter man; 

picks from each ſex, to make the fav'rite bleſt, 
Your love of Pleaſure, our defire of Reſt: 
Blends, in exception to all gen ral rules, 

Your Taſte of Follies with our Scorn of Fools : 
Reſerve with Frankneſs, Art with Truth allied, 
Courage with Softneſs, Modeſty with Pride; 
Fix'd principles, with fancy ever new ; 

Shakes all together, and produces Vu. 

Re this a Woman's Fame; with this unbleſt, 
Toaſts lire a ſcorn, and Queens may die a jeſt. 
This Phoebus promis'd (I forget the year) 
When thoſe blue eyes firſt open'd on the ſphere; 
| Aſcendant Phoebus watch'd that hour with care, 
Arerted half your Parents imple pray'r; 

And gave you beauty, but denied the pelf 

That buys your Sex a Tyrant o'er itſelf. 

The gen'rous God, who Wit and Gold refines, 
And ripens Spirits as he ripens Mines, 

Kept droſs for Ducheſſes, the world ſhall know it, 
To you gave Senſe, Good-humour, and a Poet. 


EPI T LER III. 
To Allen, Lord Bathurſt. 


p. WHO ſhall decide, when doctors diſagree, 
And ſoundeſt caſuiſts doubt, like . and me? 
You hold the word, from Jove to Momus given, 
That man was made the ſtanding jeſt of heaven: 
And gold but ſent to keep the fools in play; 

For ſome to heap, and ſome to throw away, 

But I, who think more highly of our kind 
(And ſurely, Heaven and I are of a mind) 
Opine, that nature, as in duty bound, _ 

Deep hid the ſhining miſchicf under ground : 
But when by man's audacious labour won, 
Flam'd forth this rival too, its fire, the ſun, 
Then careful heaven fupplied two ſorts of men ; 
Jo ſquander theſe, and thoſe to hide agen. 

Like doctors thus, when much diſpute has paſs'd, 
We find our tenets juſt the ſame at laſt, _ 
Both fairly owning, riches in effect, 
No grace of Heaven or token of th' elect; 
Givn to the fool, the mad, the vain, the evil, 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil. 

B. What nature wants, commodious gold be- 
Tis thus we eat the bread another ſows. ¶ tows; 

P. But how unequal it beſtows, obſerve, 

Tis thus we riot, while who ſow it ſtarve : 
What nature wants (a phraſe I muſt diſtruſt) 
Extends to luxury, extends to luſt : | 


« or Fortune fly which way they will; 
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Uſeful I grant, it ſerves what life requires; 
But dreadful too, the dark aſſaſſin hires. 

B. Trade it may help, ſociety extend: 

P. But lures the pirate, and corrupts the friend. 

B. It raiſes armies in a nation's aid: 

P. But bribes a ſenate, and the land's betray'd. 
In vain may heroes fight, and patriots rave, 
If ſecret gold ſap on from knave to knave. 
Once, we confels, beneath the patriot's cloak, 
From the crack'd bag the dropping guinea ſpoke, 
And, jingling down the back-ſtairs, told the crew, 
“Old Cato is as great a rogue as you.” 
Bleſt paper-credit ! laſt and beſt ſupply ! 


| That lends corruption lighter wings to fl 


! 

Gold, imp'd by thee, can compaſs hardeſt things, 
Can pocket ſtates, can fetch or carry kings; 
A ſingle leaf ſhall waft an army v'er, 
Or ſhip off ſenates to ſome diſtant ſhore ; 
A leaf, like Sibyl's, ſcatter to and fro 
Our fates and fortunes, as the wind ſhall blow: 
Pregnant with thouſands flits the ſcrap unſeen, 
And filent ſells a King, or buys a queen. 

Oh ! that ſuch bully bribes as all might ſee, 
Still, as of old, incumber'd villany*®! 
Could France or Rome divert our brave deſigns 
With all their brandies, or with all their wines) 
What could "yl more than knights and 'ſquires 

confound, | 722 

Or water all the quorum ten miles round ? | 
A ſtateſman's ſlumbers how this ſpeech would ſpoil! 
Sir, Spain has ſent a thouſand jars of oil; . 
« Huge bales of Britiſh cloth blockade the door: 
„A hundred oxen at your levee roar.” | 

Poor avarice one torment more would find; 
Nor could profuſion ſquander all in kind. 
Aſtride his cheeſe Sir Morgan might we meet; 
And Worldly crying coals from ſtreet to ſtreet; 
Whom, with a wig ſo wild, and mien fo maz'd, 
Pity miſtakes for foe poor tradeſman craz'd. 
HadCole r's whole wealth been hops and h ; 
Could he hinſelf have ſent it to the Fang _ | 
His Grace will game : to White's a bull be led, 
With ſpurning heels and with a butting head. 
To White's be carried, as to ancient games, 
Fair courſers, vaſes, and alluring dames. 
Shall then Uxorio, if the ſtakes he ſweep, © 
Bear home ſix whores, and make his lady weep ? 
Or ſoft Adonis, ſo perfum'd and fine, 
Drive to St. ſames's a whole herd of ſwine ? 
O filthy check on all induſtrious ſxill, 
To ſpoil the nation's laſt great trade, Quadrille! 
Since then, my lord, on ſuch a world we fall, 

W hatſay you? B. Say? Whytakeit, gold andall+. 
P. What riches give us, let us then inquire : 
Meat, fire, and clothes. B. What more? P. Meat, 

clothes, and fire. | | 
Is this too little? would you more than live? 


. 


[ 


Alas! tis more than Turner finds they give. 


VARIATIONS. 


4 oy break 2 truſt were Peter brib'd with wine, 
zeler! twould foſe as wile a head as thine, 


+ Well then, fince with the world we ſtand is fall, 
Come, take it as we find it, gold and all. | 
; op | Alas! 
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Alas! tis more than (all his vifons paſt) 
Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at laſt ! 
What can they give ? to dying Hopkins, heirs ; 
To Chartres, vigour; Japhet, noſe and cars? 
Can they, in gems bid pallid Hippia glow ? 

In Fulvia's buckle eaſe the throbs below? 

Or heal, old Narſes, thy obſcener ail, 

With all th' embroid'ry plaſter'd at thy tail? 
They might (were Harpax not too wiſe to ſpend) 
Give Harpax ſelf the blefling of a friend; 

Or find ſome doctor that would ſave the life 

Of wretched Shylock, ſpite of Shylock's wife: 
But thouſands die, without or this or that; 

Die, and endow a college, or a cat ! 

To ſome, indeed, Heaven grants the happier fate, 
T*' enrich a baſtard, or a fon they hate. 


Perhaps you think the poor might have their part? 


Bond damns the poor, and hates them from his 
häeart: 155 : 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule, 
That ev'ry man in want is knave or fool: 
God cannot love (ſays Blunt, with tearleſs eyes) 
The wretch he ſtarves'—and pioully denies: 
Bur the good biſhop, with a mecker air, 
Admits, and leaves them, Providence's care. 
Yet to be juſt to theſe poor men of pelf, 
Each docs but hate his neighbour as himſelf: 
Damn'd to the mines, an equal fate betides 
The ſlave that digs it, and the flave that hides. 
B. Who ſuffer thus, mere charity ſhould own, 
Muſt act on motives pow'rful, though unknown. 
P. Some war, ſume plaguc, or tamine they foreſee, 
Some revelation hid from vou and me. 
Why Shylock wants a meal, the cauſe is found; 
He thinks a loaf will riſe to fifty pound. | 
What made directors cheat in ſouth-ſea year ? 
To live on ven'ſon when it fold fo dear. 
Aſk you why Phrvac the whole auction buys? 
Phryne foreſecs a general excite. . 
Why the and Sappho raiſe that monftrous ſum 2. 
Alas! they fear a man will coſt a plum. | 
Wie Peter ſees the world's reſpect for gold, 
And therefore hopes this nation may be ſold: 
Glorious ambition! Peter, ſwell thy fore, 
And be whit Rome's great Didius was before. 
The crown cf Poland, venal twice an age, 
To juſt three millions ſtinted modeſt Gave, 
Bur nobler ſcenes Maria's dreams unfold, 
Hereditary realins, and worlds of gold. 
Congemial fouls ! whole life one av rice joins, 
And one fate burics in th' Auſtrian mines. 
Much-injur'd Blunt! why bears heBritaia's hate? 
A wizard told him in theſe words our fate : 
% At length corruption, like a gen'ral flood 
(So long by watchful miniſters withſtood) 
Shall deluge all; and av'rice creeping on, 
Spread like a low-born mia, and blot the ſun ; 
Stateſman and Patriot ply alike the ſtocks, 
Peercis and Butler ſharc alike the box, 
And judges job, and biſhops bite the town, 
And mighty dukes pack cards for half 2 crown. 
Sce Britam ſunk in lucre's fordid charins, 


Aud France reveng'd Cf Anncs and Edward's 


v3 
„arms! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Boox l. 


Twas no court badge, great Seriy ner! fra t. 
brain, ! 
Nor Jordly luxury, nor city gain: 
No, 'twas thy righteous end, àſham' d to ſee 
Senates degrn rate, patriots diſagree, 
And nobly wiſhing party-rage w» ceaſe, 
To buy both fides, and give thy country peace 
« All this is madneſs,” cries a ſober ſage; | 
But who, my friend, has reaton in his rade! 
„The ruling paſſion, be it what it wil, 
„The ruling pathon conquers reaſon ſtill.“ 
Leſs mad the wildeſt whimſey we can frame, 
Than even that paſſion, if it has no aim; _ 
For though fuch motives folly you may call, 
The folly's greater to have none at all. 
Hear then the truth: Tis heaven cach pain 
ſends, | 
And diff'rent men directs to diff rent ends 
& Extremes in nature equal good produce; 


Extremes in man concur to gen ral uſe,” 


Aſk we what makes one keep, and one beſtow? 
That Pow'r who bids the occan ebb and flow, 
Bids {ced-time, harveſt, equal courſe maintain, 
Thro' reconcil'd extremes of drought and rain; 
Builds life on death, on change duration found, 
And gives th' eternal wheels to know their rounds, 
Riches, like inſects, when conceal'd they lic 
Wait but for wings, and in their ſeaſon fly. 
Who ſecs pale Mammon pine amidſt his itore, 
Sces but a backward ſteward for the poor; 
This year a reſervoir, to keep and ſpare; 
The next, a fountain, ſpouting thro' his heir, 


In laviſh ſtræams to quench a country's thirt; 


And men and dogs thall drink him till they burt. 
Old Cotta ſham'd his fortune and his birth, 
Yet was not Cotta void of wit or worth: 
What tho' (the uſe of barb'rous ſpits forgot) 
His kitchen vied in coolneſs with his grot? 
His court with nettles, moats with cretles ftord, 


Wich ſonps unbouyht and ſallads bleſt his boar? 


If Cotta liv'd on pulſe, it was no more 

Than Bramins, Saints, and Sages did before; 
To cram the rich was prodigal expence; 
And who would take the poor from Providence! 
Like ſome lone Chartreux ſtands the good ld hel, 
Silence without, and faſts within the wall; 
No rakter d roofs with dance and tabor ſound, 
No ncontide bell invites the country round: 
Tenants with ſighs the ſmokeleſs tow rs turvcy, 
And turn th' unwilling ſteeds another Way: 
Benighted wanderers, the foreſt 0 cr, 

Curtc the ſav'd candle, and unop'ning door; 
While the gaunt maſtiff growling at the gate, 


Affrights the beggar, whom he longs to cat. 


Not ſo his fon, he mark'd this overſight, 
And then miſtook reverie of wrong for rights. 
or what to thun will no great knowledge nets 
But what to follow is a talk indecd.) 

Yet ture, of qualities deſerving praiſe ', 

More go to ruin fertunes, than to ratie. 
Wat faughter'd hecatombs, what foods An inc; 
Fill the capacious 'ſquire, and deep divine! 
Vet no mean motive this profuſion draws, 

His onen periſh in Eis country's cane; 


oO R II. 


8 nd Liberty that crowns the cup, 
rhe or that — Henke which eats him up. | 
he woods recede around the naked ſeat, 

he Sylvans groan no matter for the fleet: 
dert goes his wool—to clothe our valiant bands; 
120 for his country's love, he ſells his lands. 
To town he comes, completes the nation's hope, 
4nd heads the bold train-bands, and burns a 


And mall nor Britain now reward his tolls, 
Pitain, that pays her patriots with her ſpoils ? 
Jn vain at court the bankrupt pleads his cauſe ; 
Vis thankleſs country leaves him to her laws 
The ſenſe to value riches, with the art 
T'enjoy them, and the virtue to impart, 
Not meanly, nor ambitiouſſy purſued, 
Xot ſunk by ſloth, nor rais d by ſervitude; 
To balance fortune by a juſt expence, 
[via with economy, magnificence z 
With ſplendour, charity ; with plenty, health +! 
Oh teach us, Bathurſt ! yet unſpoil'd by wealth ! 
That ſecret rare, between th' extremes to move, 
Of mad good-nature, and of mean ſelf- love. 
B. To worth or want well wcigh'd be bounty 
wen, | | 
And ak, or emulate the care of Heaven; 
(Whoſe meaſure full o'crflows on human race) 
Mend fortune's fault, and juſtify her grace. 
Wealth in the groſs is death, but life diffus'd ; 
As poiſon heals, in juſt proportion us'd: 
In heaps, like Ambergris, a ſtink it lies ;, 
But well difpers'd, is incenſe to the ſkies. 
P. Who ſtarves by nobles, or with nobles cats ? 
| The wretch that truſts them, and the rogue that 
cheats, * | 
there a lord, whoknows a cheerful noon 
Without a fiddler, flatt'rer, or buffcon ? 
V hole table, wit, or modeſt merit ſharc, 
Uncibow'd by a gameſter, pimp, or play'r ? 
Who copies yours, or Oxford's better part, 
To cafe th oppreſs'd, and raiſe the 17 heart ? 
Where'er he thines, oh fortune gild the ſcene, 
And angels guard him in the golden mean ! 
There Engliſh bounty yet awhile may ſtand, 
And honour linger ere it leaves the land. | 
But all our praiſes why ſhould lords engroſs? 


Riſe, honeſt Muſe ! and ting the Man. of Roſs: | 


Pleas'd Vaga echoes thro' her winding bounds, 

And rapid Severn hoarſe applauſe reſounds. 

Why hung with woods yon mountain's ſultry 
brow ? | | 

From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 

Not to the ſkies in uſeleſs columns toſt, 

Or in proud falls magnihcently loſt, 


* Where ane lean herring furniſh'd Cotta's board, 
And nettles grew fit porridge for their lord; 
Where mad good-nature, bounty milapplicd, 
Th laviſh Curio blaz'd awhile and died 5 
There Providence once more ſhall ſhift the ſcene, 
And ſhew ing Hy, teach the golden mean. 


+ The ſecret rare, which 


| affluence hardly join'd 
Which. W--n loſt, yet r 


B—y ne'er could find; 
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But clear and artleſs, pouring thro' the plain 
Health to the ſick, and ſolace to the ſwain. 
Whoſe cauſeway parts the vale with ſhady rows ? 
Whoſe ſeats the weary traveller repoſe ? 
Who taught that heaven- directed ſpire to riſe 2 
„The Man of Roſs,” each liſping babe replies. 
Behold the market-place with poor o'erſpread ! 
The Man of Roſs divides the weekly bread : 
He feeds yon alms-houſe, neat, but void of ſtate, 
Where age and want fit ſmiling at the gate; 
Him portion'd maids, apprentic'd orphans bleſt, 
The young who labour, and the old who reſt. 
Is any fick ? the Man of Roſs relieves, 
Preſcrihes, attends, the med' cine makes, and gives. 
Is there a variance? enter but his door, 5 
Balk'd are the courts, and conteſt is no more. 
Deſpairing quacks with curſes fled the place, 
And vile attorneys, now an uſeleſs race. 
B. Thrice happy man enabled to purtue 
What all fo with, but want the power to do! 
Oh ſay, what ſums that gen'rous hand ſupply ? 
What mines to ſwell that boundleſs charity ? 
P. Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear, 
This man poſſefi—five hundred pounds a year, 
Bluſh, grandeur, bluſh ! proud courts, withdraw 
your blaze! 


| Ye little ſtars ! hide your diminiſh'd rays, 


B. And what? no monument, inſcription, ſtone ? 
His race, his form, his name almoſt unknown ? 
P. Whobuilds a church to God, and notto fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his name: 
Go, ſcarch it there, where to be born and die 9, 
Of rich and poor makes all the hiſtory ; _ 
Enough, that virtue fill'd the ſpace between; 


| Prov'd by the ends of being, to have been. 


When Hopkins dies, a thouſand lights attend 


| The wretch, who living ſav'd a candle's end; 


Should ring God's altar a vile image ſtands, 
Belies his features, nay extends his hands; 
That live-long wig which Gorgon's ſelf might 


own, 


| Eternal buckle takes in Pari:n ſtone. 
| Behold what bleſſings wealth to life can lend! 


And ſee what comfort it affords our end. 
In the worſt inn's worſt room, with mat half hung, 
The floors of plaſter, and the walls of dung, 

On once a flock-bed, but repair'd with ftraw, 
With tape-ticd curtains, never meant to draw, 
The George and Garter dangling from that bed 
Where tawdry yellow ſtrove with dirty red, 
Great Villers lics—alas ! how chang'd from him 
Thar life of pleaſure, and that ſoul of whim ! 


| Gatlant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove, 
| The bow's of wanton Shrewſhury and love; 


VARIATIONS. 


Still miſs'd by Vice, and ſcarce by Virtue hit 
By G—*'s goodnels, or by S—'s wit. 
+ Trace humble worth beyond Sabrina's ſhore; 
Who ſings not him, oh may he ſing no more! 
§ The Regiſter inrolls him with his poor, 
Tells he was born, and died, and telis no more. 
Juſt as he ought, he fill'd the ſpace between; 
"Chen ftole to ret unheeded and unſeen, 


Or 
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Or juſt as gay, at council, in a ring 

Of mimic ſtateſmen, and their merry king. 

No wit to flatter, left of all his ſtore 

No fool to laugh at, which he valued more. 

There, victor of his health, of fortune, friends, 

And fame; this lord of uſeleſs thouſands ends. 
His grace's fate ſagg Cutler could foreſee, 

And well (he hon 

As well his grace replied, “Like you, Sir John 

That I can do, when all I have is gone.” 

- Refolve me, Reafon, which of theſe is worſe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty purſe ? 
Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confeſs'd ; 
Arife, and tell me, was thy death more blefs'd ? 
Cutler ſaw tenants break, and houſes fall, 

For very want; he could not build a wall. 

His only daughter in a ſtranger's pow'r, 

For very want; he could not pay a dow'r. 

A few grey hairs his rev'rend temples crown'd, 

"Twas very want that ſold them for two pound. 

What even denicd a cordial at his end, 

Baniſh'd the doctor, and expell'd the friend? 

Whar but a want, which you perhaps think mad, 

Yet-numbers feel the want of what he had! 

Cutler and Brutus, dying, both exclaim, 

© Virtue | and wealth! what arc ye but a name! 
Say, for ſuch worth are other worlds prepar'd ? 

Or are they both in this their own reward ? 

A Knotty point ! to which we now proceed ©, 
But you are tir'd—1I'l] tell a le. Agreed. 
P. WhereLondon's column, pointing attheſkies, 

Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lies; 

There dwelt a citizen of ſober fame, | 

A plain good man, and Balaam was his name; 

Religious, punctual. frugal, and ſo forth; 

His word would paſs for more than he was worth. 
One ſolid diſh his week-day mcal affords, 

And added pudding ſolemniz'd the Lord's: 
Conſtant at church and change; his gains were ſure, 

His givings rare, ſave farthings to the poor. 

The devil was piqu*d ſuch faintſhip to behold, 
And long'd to tempt him, hke good Job of old : 
But Satan now is wiſer than of yore, | 

And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 
Rou d by the prince of air, the whirlwinds ſweep 

The ſurge, and plunge his father in the deep; 

Then full againſt his Corniſh lands they roar, 

And two rich ſhipwrecks bleſs the lucky ſhore. 

Sir Balaam now, he lives like other folks; 

He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes: 

„Live like yourſelf,” was ſoon my lady's word; 

And lo] two puddings ſmoak'd upon the board. 
Aſlecp and naked as an Indian lay, | 

An honeſt factor ſtole a gem away; | | 

He pledg'd it to the knight; the knight had wit, 

So kept the diamond, and the rogue was bit. 

Some ſcruple roſe, but thus he eas'd his thought, 


could forelee, Lme.“ 
t) advis'd him, Live like 


[The well-bred cuckolds in St. James's air: 


His wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the crown: 


{ 


'TIS ſtrange, the miſer ſhould his cares employ 


Artiſts muſt chooſe his pictures, muſic, meats: 
He buys for Topham, drawings and deſigns; 


Rare monkiſh manuſcripts for Hearne alone; 
And books for Mead, and butterflies for Sloane. 
Think we all theſe are for himſelf? No more 
Than his fine wife, alas ! or finer whore, 


— 


Only to ſhe , how many taſtes he wanted. 
What brought Sir Viſto's ill- got wealth to waſte? 
Some dæmon whifper'd . Viſto ! have a taſte, 
Heaven viſits with a taſte the wealthy fool, 
And needs no rod but Ripley with a rule. 
See! ſportive fate, to puniſh aukward pride, 


EXTRACTS, Boox 1 


| The tempter ſaw his time; the work he dl 
Stocks and ſubſcriptions pour on ev'ry de. 
Till all the dæmon makes his full deſcen;* 
In one abundant ſhow'r of cent. per cent, 
Sinks deep within him, and poſſeſſes whole. 
Then dubs director, and ſecures his ſoul. 
Behold Sir Balaam, now a man of ſpirit 
Aſcribes his gettings to his parts and merit 
What late he call'd a bleſſing, now was wit. 
And God's good providence, a lucky hit, ; 
Things change their titles, as our manners wg. 
His compting-houſe employ'd the Sunday mor. 
Seldom at church ('twas ſuch a buſy life) 
But duly ſent his family and wife. 
There (fo the devil ordain'd) one Chriſt mas. tic 
My good old lady catch'd a cold, and died. 
A nymph of quality admires our knight; 
He marrics, bows at court, and grows polite : 
Leaves the dull cits, and joins (to pleafe the fair) 


Firſt, for his fon a gay commiſſion buys, 
Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel diet. 
His daughter flaunts a viſcount's tawdry wife; 
She bears a coronet and p—x for life, 

In Britain's ſenate he a ſeat obtains, 

And one more penſioner St. Stephen pains, 
My lady falls to play: fo bad her chance, 
He _ repair it; takes a bribe from France; 
The Houſe impeach him, Coningſby harangues, 
The Court forſake him, aud Sir Balaam hang;; 
Wife, fon, and daughter, Satan! are thy own, 


The devil and the king divide the prize, 
And ſad Sir Balaam curſes God and dies. 


"> GFISTLE Iv. 
To Richard Boyle, Ear! of Burlington, 


To gain thoſe riches he can ne'er enjoy : 

Is it leſs ſtrange, the prodigal thould waſte 
His wealth, to purchaſe what he nc'er can taſte? 
Nor for himſelt he ſees, or hears, or cats; 


For Pembroke ſtatues, dirty gods, and coins; 


For what has Virro painted, built, and planted: 


« ]'ll now give ſixpence where I gave a groat; 
VM here once I went tochurch, I'll now gotwice, 
« And am ſo clcar too of all other vice.“ 


VARIATION. 


„That knotty point, my Lord! ſhall I diſcuſs, 
Or teil a tale ?—A tale It follows thus ;— 


Bids Bubo build, and ſends him ſuch a guide! 


; ener 
That never coxcomb reach'd magnificenc? ' 


. a U 
A ſtanding ſermon, at each year 5 2Xpence, 
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You 
And po 
Yet ſhall (m 
Fill half the 


how us Rome was glorious, not profuſe, * | 
mpous buildings once were things of uſe. 
Lord) your juſt, your noble rules 
and with imitating fools; 
Whorandom drawings from your ſheers ſhalltake, 
And of one beauty many blunders make 
| Load ſome vain church with old theatric ſtate, 
Turn arcs of triumph to a garden- gate; 
Reverſe your ornaments, and hang them all 
on ſome patch d dog- hole ek d with ends of wall; 
Then clap four flices of pilaſter on, 
That, lac d with bits of ruſtic, makes a front : 
call call the winds thro” long arcades to roar, 
Proud to catch cold at a Venctian door ; 
Conſcious they act a true Palladian part, 
And if they ſtarve, they ſtarve by rules of art. 
Oft have you hinted to your brother peer, 
A certain truth, which many buy too dear: 
Something there is more necdful than expence, 
And ſomething previous ev'n to taſte—'tis ſenſe: 
Good ſenſe, which "Y is the gift of Heaven, 
And, tho' no ſcience, fairly worth the ſeven: 
A light, which in yourſelf you muſt perceive; 
Jones and Le Notre have 1t not to give. 
To build, to plant, whatever you intend, 
To rear the column, or the arch to bend, 
To ſwell the terras, or to fink the grot ; 
In all, let nature never be forgot; 
But treat the goddeſs like a modeſt fair, 
Nor over-dreſs, nor leave her wholly bare; 
Let not each beauty ev'ry where be ſpied, 
Where half the kill is 2 A 
He gains all points who pleafingly confounds, 
Surpriſes, varies, and conceals the bounds. 
Conſult the genius of the place in all; 
That tells the waters or to riſe or fall; | 
Or helps th' ambitious hill the heavens to ſcale, 
Or ſcoops in circling theatres the vale 
Calis in the country, catches op'ning glades, 
Joins willing woods, and varies thades from ſhades ; 
Now breaks, or now directs, th' intending lines; 
Paints as you plant, and, as you work, deſigns. 
dull follow ſenſe, of ev'ry art the ſoul, 
Parts anſwering parts ſhall ſlide into a whole; 
>pontancous beauties all around advance, 
Start cy'n from difficulty, ſtrike from chance; 
Nature ſhall join you; time ſhall make it grow 
A work to wonder at—perhaps a Stow. 

Without it, proud Verſailles! thy glory falls; 
And Nero's terraces deſert their walls : | 
The vaſt parterres a thouſand hands thall make, 
Lo! Cobham comes, and floats them with a lake: 
Or cut wide views thro? mountains to the plain, 
Yow ll wiſh your hill or ſhelter'd ſcat again. 

Ev n in an ornament its place remark, 
Nor in an hermitage ſet Dr. Clarke. 

ehold Villario's ten years toil complete; 
His Quincunx darkens, his Eſpaliers meet; 


4 


[ 


With annual joy the redd'ning 
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The wood ſupports the plain, the parts unite, 
And 3 of ſhade contends with ſtrength of 
A waving glow the bloomy beds diſplay, | light; 
Bluthing in bright diverſities of has. Pe OD 
With filver-quiv'ring rills meander'd oer 
Enjoy them, you! Villario can no more; 

Tir d of the Lene parterres and fountains yield, 
He finds at laſt he better likes a field. 

Thro' his young woods how pleas'd Sabinus 
Or ſate delighted in the thick ning ſhade, [ ſtray d, 
oots to greet, 
Or ſee the ſtretching branches long to meet 
His ſon's fine taſte an op'ner viſta loves, 

Foe to the dryads of his father's groves ; 

One boundleb green, or flouriſh'd carpet views, 
With all the mournful family of yews ; | 
The thriving plants, ignoble broomſticks made, 
Now ſweep thoſe alleys they were born to ſhade. 

At Timon's villa let us paſs a day, [away !”*. 
Where all cry out, © What ſums are thrown 
So 2 ſo grand; of that ſtupendous air, 
Soft and agreeable come never there. | 
Greatneſs, with Timon, dwells in ſuch a draught 
As brings all Brobdignag before your thought, 
To compaſs this, his building is a town, 

His pond an ocean, his parterre a down: 
Who but muſt laugh, the maſter when he ſees, 


| A puny inſet, ſhiv'ring at a breeze! 


Lo, what huge heaps of littleneſs around! 
The whole, a labour'd quarry above ground. 
Two Cupids ſquirt before: a lake behind 
Improves the keenneſs of the northern wind. 
His gardens next your admiration call; 

On ev'ry ſide you look, behold the wall! 
No pleaſing intricacies intervene, 


| | No artful wildneſs to perplex the ſcene; 


Grove nods at grove, each alley has a brother, 
And half the platform juſt reflects the other. 
The ſuff ring eye inverted nature ſees, 

Trees cut to ſtatues, ſtatues thick as trees 
With here a fountain, never to be play'd; 
And there a ſummer-houſe, that knows no ſhade 
Here Amphutrite fails thro! myrtle bow'rs 
There gladiators fight, or die in flow'rs; 
Unwater'd ſee the drooping ſea-horſe mourn, 
And ſwallows rooſt in Nilus' duſty urn. 


| My lord advances with majeſtic mien, 


Smit with the mighty pleaſure to be ſeen : 

But ſoft by regular approach—not yet — 

Firſt thro the length of yon hot terrace ſweat; 

And when up ten ſteep ſlopes you've dragg d your 

Juſt at his ſtudy-door he'll bleſs your eyes. [thighs, 
His ſtudy ! with what authors is it ſtor d? 

In books, not authors, curious is my lord; 

To all their dated backs he turns you round, 

Theſe Aldus printed, thoſe Du Sueil has bound. 


| | Lo, ſome are vellum, and the reſt as good 


For all his lordſhip knows, but they are wood. 


VARIATION, 


* Muſt biſhops, lawyers, Kateſmen, have the (kill 
. Ts build, te plant, judge paintings, what you will ? 


Then why not Kent as well our treaties draw; 
Bridgman explain the goſpel, Gibbs the law? 


For 
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For Locke or Milton 'tis in vain to look; 
Theſe ſhelves admit not any modern book. 

And now the chapel's filver bell you hear, 
That ſummons you to all the pride of pray'r : 
Light quirks of muſic, broken and uneven, 
Make the ſoul dance upon a jig to heaven. 

On painted ceilings you devoutly ſtare, 

Where ſprawl the ſaints of Verrio or Laguerre, 
Or gilded clouds in fair expanſion lie, 

And bring all Paradiſe before your eye. 

To reſt, the cuſhion and ſoft dean invite, 

Who never mentions hell to ears polite. 

But hark! the chiming clocks to dinner call; 
A hundred footſteps ſcrape the marble hall: 
The rich buffet well colour'd ſerpents grace, 
And gaping Tritons ſpew to waſh your face, 

Js this a dinner? this a genial room? 

No, tis a temple, and a hecatomb ; 

A ſolemn ſacrifice, perform'd in ſtate; 

You drink by meaſure, and to minutes cat, 

So quick retires each flying courſe, you'd ſwear 
Sancho's dread doctor and his wand were there. 
Between each act the trembling ſalvers ring, 
From ſoup to ſweet- wine, and God blets the King. 
In plenty ſtarving, tantaliz'd in ſtate, 

And complaiſantly help'd to all 1 hate, 
Treated, carcis'd, and tir'd, I take my leave, 
Sick of his civil pride from morn to cve; 

1 curſe ſuch lavith coſt, and little ſkill, 
Andzſwear no day was ever pals'd ſo ill: 

Yet hence the poor are cloth d, the hungry fed; 
Health to himſelf, and to his infants bread 
Phe lab'rer bears: what his hard heart denies, 
His charitable vanity ſupplies. 

Another age ſhall ſec the golden car 

Imbrown the ſlope, and nod on the parterre, 
Decp harveſt bury all his pride has plann'd, 
And laughing Ceres reaſſume the land. 
Who tuen thall grace, or who improve the ſoil ? 
Who plants like Bathurſt, or who builds like 
Tis uſe alone that ſanctifies expence, [ Boyle. 
And fplendour borrows all her rays from ſenſe. 

His father's acres who enjoys in peace, | 
Or makes his neighbours glad, if he increaſe : 
Whole cheerful tenants blels their yearly toil, 
Yer to their lord owe more than to the foil; 
Whoſe ample lawns are not aſham'd to feed 
The milky heifer and deſerving ſtecd; 

Whoſe rifing foreſts, not for pride or ſhow, 
But future buildings, future navies, grow: 
Let his plantations ftretch from down to down, 
Firſt ſhade a country, and then raite a town. 

You too proceed ! make falling arts your care, 
Erect new wonders, and the: ol repair 
Jones and Palladio to themſelves reſtore, 

And be whate'cr Vitruvius was before: 

Till kings call forth th' ideas of your mind 
(Proud to accompliſh what ſuch hands deſign'd) 
Bid harbours open, public ways extend, | 
Bid temples, worthier of the god, aſcend; 

Bid the broad arch the dung'rous flood contain, 
The mole projected break tue roaring main; 
Back to his bounds their ſub;cft ſca command, 


— 
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| 


Aud roll obedient rivers thro” the land; 


"I 


| And vanguiſh'd realms ſupply recording god? 
& | er 
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Theſe honours peace to happy Brita b 
Theſe are imperial works, — — Wy 


$ 16. Epiſtle to Mr. Addiſon, oc | 
Dialogues on Medate? 8 95 


GEE the wild waſte of all-devouring years! 
How Rome her own ſad ſepulchre appex 
With nodding arches, broken t 8 
: bre emples pread 
The very tombs now vaniſh'd like their dead! 
4g wonders rais'd on nations ſpoil'd, 
— ARE with ſlaves, the groaning maryr 
Huge thcatres, that now unpeopled woods 
Now drain'd a diſtant country of her flaods: 
Fanes, which admiring gods with pride furrex 
Statucs of men ſcarce lets alive than they! * 
Some felt the ſilent ſtroke of mould'ring age 
Some hoſtile fury, ſome religious rage. 155 
Barbarian blindneſs, Chriſtian zeal conſpire 
And Papal piety, and Gothic fire, 
Perhaps, by its own ruins ſav'd from flame, 
Some buried marble half preſerves a name; 
That name thelearn'd with herce diſputes purſue 
And give to Titus old Veſpaſian's due. : 
Ambition ſigh'd: ſhe found it vain to truſt 
The faithleſs column and the crumbling butt: 
Huge meles, whoſe ſhadow ſtretch' e from ſhare 
to ſhore, 
Their ruins periſh'd, and their place no more! 
Convinc'd, ſhe now contracts her vaſt defi, 
And all her triumphs ſhrink into a coin. 


A narrow orb each crowded conqueſt keeps; 


Beneath her palm here ſad Judca weeps, 
Now fcantier limits the proud arch conline, 
And ſcarce are ſeen the proſtrate Nile or Rhine; 
A ſmall Euphrates thro” the piece is roll'd, 
And little cagles wave their wings in gold, 
The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame, 
Thro' climes and ages bears each form and name; 
In one ſhort view fubjected to our eye, 
Gods, emp'rors, heroes, ſages, beauties, lic, 
With ſharpen'd ſight pale antiquarics pore, 
Th' inſcription value, but the ruſt adore. 
This the blue varniſh, that the green cndears, 
The ſacred ruſt of twice ten hundred years 
To gain Peſcennius one employs his ſchemes; 
One graſps a Cecrops in ecſtatic dreams. | 
Poor Vadius, long with learned ſpleen devour , 
Can taſte no pleaſure ſince his ſhield was {cout d 


And Curio, reſtleſs by the fair one's fide, 


Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride. 
Theirs is the vanity, the learning thine: 
Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome's glories ſhunt; 
Her gods and godlike heroes riſe to view, 
And all her faded garments bloom a- new. 
Nor bluth, theſe ſtudies thy regard engage; 
Theſe pleas'd the fathers of poetic rag : 
The verſe and ſculpture bore an equal part, 
And art reflected images to art. 5 
Oh when ſhall Britain, conſcious of her claim, 
Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame! 
In living mcdals fee her wars enroll'd, 


1 
J 
| 
( 


patriot's honeſt face; 
— warriors frowning in hiſtoric braſs: 
? 


Then future 

How 2 
in fair ſeries ; 

wo there, and here an Addiſon. _ 

Then hall thy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 

On the caſt ore, another Pollio, ſhine; 

With alpect open thall erect his head, 

And round the orb in laſting notes be read, 

« Stateſman, yet friend to truth of ſoul ſincere, 

« [n action faithful, and in honour clear; 

« Who broke no promiſe, ſerv'd no private end, 

« Who gain d no title, and who loft no friend ; 

4 Ennobled by himſelf, by all approv'd, 5 

And prais d, unenvied, by the Muſe he lov d, 


— 


$ 17% Ppifle to Dr. Arbuthnot, being the Prologue 
to the Satiress POPE. 


ſhut the door, good John! fatigued I 

ſaid, | : 

Tye up the knocker ; ſay I m ſick, I m dead. 

The Dog-ſtar rages ! nay tis paſt a doubt, 

All Bedlam, or Parnaſſus is let out: 

Fire in each eve, and papers in each hand, 

Thev rave, recite, and madden round the land. 
What walls can guard me, or- what ſhades 

can hide? (glide; 

They pierce my thickets, thro' my grot they 

By land, by water, they renew the charge; 

They ſtop the chariot, and they board the barge. 

No place ts ſacted, not the Church is free, 

Ev'n Sunday ſhines no Sabbath-day to me: 

Then from the Mint walks forth the man. of 


P. GHUT, 


ls there a Parton, much bemus'd in beer, 
A maudlin Poeteſs, a rhyming Peer, 
A Clerk, foredoom d his father's foul to croſs, 
Who pens a Stanza when he thould exgroſs F 


there, who, lock'd from ink and paper, tcrawis. 


With deſp'rate charcoal round his darken d 
. 5 Walls? ® ö 

All fiy to Twit'nam, and in humble ftrain 

Apply ro me, to keep them mad or vain. 

Arthur, whote giddy fon neglects the laws, 

Inputes to me and my damn'd works the cauſe : 

cor Cornus fees his frantic wife elope; 

And curtes Wir, and Pcetry, and Pope. long, 

_Priend to my Life! (which did not you pro- 

The world had wanted many an idle ſong) 

What Drop or Noflrum can this plague remove? + 


DESCRIPTIVE, Ke. 
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| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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To laugh, were want of goodneis and of grace; 


| And to be grave, exceeds all pow'r of face: 


I fit with fad civility, I read 

With honeſt anguith, and an aching head ; 

And drop at laſt, but in unwilling cars, 

This ſaving counſel, © Keep your piece nine years.” 
Nine vears! cries he, who high in Drury-lane, 

Lull'd by ſoft Zephyrs thro' the broken pane, 

Rhymes ere he «a ray and prints before Term 

ends, 

Oblig'd by hunger, and requeſt of friends : 

© The piece, you think, is incorrect? why take itz 

I'm all ſubmiſſion; what you'd have it, make it.“ 
Three things another's modeſt wiſhes bound, 

My Friendſhip, and a Prologue, and ten pound. 
Pitholeon {ends to me: * You know his Grace: 

© I want a Patron; aſk him for a Place.” 

Pitholeon libell'd me but here's a letter ¶ ter. 

© Informs you, Sir, 'twas when he knew no bet- 

* Dare you refuſe him? Curl invites to dine; ? 

He'll write a Journal, or he'll turn Divine.“ 
Bleſs me! a packet. Tis a ftranger ſues, 

© A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Mutic.” 

If I diſlike it, Furies, death and rage! 

If I approve, * Commend it to the Stage.“ ſends, 

There (thank my ftars) my whole commiſſion 

The players and I are, luckily, no friends. 

Fir'd that the houſe reject him, 'Sdeath III 

rint it, [Lintot.“ 

And — the fools Your int'reſt, Sir, with 

Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 

Not, Sir, if you reviſe it, and retouch.“ 

All my demurs but double his attacks; 


| At laſt he whiſpers, * Do; and we go ſnacks.” 


Glad of a quarrel, ſtraight I clap the door: 
Happy! to catch me juſt at Dinner-time. | rhyme, | 


Sir, let me tec your works and you no more. 
Tis ſung, when Midas“ Ears began to ſpring 
(Midas, a ſacred perfon and a King), 
His very Miniſter who ſpied them firſt 
(Some ſay his Queen) was fore d to ſpeak, orburſt. 
And is not mine, my friend, a ſorer cate, 
When ev'ry coxcomb perks them in my face? 
A. Good friend, forbcar ! you deal in dang'ious 
things, | 
I'd never name Queens, Miniſters, or Kings; 
Keep cloſe to Ears, and thoſe let aſſes prick, 
is nothing—P. Nothing, if they bite and kick? 
Out with in, Dunciad ! ler the ſecret paſs, 
hat tecrct to each fool, that he's an Afs: ſlice?) 
ihe truth once told (and wheretore ſhould we 
he Qucen of Midas tlept, and fo may J. 
You think this cruel : rake it for a rule, 


Or v.tich muſt end me, a Fool's wrath or love? | No creature ſmarts ſo little as a fool. 


A Gire dilemma! cither way Im ſped; 
11 focs, th 


Let pcals of laughter, Codrus round thee break, 


ey write; if friends, they read me dead. | Thou unconcern'd canſt hear the mighty crack: 


$12'd and tied down to judge, how wretched I ! Pit, box, and gall'ry in convulſions hurl'd, 


Who cau t be ſilent, and who will not lye.: 


1 . | 

on Gees 3 Bard in durance ? turn them free, 

* all their brandiſh'd reams they run to me: 
there 4 'Prentice, having ſeen two plays 
Who would do ſomet ” roſy 


1 Dear Doctor, tell me, is not this a curſe ? 


dan ie dieir anger or their triendchip worſe? 


| 


Thou ſtand'ſt unſhook amidſt a burſting world, 


VARIATION $. 


+ It you refuſe, he goes, as fates incline, 
To plague Sir Robert, or to turn Divine. 


mething in hi? Sempſtreſe“ praiſe" & Cibber and I are, luckily, no friends, 


v 


| 


For ſong, for ſilence, ſome expect a bribe 
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Who ſhames a Scribbler ? break one cobweb thro', 

He ſpins the ſlight, ſelf-pleafing thread anew : 

Deſtroy his fib or ſophiſtry, in vain, 

The creature's at his dirty work again, 

'Thron'd on the centre of his thin deſigns, 

Proud of a vaſt extent of flimſy lines ! 

Whom have I hurt? has Poet yetyor Peer, 

Loft the arch'd eyebrow, or Parnaſſian ſneer ? 

And has not Colley till his lord, and whore? 

His butchers Henly, his free-maſons Moor ? 

Does not one table Bavius till admit? 

Still to one Biſhop Philips ſeem a wit? [offend, 

Still Sappho—A. Hold, for God's ſake—you'll 

No names—be calm learn prudence of a friend: 

J too could write, and I am twice as tall; [all. 

But focs like theſe—P. One Flatt'rer's worſe than 

Of all mad creatures, if the learn'd are right, 

It is the flaver kills, and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent: | 

Alas! tis ten times worſe when they repent. 
One dedicates in high heroic —4 e 

And ridicules beyond a hundred foes: 

One from all Grubſtreet will my fame defend, 

And more abuſive, calls himſelf my friend. 

This prints my Letters, that expects a bribe, 


And others roar aloud, < Subſcribe, ſubſcribe!” 


There are, who to my perſon pay their court : 
I cough like Horace, and, tho' lean, am ſhort. 
Ammon's great ſon one ſhoulder had too high; 
Such Ovid's noſe; and, © Sir! you have an Eye'— 
Go on, obliging creatures, make me ſee 
All that diforac'd my Betters met in me. 


Say for my comfort, languiſhing in bed, 


© Fuſt fo immortal Maro held his head ;' 

And when I die, be ſure you let me know 

Great Homer died three thouſand years ago. + 
Why did I write? what fin to me unknown 

Dipt me in ink, my parent's, or my own? | 

As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

J liſp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 

I left no calling for this idle trade, 9 5 


No duty broke, no father diſobey d- [ Wife, 


The Muſe but ſerv'd to eaſe ſome Friend, not 


To help me thro this long diſcaſe, my Liſe; 
To ſecond, Arbuthnot ! thy Art and Care, 
And teach the Being you preſerv'd to bear. 

But why then publiſh? Grazwille the polite, 
And knowing Walſh, would tell me I could write; 
Well-natur'd Garth inflam'd with carly praiſe, 
And Congreve lov'd, and Swift endur'd my lays; 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read ; 
Ev'n mitred Rochefter would nod the head; 


And St. Fohr's ſelf (great Dryden's friends be- 


With open arms receiv'd one Poet more. | fore) 


VARIA 


And others roar aloud, * Subſcribe, ſubſcribe l“ 
Time, praiſe, or money, is the leaſt they crave ; 
Yet each declares the other fool or knave. [ admire, 
+ But, friend, this ſhape, which You and Curl (a) 
Came not from Ammon's ſon, but from my Sire (b): 


tap Curl ſet uv lis hend fer a fe 


If wrong, I ſmil'd ; if right, I kiſs'd the rod, 


Well might they rage, I gave them but their due, 


| That cafting-weight pride adds to emptinch, 
The Bard whom pilfer'd Paſtorals renown, 


{ Juſt writes to make his barrenneſs appear, 


| And He, who now to ſenſe, now nonſenſe leaning, 


Book ll. 


Happy my ſtudies, when by theſe approv' 
Happier their Author, — by theſe beg 
From theſe the world will judge of men and 


Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cocks 
Soft were my numbers; who could take offenc 
While pure Deſcription held the place of Senſe) 
Like gentle Fanny's was my flow'ry theme, 
A painted miſtreſs, or a purling ſtream. 
Yet then did Gi/don draw his venal quill; 
I with'd the man a dinner, and fat till, 
Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret; 
I never anſwer'd, I was not in debt. 
If want provok'd, or madneſs made them print, 
I wag'd no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 
Did ſome more ſober Critic come abroad; 


Pains, reading, ſtudy, are their juſt pretence; 
And all they want is ſpirit, taſte, and ſenſe, 
Commas and points they ſet exactly right; 
And 'twere a fin to rob them of their mite, 
Yet ne'er one ſprig of laurel grac'd theſe ribald, 
From ſlaſhing Bentley down to pidling Tibald:; 
Each wight who 8 not, and but ſcans and ſpelk, 
Each Word- catcher, that lives on ſyllables, 
Ev'n ſuch ſmall Critics ſome regard may claim, 
Preferv'd in Milton's or in Shakeſpear's name, 
Pretty ! in Amber to obſerve the forms 
Of hairs, or ſtraws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms! 
Fhe things we know are neither rich nor rare, 
But — how the devil they got there. 
Were others angry: I excus'd thein too; 


A man's true merit tis not hard to find; 
But each man's ſecret ſtandard in his mind, 


This who can gratify ? for who can gueſs ? 
Who turns a Perſian tale for half a crown, 


And ſtrains, from hard-bound brains, ciglit lines 
a year; | x2 

He, who ſtill wanting, tho? he lives on theft, 

Stcals much, ſpends little, yet has nothing left: 


Means not, but blunders round about a meaning; 
And He, whoſe fuſtian's ſo ſublimely bad, 
It is not poetry, but proſe run mad. 
All theſe, my modeſt Satire bade tranſlate, 
And own'd that nine ſuch Pocts made a Tate. 
How did they fume, and ſtamp, and roar ard 
And ſwear, not Addiſon himſelf was ſafe. | chat 

Peace to all ſuch ! but were there one whole 


(by His Tather was cteckes. 


True Genius kindles, and fair Fame inſpires; [rt 
TION S. | 


And for my head, if you'll the truth excuſe, 
I had it from my mother (c), not the Muſe. 
Happy, if he, in whom theſe frailties join d, 
Had heir'd as well the virtues of the mind. 


le) Ks Mother Was much afflicted with 0” th . 


Book IL 
Bleſt with eac 


h talent and each = 2 | 
rite, converſe, and live with caſe : 
n too fond to rule alone, 


h a man, 
my Turk, no brother near the throne, 


gew him with ſcornful, yet with jealous eyes, 
— arts that. caus d himſelf to riſe ; 
Damn with faint praiſe, aſſent with civil leer, 
And, without ſnecring, teach the reſt to ſneer; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to ſtrike, 
uſt hint a fault, and heſitate diſlike ; 
Alike referv'd to blame, or to commend, 
A tim'rous foe, and a ſuſpicious friend ; 
Dreading ev'n Fools, by Flatterors beſieg d, 
And ſo obliging, that he ne'er oblig*d ; * 
Like Cato, give his little Senate laws, 
And fit attentive to his own applauſe ; ; 
While Wits and Templars ev'ry ſentence raiſe, 
And wonder with a fooliſh face of praiſe — 
Who but muſt laugh, if ſuch a man there be? 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he ? 
What tho' my name ſtood rubric on the walls, 
Or plaſter d poſts, with ctaps, in capitals ? 
Or ſmoking lorh, a hundred hawkers load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad ? 
I fought no homage from the race that write; 
I kept, like Afar monarchs, from their fight : 
Poems I heeded (now berhym'd fo long) 
Nomore than thou, great George! a birthday ſong. 
I ne'er with wits or witlings paſs'd my days, 
To ſpread about the itch of verſe and praiſe; 
Nor, like a puppy, dangled thro' the town, 
To fetch and carry ſing- ſong up and down; 
Nor at rehearſals ſweat, and mouth'd, and cried, 
With handkerchief and orange at my fide: 
But ſick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 
To Byfo left the whole Caflalian ſtate. 
Proud, as Apollo on his forked hill, 
Sat full-blown Bao, puff'd by ev'ry quill; 
Fed with ſoft dedication all day long, | 
Horace and he went hand and hand in ſong. + 
His library (where buſts of poets dead 
And a true Pindar ſtood without a head) 
Receiv'd of wits an undiſtinguiſh'd race, 
Who firſt his judgment afk'd, and then a place: 
Much they extolPd his pictures, much his ſear, 
And flatter'd ev'ry day, and ſome days eat: 
Till grown more frugal in his riper days, 
He paid fome bards with port, and ſome with praiſe ; 
To ſome a dry rehearſal was aſſign'd; 
And others (harder ſtill) he paid in kind. 
Dryden alone (what wonder?) came not nigh ; | 
Dryden alone eſcap'd this judging eye: 
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But ſtill the great have kindneſs in reſerve 31 


8 
—— — 


He help'd to bury whom he help'd to ſtarve. 
May ſome choice patron bleſs each grey gooſe 

May ev'ry Bavius have his Brfo till! [quill ! 

So when a ſtateſman wants a day's defence, þ 

Or envy holds a whole week's war with ſenſe, 

Or ſimple pride for flatt'ry makes demands, 

May dunce by dunce be whiſtled off my hands! 

Bleſt be the great for thoſe they take away, 

And thoſe they left me, for they left me Gay; 

Left me to fee neglected Genius bloom, 

Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb: 

Of all thy blameleſs life the ſole return, 

My Verle, and Queenſb'ry weeping o'er thy urn, 
Ou let me live my own, and die ſo too! 

(To live and die is all I have to do): 

Maintain a Poet's dignity and eaſe, | 

And ſce whatfriends, and read what books I pleaſe: 

Above a patron, tho' I condeſcend 2 8 

Sometimes to call a miniſter my friend. 

I was not born for courts or great affairs: 

I pay my debts, believe, and tay my pray'rs; 

Can ſlecp without a poem in my head, 

Nor know it Dennis be alive or dead. + | 
Why am I aik'd what next ſhall ſee the light? 

Heavens ! was J born for nothing but to write > 

Has life no joys for me? or (to A rave) 

Have I no friendto ſerve, no foul to fare > [ doubt 


I found him cloſe with Saif” '—* Indeed? no 


(Cries. prating Balbus) ſomething will come our * 
Tis all in vain, deny it as I will; | 
No, ſuch a Genius never can lie ſtill,” 
And then for mine obligingly miſtakes 
The firſt lampoon Sir Mill or Bubo makes. 
Poor guiltleſs I! and can I chooſe but ſmile, 
When ev'ry coxcomb knows me by my /fyle ? || 
Curſt be the verſe, how well ſoc'er it nk | 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe, 
Give virtue ſcandal, innocence a fear, | 
Or from the ſoft- eyed virgin ſteal a tear! 
But he who hurts a harmleſs neighbour's peace, 
Inſults fallen worth, or beauty in diſtreſs ; 
Who loves a lye, lame ſlander helps about, 
Who wries-a libel, or who copies out; 
That fop whoſe pride affects a patron's name, 
Yet abſent wounds an author's honeſt fame; 
Who can your merit /e/f/bly approve, _ 
And thew the ſenſe of it without the lovez 
Who has the vanity to call you Friend, 
Yet wants the honour injur'd to defend; 
Who tells whate'er you think, whate'er you ſay 
And, if he lye not, muſt at leaſt betray : 


VARIATIONS. 


* Who, if two Wits on rival themes conteſt, 
Approves of each, but likes the worſt the beſt. 

* To Bards reciting he vouchſaf'd a nod, 
And ſnuff d their incenſe like a gracious god. 
* from youth I ſought, and ſeek them 

ill; 

Fame, like the wind, may breathe where'er it will: 
The world I knew, but made it not nſy ſchool 
And in a courſe of flatt'ry liv'd no fool. 

P. What if! ling Auguſtus great and good? 

You did ſo lately; was it underſtood ? 


Be nice no more, but with a mouth profound 
As rumbling D—s, or a Norfolk hound, 

Wich George and Fred'ric roughen ev'ry verſe ; 
Then ſmooth up all, and Caroline rchearſe. | 
P. No—the high taſk to liſt up Kings to Gods, 
Leave to Court Sermons, and to Birth-day Odes. 
On themes like theſe, ſuperior far to thine, 

Let laurell'd Cibber and great Arnal ſhine, 
Why write at all?—A. Ves, filence if you keep, 
The Town, the Court, the Wits, the Dunces weep. 


Q Who 
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Who to the dean and filver bell can ſwear, 
And ſees at Cannons what was never there; 


Who reads but with a luſt to miſapply, 


Make ſatire a lampoon, and fiction lyc— 
A laſh like mine no honeſt man ſhall dread, 


But all ſuch babbling blockheads in his ſtead. 


Let Sporus tremble.— A. What? that 1 N. 
Sporus, that mere white curd of aſs's milk? ¶ ſilk? 
Satire or ſenſe, alas! can Sporus feel? 

Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel > 

P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 
This painted child of dirt, that ſtinks and ſtings; 
Whote buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 

Yet wit nc'er taſtes, and beauty ne'cr enjoys: 


So well-bred ſpaniels civilly delight 


In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
Eternal ſmiles his emptineſs betray, 


As ſhallow ſtreams run dimpling all the way. 
Whether in florid impotence he ſpeaks, 


And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet ſqueaks ; 
Or at the car of Eve, familiar toad, 
Half froth, halt venom, is himſelf abroad, 


In puns, or politics, or tales, or lyes, 


Or ſpite, or ſmut, or rhymes, or blaſphemies. 

His wit all ſec- ſaw, between that and this; 

Now high, now low, now maſter up, now miſs, 

And he himſelf one vile antitheſis. | 

Amphibious thing! that acting either part, 

The trifling head, or the corrupted heart; 

Fop at the toilet, flatt' rer at the board, 

Now trips a lady, and now ſtruts a lord. 

Eve's tempter thus the rabbins have expreſs' d; 

A cherub's face, a reptile all the reſt, 

Beauty that ſhocks you, parts that none will truſt, 

Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the duſt. 
Not Fortune's w orſhipper, nor Fathion's fool, 

Not Lucre's madman, nor Ambition's tool, 

Not proud, nor ſervile; be one Poet's praiſe, 

That, if he pleas'd, he pleas'd by manly ways: 

That flatt'ry even to Kings he held a ſhame, 

And thought a Lye in verſe or proſe the ſame : 

That not in Fancy's maze he wander'd long, 

But ſtoop'd to Truth, and moraliz'd his ſong : 

That not for Fame, but Virtue's better end, 

He ſtood the furious foe, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half approving wit, 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit; 

Laugh'd at the loſs of friends he never had, 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad; 


The diftant threats of vengeance on his head, 


The blow unfclt, the tear he never thed ; 
The tale reviv'd, the lye fo oft o'erthrown, 
Th'imputed trath and dulneſs not his own; 


The morals blacken'd when the writings (cape, 


The libell'd perſon, and the pictur'd ſhape; 


Abuſc on all he lov'd, or lov'd him, ſpread ; 


A friend in exile, or a father dead; 


VARIA 
Once, and but once, his heedleſs youth was bit, 
And lik'd that dang”rous thing, a female wit: 
Safe, as he thought, tho? all the prudent chid; 
He writ no Libels, but my Lady did: 
Creat odds in am'rous or poetic game, 
Where Woman's is the fin, and Man's che ſhame. 


| Who ſprung from Kings ſhall know lels jv 


EXTRACTS, Boon 


The whiſper that, to' greatneſs ſtill too near, 
Perhaps yet vibrates on his Sov'reign's ear 
Welcome for thee, fair Virtue ! all the paſt ; 
For thee, fair Virtue ! welcome even the laft! 
A. But why inſult the poor, affront the 11 
P. A knave's a knave to me, in ev'ry hn. | 
Alike my ſcorn, if he ſucceed or fail, 
Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail, 
A hireling ſcribbler, or a hireling peer, 
Knight of the poſt corrupt, or of the 
| If on a Pillory, or near a Throne, 
He gain his Prince's car, or loſe his own, 
Yet ſoft by nature, more a dupe than wit, * 
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit: 
This dreaded Sat'riſt Dennis will confeſs 
Foe to his pride, but friend to his diſtreſs: 
So humble, he has knock'd at Tibbald's door, 
Has drunk with Cibber, nay has rhym'd far 
| Moor. | 
Full ten years ſlander'd, did he once reply! 
Three thouſand ſuns went down on Welftedslyg 
To pleaſe a Miſtreſs, one aſpers'd his life; 
He lath'd him not, but let her be his wife: 
Let Budgel charge low Grubſtreet on his quill, 
And write whate'er he pleas'd, except his Will; 
Let the two Curls of town and Court abuſc 
His father, mother, body, foul, and muſe, - 
Yet why? that Father held it for a rule, 
It was a fin to call our neighbour Fool: 
That harmleſs Mother thought no wife a whore; 
Hear this, and ſpare his family, James Moor! 
Uuſpotted names, and memorable long! 
If there be force in Virtue or in Song. 
Of gentle blood (part ſhed in Honour's cauſe, 
While yet in Britain Honour had applauſe) 
| Each parent ſprung. —-4. What fortune pray '- 
F. Their oon; ny 
And better got than Beſtia's from the thronz, 
Born to no Pride, inheriting no Strife, 
Nor marrying Diſcord in a noble wife; 
Stranger to civil and religious rage, 
The good man walk'd innoxious thro' his age, 
No Courts he ſaw, no ſuits would ever try, 
Nor dar'd an Oath, nor hazarded a Lye. 
| Unlcarn'd, he knew no ſchoolman's ſubtle art; 
No language but the language of the heart, 
| By Nature honeft, by Experience wiſe, 
Healthy by temp'rance, and by exerciſe; 
| His life, tho? long, to ſickneſs paſs'd unknown, 
His death was inſtant, and without a groan, 
| O grant me thus to live, and thus to dic ! 


— 


ſhire; 


lian 1. 1 | eng ene 
O Friend! may each domeſtic blifs be thin 
Be no unpleaſing Mclancholy mine: 
Me let the tender office long engage, 
To rock the cradle of repoling Age; 


TION S. | 
+ And of myſelf, too, ſorflething mult I ſay? 
Take then this verle, the trifle of a day: 
And if it live, it lives but to commend 408 
The man whoſe heart has ne'er forgot a friend, 
Or head, an Author; Critic, yet polite; 
And friend to Learning, yet tov wile to write, Wit 


8 
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hook II. 
tent arts extend a Mother's breath, 

— rank ſmile, and ſmooth the bed of death ; 

Explore the thought, explain the —_ eye, 

And keep awhile one parent from the ſky ! 

On cares like theſe, if length of wy attend, 

May Heaven, to bleſs thoſe 5s th preſerve myfriend, 

Prelerve him ſocial, cheerful, and ſerene, 

And juſt as rich as when he ſerx d a Queen. 

4. Whether that bleſſing be denied or given, 

Thus far was right, the reſt belongs to Heaven. 


 Satiresand Epiſilesof Horace imitated. POPE, 
es TIRE IL. 
To Mr. Forteſcue. 

Pp. THERE are(Iſcarcecanthink it, but am told) 

There are to whom my Satire ſeems too bold; 
gearte to wiſe Peter complaiſant enough, 
And ſomething ſaid of Chartres much too rough. 
The lines are weak, another 's pleas'd to ſay; 
Lord Fanny ſpins a thouſand ſuch a day. 
Tim'rous by nature, of the rich in awe, 
come to council learned in the law: 5 
You'll give me, like a friend both ſage and free, 
Advice; and (as you uſe) without a fee. 

F. I'd write no more. 

P. Not write ? but then I think ; 
And for my ſoul I cannot fleep a wink. 
I nod in company, I wake at night; Wr 
Fools ruſh into my head, and ſo I write. 

F. You could not do a worſe thing for your life. 
Why, if the nights ſeem tedious, take a wife: 
Or rather truly, if your point be reſt, 
Lettuce and cowſlip wine—probatum eff. 
But talk with Celſus, Celſus will adviſe 
Hanſhorn, or ſomething that ſhall cloſe your eyes. 
Or, if you needs muſt write, write Cæſar's praiſe; 
You gain at leaſt a Aug ht hood, or the bays. 

. What! like Sir Richard, rumbling, rough, 

and fierce, | the verſe, 

Wich arms, and George, and Brunſwick, crowd 
dend with tremendous ſound your cars aſunder, 
Wich gun, drum, trumpet, bluaderbuſs, and thun- 
Ornobly wild, with Budgell's fire and force, der? 
Paint angels trembling round his falling horſe ? 

F. Then all your Muſc's ſofter art diſplay, 
L:t Carolina ſmooth the tuneful lay, 

Lull with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, 
Aud ſweetly flow thro” all the royal line. 

P. Alas! few verſes touch their nicer tar ; 
They ſcarce can bear their Laureate twice a year; 
And juſtly Cæſar ſcorns the poet's lays; | 
1tis to b;lory he truſts for praiſe, 

F. Better be Cibber, I'Il maintain it ill, | 

dan ridicule all taſte, blaſpheme quadrille, 
Abuſe the city's beſt good men in metre, 

nd laugh at peers that put their truſt in Peter. 

n thoſe you touch not, hate you. | 
141 P. What ſhould ail them ? 

i 5 undred {martin Timon and in Balaam. 

N ewer ſtill you name, you wound the more; 

. CVE one, but Harpax is a ſcore, 
tence how has his pleaſure : none deny 

Th - is bottle, Darty his ham-pye; 

ho * ws and dances, till the ſee | 

oubling luſtres dance as faſt as ſhe; 
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F- loves the ſenate, Hockleyhole his brother, 
Like in all elſe as one egg to another. 

I love to pour out all myſelf, as plain 

As downright Shippen, or as old Montagne : 
In them, as certain to be lov'd as ſeen, 

The ſoul ſtood forth, nor kept a thought within 
In me what ſpots (for ſpots I have) appear, 
Will prove at leaſt the medium muſt be clear. 


In this impartial glaſs my Muſe intends 


Fair to expoſe myſelf, my foes, my friends; 

Publiſh the preſent age; but where my text 

Is vice too high, reſerve it for the next: 

My foes ſhall wiſh my life a longer date, 

And ev'ry friend the leſs lament my fate, 

My head and heart thus flowing thro' my quill, 

| Verſeman or Proſeman, term me which you will, 
Papiſt or Proteſtant, or both between, 

Like good Eraſmus in an honeſt mean, 


In moderation placing all my glory, 


Whilc Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 

Satire's my weapon, but I'm too diſcreet 
To run a-muck, and tilt at all I meet; 

I only wear it in a land of hectors, 

Thieves, ſupercargoes, ſharpers, and directors. 
Save but our army] and let Jove incruſt 
Swords, pikes, and grunt, with everlaſting ruſt ! 
Peace is my dear delight—not Fleury's more: 
But touch me, and no miniſter ſo ſore. 
Whoc'er offends, at ſome unlucky time 

Slides into verſe, and hitches in a rhyme; 
Sacred to ridicule his whole life long, 

And the ſad burthen of ſome merry fong. 
Slander or poiſon dread from Delia's rages 
Hard words or hanging, if your judge be Page: 

From furious Sappho ſcarce a milder fate, 
P-x'd by her love, or libe!l'd by her hate. 

Its proper pow'r to hurt, each creature feels; 
Bulls aim their horns, and aſſes lift their heels; 
'Tis a bear's talent not to kick, but hug; 

And no man wonders he's not ſtung by pug. 
So drink with Waters, or with Chartres eat; 
They'll never poiſon you, they'll only cheat. 

Then, learned Sir ! (to cut the matter ſhorr) 
Whate'er my fate, or well or ill at Court, 
Whether old age, with faint but cheerful ray, 
Attends to gild the ev'ning of my day ; 

Or death's black wing alrcady be diſpiay'd, 

To wrap me in the univerſal ſhade ; 

Whether the darken'd room to mule invite, 

Or whiten'd wall provoke the ſkew'r to write: 
In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 

Like Lee or Budyel, I will rhyme and print. 

F. Alas, young man! your days can nc'er be 
In flow'r of age you periſh for a ſong ! long; 
Plums and directors, Shylock and his wife, 
Will club their teſters, now, to take your life! 

P. What? arm'd for virtue when I point the 


f en, | | 
Brand to bold front of ſhameleſs guilty men ; 
Dash the proud gameſter in his gilded car; 
Bare the mean heart that lurks beneath a far; 
Can there be wanting, to defend her cauſe, 
Lights of the church, or guardians of the lavvs ? 
Could penſion'd Builcau laſh in honeſt ſtrain 
4 Flatt'rers and bigots even in Louis“ reign ? 

TE, Could 
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Could Laureate Dryden pimp and friar engage, 


Vet neither Charles nor James be in a rage? 

And ] not ſtrip the gilding off a knave, 

Unplac'd, unpenſion'd, no man's heir or ſlave ? 

J will, or periſh in the gen'rous cauſe : 

Hear this, and tremble! you, who ſcape the laws. 

Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave 

Shall walk the world in credit to his grave. 

To virtue only and her friends a friend, 

The world beſide may murmur or commend, 

Know, all the diſtant din that world can keep, 

Rolls o'er my grotto, and but ſoothes my ſleep. 

There, my retreat the beſt companions grace, 

Chiefs out of war, and ſtateſmen out of place. 

There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 

The feaſt of reaſon and the flow of foul : 

And he, whoſe lightning pierc'd th' Iberian lines, 

Now forms my quincunx, and now ranks my vines; 

Or tames the genius of the ſtubborn plain, 

Almoſt as quickly as he conquer'd Spain. 
Envy muſt own, I live among the great, 

No pimp of pleaſure, and no ſpy of ſtate ; 

With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repcats, 

Fond to ſpread friendihips, but to cover heats; 

To help who want, to forward who excel; 


This, all who know me, know; who love me, tell; 


And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers or pcers, alike are mob to me. 
This is my plea, on this I reſt my cauſe— 
What ſaith my council, learned in the laws ? 
F. Your plca is good; but ſtill I ſay, beware! 
Laws are explam'd by men—lo have a care. 
It ſtands on record, that in Richard's times 
A man was hang'd for very honeſt rhymes ! 
Conſult the ſtatute, gurt. I think it is, 
Edward: ſext. or prim. et quint. Eliz. 
Sce Libels, Satires—here you have it—recad. 
P. Libels and Satires ! lawlets things indeed! 
But grave Epiſiles, bringing vice to light, 
Such as a King might read, a biſhop write, 
Such as Sir Robert would approve— 5 
| | F. Indeed? 
The caſe is alter'd—you may then proceed; 
In fach a cauſe the plaintiff will be hiſs'd, 
My lords the judges laugh, and you're diſmiſs'd. 


SATIRE U. 
To Mr. Bethel. Hg 


\W HAT, and how great, the virtue and the art 
To live on little with a cheerful heart, 
(A doctrine fage, but truly none of mine). 

_ Let's talk, my friends, but talk before we dine. 
Not when a gilt buffet's reflected pride 
Turns you from ſound philoſophy aſide; 

Not when from plate to plate your eye-balls roll, 
And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 
Hear Bethel's Sermon, one not vers'd in ſchools, 
But ſtrong in ſenſc, and wiſe without the rules. 
Go work, hunt, exercilc ! (he thus began) 
Then ſcorn a homely dinner if you can. 


Your wine lock'd up, your butler ſtroll'd abroad, 


Or fiſh denied (the river yet unthaw'd), 
If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 
"The pletuure lies 12 you, and not the meat. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


If this is priz'd for ſweetneſs, that for tink) 


| The Robin-red-breaſt till of late had reſt, 


| (Thus ſaid our friend, and what he ſaid TI fing 


| Remembers oft the ſchool-boy's ſimple fare, 


Sell their preſented partridges and fruits, 


| Oil, tho' it ſtink, they drop by drop impart; 


Book ll, 


curious mex 
a hen; 
hold, 


Preach as I pleaſe, I doubt out 
Will choofe a pheaſant ſtill before 
Yer hens of Guinea full as good I 
Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 
Of carps and mullets why prefer the great 
(Tho' cut in pieces ere my Lord can eat) 
Yet for ſmall turbots ſuck eſteem profeſs 3 
Becauſe God made theſe large, the other leſs, 
| Oldfield, with more than harpy throat enducd, 
Cries, © Send me, Gods! a whole hog barbecue!" 
Oh blaſt it, ſouth-winds, till a ſtench exhale 
Rank as the ripeneſs of a rabbit's tail. 

By what criterion do you eat, d'ye think, 


When the tir'd glutton labours thro? a treat, 
He finds no reliſh in the ſwecreſt meat; 
He calls for ſomething bitter, ſomething ſour, 
And the rich feaſt concludes cxtremely poor: 
Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives till we ſee; 
Thus much is left of old Simplicity! 


And children ſacred held a Martin's neſt, 
Till Becca-ficos fold fo dev'liſh dear 
To one that was, or would have been, a Peer, 
Let me extol a Cat on ovfters fed, 
I'll have a party at the Bedford-head ; 
Or ev'n to crack live Crawfiſh recommend, 
I'd never doubt at Court to make a friend. 
"Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 
About one vice, and fall into the other: 
Between Exceſs and Famine lies a mean; 
Plain, but not ſordid ; tho' not ſplendid, clean, 
Avidien, or his Wife (no matter which, 
For him you'll call a dog, and her a bitch), 


And humbly live on rabbits and on roots ; 
One half-pinr bottle ſerves them both to dine, 
And is at once their vinegar and wine. 
But on ſome lucky day (as when they found 
A loſt Bank bill, or heard their fon was drown d) 
At ſuch a feaſt, old vinegar to ſpar::, 

Is what two ſouls ſo gen'rous cannot bear: 


But ſouſe the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 

He knows to live who keeps the middle ftatę, 
And neither leans on this fide nor on that; 
Nor ſtops, for one bad cork, his butler's pay; 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away ; 
Nor lets, like Nævius, ev ry error pals; 
The muſty wine, foul cloth, or great) glaſs, 

Now hear what bleflings Temperance can bring: 


Firſt Health: the ſtomach (cramm'd from c 
diſh, | | 

A tomb of boil'd and roaft, and fleſh and fiſh, 

Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid , 

And all the man is one inteſtine war) | 


and ſpirits light as air. 


The temp' rate ſleeps, 
3 4 rend gueſt 


How pale cach worſhipful and rev 
Riſe from a Clergy or a City feaſt 
What life in all that ample body, fay ? 
What heavenly particle inſpires the clay e 
The ſoul ſubſides, and wickedly inclines 


| To ſeem but mortal, even in ſound Pivles. 
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ning wings how active ſprings the mind 
— the 100 of Jy b ! | 
ſy ev'ry labour it purives ! 

be pc Cond the Poet ev'ry Muſe ! 
Not but we may exceed ſome holy time, 
or tir d in ſearch of Truth, or ſearch of Rhyme; 
Il health ſome juſt indulgence may engage, 
And more, the ſickneſs of long life, Old Age; 
For fainting Age what cordial drop remains, 
If our intemp' rate Youth the veſſel drains ? 

Our fathers prais d rank Ven'ſon. Y ou ſuppoſe, 
Perhaps, young men! our fathers had no noſe. | 
Not ſo: a Buck was then a week.'s repaſt, 

And 'twas their point, 1 ween, to make it laſt; 

More pleas'd to Keep it till their friends could 

come 

Than eat the ſweeteſt by themſelves at home. 

Why had not I in thoſe good times my birth, 

Ere coxcomb pyes or coxcombs were on earth? 
Unworthy he, the voice of Fame to hear, 

That ſweeteſt muſic to an honeſt ear 

(For faith, Lord Fanny! you are in the wrong; 

The world's good word is better than a ſong). 

Who has not learn'd, freſh ſturgeon and ham-pye 

Are no rewards for want and infamy * 

When luxury has lick'd up all thy pelf, 

Curs'd by thy neighbours, thy truttees, thyſelf; 

To friends, to fortune, to mankind a ſhame, 

Think how poſterity will treat thy name ; 

And buy a rope, that future times may tell 

Thou haſt at leaſt beſtow'd one penny well. 

Right, crics his Lordſhip, * for a rogue in need 

« To have a taſte, is infolence indeed: 

« In me tis noble, ſuits my birth and ſtate, 

My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great.” 

Then, like the Sun, let Bounty ſpread her ray, 

And ſhine that ſuperfluity away. 

On Impudence of wealth! with all thy ſtore, 

How dar'ſt thou let one worthy man be poor? 

Shall half the new-built churches round thee fall ? 

Make Quays, build Bridges, or repair Whitchall : 

Or to thy Country let that heap be lent, 

As M—o's was, bat not at five per cent. 


| 


Who thinks that fortune cannot change her | 


mind, | | 
Prepares a dreadful jeſt for all mankind. 
And who ſtands ſafeſt 2 tell me, is it he 

That ſpreads and ſwells in puff'd proſperity; 

Or, bleſt with little, whoſe preventing care 

In peace provides fit arms againſt a war? 

Thus Bethel ſpoke, who always ſpeaks his 

thought, | | | 

And always thinks the ve 


A ry thing he oug 
flis equal mind I copy — — - g 


| I can, | 
And as I love, would imitate, the man. 1 
In South-ſea days not happicr, when ſurmis'd 
The lord of thouſands, than if now excis'd; 
In foreſt planted by a father's hand, 

han in five acres now of rented land. 
Content with little, I can piddle here 

n broccoli and mutton round the year; 
But ancient friends (tho' poor, or cut of play), 
a hat touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 


he: 
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I Leſt tiff and ſtately, void of fire or force, 
Mou limp, like Blac 


229 
To Hounſlow heath I point, and Banſted · down; 


Thence comes your mutton, and theſe chicks my 
own : 6 78 


From yon old walnut-tree a ſhow'r ſhall fall; 


And grapes, long ling'ring on my only wall, 
And figs from ſtandard and eſpalier join; 

The devil is in you, if you cannot dine: ¶ place); 
Then cheerful healths (your miſtreſs ſhall have 


| And, what's more rare, a poet ſhall ſay grace. 


Fortune not much of humbling me can boaſt : 
Tho' double tax'd, how little have I loſt ! 

My life's amuſements have been juſt the ſame - 
Before and after ſtanding armies came. 

My lands are ſold, my father's houſe is gone: 
l hire another's ; is not that my own, [gate 
And yours, my friends? thro* whoſe free op'ning 
None comes too carly, none departs too late; 

For I, who hold ſage Homer's rule the beſt, 


} Welcome the coming, ſpeed the going gueſt. 


& Pray heaven it laſt ! (cries Swift) as you go on; 


| © I with to God this houſe had been your own, 


% Pity ! to build, without a ſon or wife; 

% Why, you'll enjoy it only all your life.” 
Well, if the uſe be mine, can it concern one, 
Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon? 
What's property 2 dear Swift! you ſee it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter; 

Or, in a mortgage, prove a lawyer's ſhare; - 
Or, in a jointure, vaniſh from the heir; 

Or in pure cquity (the caſe not clear) 

The Chancery takes your rents for twenty year: 
At beſt, it falls to ſome ungracious ſon, 
Whocries, “ Myfather'sdamn'd, andall's myown.“ 
Shades, that to Bacon could retreat afford, 
Become the portion of a booby lord; 

And Hemſley, once proud Buckingham's delight, 
Slides to a ſcriv'ner, or a city Knight. | 

Let lands and houſes have what lords they will, 
Let us be fix'd, and our own maſters ſtill. 


The Firſi Ehiſtle of the Firſt Book of Horace. 
CEN BS Lo A RD: 


To Lord Bolingbroke. 


ST. JOHN, whoſe love indulg'd my labours paſt, 

Matures my preſent, and ſhall bound my laſt! 

| Why will you break the Sabbath of my days? 

Now fick alike of envy and of praiſe. 

Public too long, ah let me hide my age! 

Sce, modeſt Cibber now has left the Stage; 

Our Gen'rals now, retir'd to their eſtates, | 

Hang their old Trophies o'er the Garden gates'; 

In Life's cool evening fatiate of applauſe, 

Nor fond of bleeding even in Brunſwick's cauſe. 
A voice there is, that whiſpers in my ear, 

('TisReaſon'svoice, which ſometimes one can hear) 

„Friend Pope! be prudent, let your Muſe take 

& And never gallop Pegaſus to death; breath, 


- 


i" 


L 


kmore, on a Lord Mayor's 
„ Wie. _ I ; 
Farewel then, Verſe, and Love, and ev'ry toy, 


| The rhymes and rattles of the man or boy; 


15 true, no turbct; dignify my boards ; 
ww » 
But Zudgeons, — 


flounders, what my Thames affards. 


What right, what true, what fit we juſtly call, 
Let this be all my care — for this is All: ” . 
Ts 
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To lay this harveſt up, and hoard with haſte, 
What ev'ry day will want, and moſt, the laſt. 
But aſk not to what Doctors I apply; 
Sworn to no maſter, of no ſect am I: 
As drives the ſtorm, at any door I knock ; 
And houſe with Montagne now, or now with Locke. 
Sometimes a Patriot, active in debate, 
Mix with the World, and battle for the State, 
Free as young Lyttleton her cauſe purſue, 
Still true to Virtue, and as warm as true : 
Sometimes with Ariſtippus, or St. Paul, 
Indulge my candour, and grow all to all; 
Back to my native moderation ſlide, | 
And win my way by yiclding to the tide. 
Long as to him, who works for debt, the day, 
Long as the night to her whoſe Love's away, 
Long as the year's dull circle ſeems to run 
When the briſk Minor pants for twenty-one ; 
So flow th' unprofitable moments roll, 
That lock up all the functions of my ſoul ; 
That keep me from myſelf, and ill delay 
Life's inſtant buſineſs to a future day: 


Phat taſk, which as we follow, or deſpiſe, 


The eldeſt is a fool, the youngeſt wiſe : 

Which done, the pooreſt can no wants endure ; 

And, which not done, the richeſt muſt be poor, 
Late as it is, I put myſelf to ſchool, 

And feel ſome comfort not to be a fool. 

Weak tho' I am of limb, and ſhort of fight, 

Far from a Lynx, and not a Giant quite; 

I'il do what Mead and Cheſelden adviſe, 

To keep theſe limbs, and to preſerve theſe eyes. 

Not to go back, is ſomewhat to advance; 

And men muſt walk at leaft before they dance. 
Say does thy blood rebel, thy boſom move 

Wich wretched Av'rice, or as wretched Love? 


Know, there are words and ſpells which can control, | 


Between the Fits, this Fever of the ſoul; 

Know, there are rhymes, which freſh and freſh 
| applied, 5 | 

Will cure the arrant'ſt puppy of his pride. 

Be furious, envious, ſlothful, mad, or drunk, 

Slave to a wife, or vaſſal to a punk, 

A Switz, a High Dutch, or a Low Dutch bear; 

All that we aſk is but a patient car. 

Tis the firſt Virtue, Vices to abhor ; 

And the firſt Wiſdom, to be Fool no more. 

But to the world no bugbear is ſo great 

As want of figure, and a ſmall cſtate, 

To either India fee the Merchant fly, 

Scar'd at the ſpectre of pale Poverty! 

See him, with pains of body, pangs of foul, 

Burn through the Tropic, freeze bencath the Pole! 

Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler cnd, | 

Nothing, to make Philoſophy thy friend? 

To ſtop thy foolith views, thy long defires, 

And eaſe thy heart of all that it admires ? 

Here Wiſdoms calls: „Seek Virtue firſt, be bold! 

As Gold to filver, Virtue is to Gold,” 

There, IL. ondon's voice: © Get money, monec 

„And then let Virtue follow, if ſhe will.” 

This, this the ſaving doctrine preach'd to all, 

From low St. James's up to high St. Paul! 

From him whoſe quills ſtand quiver'd at his car, 

| To him who notches ſticks at Weſtminſter. 


y ftill! 
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Barnard in ſpirit, ſenſe, and truth aboundg 
« Pray then, What wants he? Fourſe or, chouſ,a 
| : pounds; TY 

A penſion, or ſuch harneſs for a ſlave 

As Bug now has, and Dorimant would hare 
Barnard, thou art a Cit, with all thy worth y 
But Bug and D*1, their Honours and ſo forth 

Yet ev'ry child another ſong will ſing: 
* Virtue, brave boys! 'tis Virtue makes a King.“ 


| True, conſcious Honour is to feel no ſin; 


He's arm'd without that's innocent within : 
Be this thy ſcreen, and this thy wall of bra: 
Fore to this, a Miniſter's an Afs, ; 
And ſay, to which ſhall our applauſe bel 

This new Court jargon, or the — old — 
The modern language of corrupted peers, © 
Or what was ſpoke at Creſſy or Poitiers 
Who counſels beſt ? who whiſpers, “Be but great 
„With praiſe or infamy leave that to fate; 
„Get Place and Wealth, if poſſible with grace; 


If not, by any means get Wealth and Place:“ 


For what? to have a Box where Eunuchs ling, 
And foremoſt in the circle eye a K ing 
Or he, who bids thee face with ſtcady view 
Proud Fortune, and look ſhallowGreatneſsthro'; 
And, while he bids thee, ſets th' Example too? 
If ſuch a doctrine in St. James's air 
Should chance to make the well-dreft rabbleftare; 
If honeſt S*z take ſcandal at a Spark 
That leſs admires the Palace than the Park, 
Faith I ſhall give the anſwer Reynard gave: 
I cannot like, dread Sir, your Royal Cave; 
gBecauſe I ſee, by all the tracks about, 
Full many a beaſt goes in, but none come out.“ 
Adieu to Virtue, if you're once a Slave; 
Send her to Court, you ſend her to her grave, 
Woll, if a King's a Lion, at the leaſt 
The people are a many-headed beaſt : 
Can they direct what meaſures to purſue, _ 


| Who know themſelves fo little what to do? 


Alike in nothing but one luſt of gold, 

Juſt half the land would buy, and half be ſold; 

Their country's wealth our mighticr Miſers drain, 

Or croſs, to plunder provinces, the main; 

The reſt, ſome farm the poor-box, ſome the pews; 

Some keep aſſemblies, and would keep the ftews; | 

Some with fat bucks on childleſs dotards fawn; 

Some win rich Widows by their chine and brawn; 

While, with the filent growth of ten per cent. 

In dirt and darkneſs, hundreds ſtink content. 
Of all theſe ways, if each purſues lus own, 

Satire, be kind, and let the wretch alone: 

But ſhew me one who has it in his pow r 

To act conſiſtent with himſelf an hour. 

Sir Job ſail'd forth, the evening bright and fill, 

jed) like reenwichhill! 


The ſilver Thames reflects its marble face. 
Now let ſome whimſy, or that Devil within . 
Which guides all thoſe who know not what 


No place on earth (he cri | 

Up ſtarts a palace, lo! th' obedient bale ; 
they mean, IIS 

But give the Knight (or give his Lady) ſpleen; 

© Away, away! take all your ſcaffolds down, 


Slopes at its foot, the woods Its ſides embrace, 
U 
1 % U WS. en in ws. 
For ſnug's the word: my dear! We Live inte 
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At am'rous Flavio is the ſtocking thrown ; | 


night he longs to lie alone. 
Nena wife elopes ſome thrice a quarter, 
For matrimonial ſolace dies a martyr. 


Did ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch, | 


Transform themſelves ſo ſtrangely as the rich ? 
yell. but the poor--the poor have the ſame itch; 
They change their weekly barber, weckly news, 
Prefer a new japanner to their ſhoes, | 
Diſcharge their garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They os not whither) in a chaiſe and one; 
They hire their ſculler, and when once aboard 
Grow ſick, and damn the climate like a lord. 
You laugh, half beau, half ſloven, if I ſtand, 
My wig all powder, and all ſnuff my band; 
You laugh, if coat and breeches ſtrangely vary, 
White gleves, and linen worthy lady Mary. 
But when no prelate's lawn with hair-ſhirt lin'd 
Is half ſo incoherent as my mind, | 
When (cach opinion with the next at ſtrife, 
One ebb and flow of follics all my life) 
] plant, root up; I build, and then confound ; 
Turn round to ſquare, and ſquare again to round; 
You never change one muſcle of your face, 
You think this madneſs but a common cale, 
Nor once to Chancery nor to Hale apply ; 
Yet hang your lip, to ſee a ſeam awry ! . 
Carcleſs how ill I with myſelf agree, 
Kind to my dreſs, my figure, not to me. 
I5 this my guide, philoſopher, and friend ? 
This he who loves me, and who ought to mend; 
Who ought to make me (what he can, or none) 
That man divine whom wiſdom calls her on; 
Great without title, without fortune bleſs'd ; 
Rich even when plunder'd, honour'd while op- 
prels'd 3 | meſs: 
Lov'd without youth, and follow'd without pow'r; 
At home, tho' exil'd ; free, tho? in the tow'r : 
In thort, that reas'ning, high, immortal thing ; 
= leſs than Jove, and much above a king, 
ay, half in hcaven except (what's mighty odd) 
A ht of vapours clouds this demi-god > 


EP1STLE- VI. 
To Mr. Murray. 


« NOT to admire, is all the art I know 
„To make men happy, and to keep them ſo.” 
(Plain truth, dear Murray ! needs no flow'rs of 
$9 take it in the very words of Creech). © mn 5 
This vault of air, this congregated ball, 
Self-center'd ſun, and ſtars that riſe and fall, 
There are, my friend! whoſe: philoſophic eyes 
| Look thro' and truſt the Ruler with his ſkies ; 
To him commit the hour, the day, the year, 
And view this dreadful all without a fcar. 
dmire we then whatearth'slow entrailshold, }. 
Arabian ſhores, or Indian ſeas infold; | 
All the mad trade of fools and flaves for gold? 
Or popularity, or ſtars and ſtrings? 
lie mob's applauſes, or the gifts of kings ? 
42 with what eyes we ought at courts to gAZC, 
hy pay the preat our homage of amazc? 
If weak the pleaſure that from theſc can ſpring, 
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Whether we dread, or whether we deſire, 

In either caſe, believe me, we admire; 

Whether we joy or grieve, the ſame the curſe, 

Surpris'd at better, or ſurpris'd at worſe, 

Thus, good or bad to one extreme betray 

Th' unbalanc'd mind, and ſnatch the man away ; 

For virtue's ſelf may too much zeal he had; 

The worſt of madmen is a ſaint run mad. 

Go then, and if you can, admire the ſtate 

Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate; 

Procure a taſte to double the ſurpriſe, N 

And gaze on Parian charms with learned eyes t 

Be ſtruck with bright brocade, or Tyrian dye, 

Our þirthday nobles ſplendid livery. 

If not fo pleas'd, at council-board rejoice, 

To ſee their judgments hang upon thy voice; 

From morn to night, at ſenate, rolls, and hall, 

Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 

But wherefore all this labour, all this ſtrife ? 

For fame, for riches, for a noble wife ? 

Shall one whom nature, learning, birth conſpir'd 

To form, not to admire but be admir'd, 0; 

Sigh while his Chloe, blind to wit and worth, 

Weds the rich dulneſs of ſome ſon of carth ? 

Vet time ennobles or degradcs each line; 

It brighten'd Craggs's, and may darken thine: 

And what is fame? The mcaneſt have their day; 

The greateſt can but blaze, and paſs away. 

Grac'd as thou art with all the pow'r of words, 

So known, fo honour'd, at the Houſe of Lords: 

Conſpicuous ſcene ! another yet is nigh, 

(More filent far) where kings and poets lie; 

Where Murray (long enough his country's pride) 

Shall be no more than Tully, or than Hyde ! 
Rack'd with ſciatics, martyr'd with the ſtone, 

Will any mortal let himſelf alone? 

See Ward by batter'd beaus invited over, 

And deſp'rate miſery lays hold on Dover, 

The caſe is eaſier in the mind's diſeaſe; 

There all men may be cur'd whenc'er they pleaſe, 


Diſdain whatever Cornbury diſdains : 


Would ye be bleſt * deſpiſe low joys, low gains; | 


| Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains. 


But art thou one whom new opinions ſway, 


One who believes as Tindal leads the way; 


Who virtue and a church alike diſowns; 


Admire whatc'er the maddeſt can admire. 

Is wealth thy paſſion ? Hence! from pole to pole, 
Where winds can carry, or where waves can roll, 
For Indian ſpices, for Peruvian gold, | 
Prevent the greedy, or outbid the bold: 
Advance thy golden mountain to the ſkies 

On the broad baſe of fifty thouſand riſe, 


| Add one round hundred, and (if that's not fair) 


Add fifty more, and bring it to a ſquare. 

For, mark th' advantage, juſt ſo many ſcore 
Will gain a wife with half as many more; 
Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaſe ; 
And then ſuch friends—as cannot fail to laſt, 
A man of wealth is dubb'd a man of worth; 
Venus ſhall give him form, and Anftis . th. 
(Believe me, many a German prince 1s worſe, 


he fcar to want them is as weak a thing. 


Who, proud of pedigree, is poor of purſe) 
24 


Thinksthat butwords, andthis but brick and ſtones? 
Fly then on all the wings of wild deſire, 
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His wealth brave Timon gloriouſly confounds; 
Aſk'd for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds; 
Or, if three Tadies like a luckleſs play, 
Takes the whole houſe upon the poet's day. 
Now, in ſuch exigencies not to need, 
Upon my word, you muſt be rich indeed; 
A noble ſuperfiuity it craves, SES 
Not for yourſelf, but for your fools and knaves; 
Something, which tor yourhonour they mey cheat, 
And which it much becomes you to forget. 
If wealth alone then make and keep us bleſt, 
Still, ſtill be getting; never, never reſt. 
But if to pow'r and place your pathon lie, 
If in the pomp of life conſiſts the joy, 
Then hire a ſlave, or (if you will) a lord, 
To do the honours, and to give the word : 
Tell at your levee, as the crowds approach, 
To whom to nod, whom take into your coach, 
Whom honour with your hand : to make remarks 
Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks : 
46 This may be troubleſome, is near the chair; 
„That makes three members, this can chooſe a 
"-.. 4 may re. 5 | 
Inſtructed thus, you bow, embrace, proteſt, 
Adopt him fon, or couſin at the leaſt, i 
Then turn about, and laugh at your own jeſt. 
Or if your life be one continued treat, 
If to live well means nothing but to eat, 


Up, up! cries Gluttony, 'tis break of day; 
80, drive the deer, and drag the finny prey; 


With hounds and horns go hunt an appetite— 
So Ruſſel did, but could not eat at night; 


Call'd “ happy dog” the beggar at his door; 


And envied thirſt and hunger to the poor, 

Or ſhall we ev'ry decency confound, | 
Thro' taverns, ſtews, and bagaios take our round; 
Go dine with Chartres, in each vice outdo 
K—1's lewd cargo, or 'Ty—y's crew, 


Return'd well travell'd, and transform'd to beaſts; 

Or for a titled punk, or foreign flame, 

Renounce cur country, and degrade our name? 
If, aftcr all, we muſt with Wilmot own, 


The cordial drop of life is love alone, | 

And Swift cry wiſely, * Vive la Bagatelle!“ 
The man that loves and laughs, muſt ſure do well. 
Adicu—if this advice appear the worſt, 


Een take the counſel which I gave you firſt; 
Or, better precepts if you can impart, | 
Why do; I'll follow them with all my heart. 
EPISTLE I. Book II. 
2 To Aug uſtus. — | 
WHILE you, great patron of mankind ! ſuſtain 
The balanc'd world, and open all the main; 
Your country, chief, in arms abroad defend, 
At home, with morals, arts, and laws amend ; 
How thall the muſe from ſuch a monarch ſteal 
An hour, and not defraud the public weal ? 
Edward and Henry, now the boaſt of fame, 
And virtuous Alfred, a more ſacred name, 
Aſter a life of gen'rous toils endur'd, 
The Gaul fubducd, or property ſecur'd, 


Ambition humbled, mighty cities ſtorm'd, 


Or laws citablith'd, and the world reform'd; 
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Shall we, or ſhall we not, account him fo, 


And each true Briton is to Ben ſo civil, 


In ev'ry public virtue we excel; 


When Britiſh bards begin t' immortalize? 
I hold that wit a claſſic, good in law.” 


And ſhall we deem him ancient, right, and found? 


BoOR I. 


Clos'd their long glories with a figh, t 
THh' unwilling 1er of baſe — 2 
All human vurue, to its lateſt breath, 
Finds envy never conquer'd, but by death, 
The great Alcides, ev'ry labour paſt, 
Had till this monſter to ſubdue at laſt. 
Sure fate of all, beneath whoſe riſing ray 
Each ſtar of meager merit fades away | 
Oppretis'd we feel the beam directly beat, 
Thoſe ſuns of glory pleaſe not till they ſet, 
To thee, the world its preſent homage pays, 
The harveſt early, but mature the praile; * 
Great friend of liberty ! in Kings a name 
Above all Greek, above all Roman fame: 
Whoſe word is truth, as ſacred and rever'd 
As heaven's own oracles from altars heard, 
Wonder of kings! like whom to mortal eyes 
None e'er has riſen, and none c'er ſhall rife, 
Juſt in one inſtance, be it yet coafeſt, 
Your people, fir, are partial in the reſt: 
Foes to all living worth except your own, 
And advocates for folly dead and gone, 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old; 
It 1s the ruſt we value, not the gold, 
Chaucer's worſt ribaldry is learn'd by rote, 
And bceaſtly Skelton heads of houſes quote: 
One likes no language but the Facry Quren; 
A Scot will fight for Chriſt's Kirk o' the Green; 


He ſwears the Muſes met him at the Devil. 
.Tho' juſtly Greece her eldeſt ſons admires, 
Why ſhould not we be wiſer than our fires? 


We build, we paint, we ſing, we dance as well; 
And learned Athens to our art muſt ſtoop, 
Could the behold us tumbling thro' a hoop. 

If time improve our wits as well as wine, 
Say at what age a poet grows divine ? 


Who died, perhaps, an hundred years ago? 
End all diſpute, and fix the year preciſe 


« Who laſts a century can have no flaw; 
Suppoſe he wants a year, will you compound? 
Or damn to all eternity at once, 


At ninery-nine, a modern and a dunce ? 
&« We ſhall not quarrel for a year or two; 


« By courteſy of England, he may do.” 


Then, by the rule that made the horſe-tail 
bare, I: | 
I pluck our year by year, as hair by hair, 
And melt down ancients like a heap of fnow, 
While you, to meaſure merits, look in Stowe; 
And eſtimating authors by the year, 
Beſtow a garland only on a bier. : 
Shakeſpear (whom you andev'ty playhovſe bil 


Style the divine, the matchleſs, what you will) 


For gain, not glory, wiag'd his roving flight, 
And grew immortal in his own deſpite. 
Ben, old and poor, as little ſeem d to heed 


The life to come, in ev'ry poct's creed. 


Who now reads Cowley ? if he pleaſes vet, 
His moral pleaſes, not his pointed wit; 


Forgot. 


” 


Forgot his epic, Nay Pindaric art ! 
TP [ love the language of his heart. 
put Ye: ſurely, ſurely, theſe were famous men 
« What boy but hears the ſavings of old Ben 
4 In all debates where critics bear a part, 
« Not one but nods, and talks of Jonſon s art, 
« Of Shakeſpear's nature, and of Cowley's wit; 
« How beau mont' judgment check'd what Flet- 
cher writ 
« How Shadwel! haſty, Wycherly was flow ; 
„ But, for the paflions, Southern ture and Rowe. 
« Theſe, only theſe, ſupport the crowded ſtage, 
« From eldeſt Heywood down to Cibber's age. 
All this may be; the people's voice is odd; 
It is, and it is not, the voice of God. 1 
To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 
And vet deny the Careleſs Huſband praiſe, 
Or ſay our fathers never broke a rule; 5:2 
Why then, I fay, the public is a fool. 3 
But let them own, that greater faults than we 
They had, and greater virtues, I agree. 
Sreuter himſelf affects the obſolete, _ | 
And Sydney's verſe halts ill on Roman feet: 
Mil'on's ſtrong pinion now not heaven can bound, 
Now, ſerpent-like, in proſe he ſweeps the ground; 
In quibbles, angel and archangel join, 
And God the J ather turns a ſchool-divine. 
Not that I'd lop the beauties from his book, 
Like flaſhing Bentley, with his deſp'rate hook; 
Or damn all Shakeſpcar, like th' affected fool 
At court, who hates whate'er he read at ſchool. 
But for the wits of either Charles's days, 
The mob of gentlemen who wrote with caſe ; | 
Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more, 
(Like twinkling ſtars the miicellanics o'er), 
One ſimile, that ſolitary ſhines ; 
In the dry defart of a thouſand lines, [ page, 
Or lengthen'd thought that gleams thro' many a 
Has ſanctified whole poems for an age. | 
I loſe my patience, and J own it too, | 
When works are cenſur'd not as bad, but new; 
While, if our elders break all reaſon's laws, 
Theſe fools demand not pardon, but applauſe. 
On Avon's bank, where flow'rs etcrnal blow, 
If 1 but aſk if any weed can grow | 
One tragic ſentence if I dare deride, 
Which Betterton's grave action dignified, 
Orwell-mouth'd Booth with emphaſis proclaims 
(Tho but, perhaps, a muſter-roll of names) 
How will our fathers riſe up in a rage, 
And ſwear, all ſhame is loſt in George's age 
You'd think no fools diſgrac'd the former reign, 
Did not ſome grave examples yet remain. 
Who ſcortz a lad ſhould teach his father {kill, 
And, having once been wrong, will be ſo till. 
He, who to ſeem more deep than you or I, | 
Extols old bards, or Merlin's prophecy, 
Miſtake him not; he envies, not admires; 
And, to debaſe the ſons, exalts the fircs, t 
ad ancient times conſpir'd to difallow | 
8 hat then was new, what had been ancient now ? | 
Or what remain'd, ſo worthy to be read 
Ey learned critics of the mighty dead ? 
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In ev'ry taſte of foreign courts improv'd, 
« All, by the king's example, liv'd and lov'd.““ 
Then peers grew proud in horſeman "Y tꝰ excel; 


Newmarket's glory roſe, as Britain's fell; 


The ſoldier breath'd the gallantries of France, 
courtier writ Romance. 
Then marble, ſoften'd into life, grew warm; 
And yielding metal flow'd to human form: 
Lely on animated canvas ſtole | 
The ſleepy eye that ſpoke the melting ſoul. 
No wonder then, when all was love and ſport, 


{ The willing muſes were debauch'd at court : 


On each enervate ſtring they taught the note 


| To pant, or tremble thro' an eunuch's throat. 


But Britain, changeful as a child at play, 
Now calls in princes, and now turns away. 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov'd we hate; 


Now all for pleaſure, now for church and ftate ; 


Now for prerogative, and now for laws; 

Effects unhappy ! from a noble cauſe. | 
Time was, a ſober Engliſhman would knock 

His ſervants up, ard riſe by five o'clock, 

Inſtruct his family in ev'ry rule, | 

And ſend his with to church, his ſon to ſchool. 

To worſhip like his Fathers, was his care; 

To teach their frugal virtues to his heir 

To prove, that 2 could never hold; 

And place, on good ſecurity, his gold. 

Now times are chang'd, and one poetic itch 

Has ſeiz'd the court and city, poor and rich: 


Our wives read Milton, and our daughters plays; 
To thcatres and to rehearſals throng ; 


| And all our grace at table is a ſong ! 


I, who ſo oft renounce the Muſes, lye 

Not 's ſelf e'er tells more fibs than I; 
When, fick of muſe, our follies we deplore, 
And promiſe our beſt friends to rhyme no more 
We wake next morning in a raging fit, 
And call for pen and ink to ſhew our wit. 

He ſerv'd a prenticeſhip who ſets up ſhop; 
Ward tried on puppies, and the poor, his drop; 
Even Radcliff's doctors travel firſt to France, 
Nor dare to practiſe till they've learn'd to dance, 
Who builds a bridge that never drove a pile ? 
(Should Ripley venture, all the world would 

ſmile). | Rs. 
But thoſe who cannot write, and thoſe who can, 


All rhyme, and ſcrawl, and ſcribble, to a man. 


Vet, fir, reflect, the miſchief is not great; 
Theſe madmen never hurt the church or ſtate; 
Sometimes the folly benefits mankind; | 
And rarely av'rice taints the tuneful mind. 
Allow him but his plaything of a pen, 

He ne'er rebels, or plots, like other men: 


{| Flight of caſhiers, or mobs, he'll never mind; 


And knows no loſſes while the muſe is kind. 
To cheat a friend, or ward, he leaves to Peter, 
The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre ; 
Enjoys his garden and his book in quiet; | 
And then—a perfect hermit in his diet. 

Of little uſe the man you may ſuppoſe, 
Who ſays in verſe what others ſay in proſe: 


5 ays of caſe, when now the weary ſword 
as theath'd, and luxury with Charles reſtor'd; 


Let let me ſhew, a poet's of ſome weight, 
And (tho' no foldicr) uſeful to the ſtate, 
£ | | What 


Sons, fires, and grandſires, all will wear the baysg 
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Her trade fupported, and ſupplied her laws; 


„The rights a court attack'd, a poet ſav'd.“ 
Behold the hand that wrought a nation's cure, 


How could devotion touch the country pews, 

_ Vnlefs the Gods beſtow'd a proper muſe ? 

Verſe cheers their leiſure, verſe aſſiſts their work, 
: Verſe prays for peace, or ſings down Pope and 


The laugh, the jeſt, attendants on the bowl, 


At length, by wholeſome dread of ſtatutes bound, 


Moft warp d to lartery's fide; but ſome, more nice, 
Preſerv 4 the freedom, and forbore the vice. 


"0 
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What will a child learn ſooner than a ſong * | 
What better teach a foreigner the tongue ? 
What's long or ſhort, each accent where to place, 
And ſpeak in public with ſome ſort of grace. 

I ſcarce can think him ſuch a worthleſs thing, 
Unleſs he praiſe ſome monſter of a king; 
Or virtue or religion turn to ſport, 

To pleaſe a lewd or unbelieving court. 
Unhappy Dryden! in all Charles's days, 
Rofcommon only boaſts unſpotted bays ; EY 
And in our own (excuſe from courtly ſtains) 
No whiter page than Addiſon's remains. 

He from the taſte obſcene reclaims our youth, 
And ſets the paſſions on the fide of truth, 
Forms the fot boſom with the gentleſt art, 
And pours each human virtue in the heart. 
Let Ireland tell, how wit upheld her cauſe, 


And leave on Swift this grateful verſe engrav'd: 


Stretch'd to relieve the idiot and the poor, 

Proud vice to brand, or injur'd worth adorn, 

And ſtretch the ray to ages yet unborn. 

Not but there are who merit other palms ; 

Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with 
pſalms: 

The boys and girls whom charity maintains, 

Implore your help in theſe pathetic ſtrains: 


Turk. 

The ſilene'd preacher yields to potent ſtrain, 
And feels that grace his pray'r beſought in vain; 
The bleſſing thrills thro” all the lad'ring throng, 
And heaven is won by violence of ſony. | 

Our rural anceſtors, with little bleſt, 
Patient of labour when the end was reſt, 
Indulg'd the day that hous'd their annual grain 
With feaſts and off rings, and a thankful Grain : 
The joy their wives, their ſons, and fervants thare, 
Eaſe of the ir toil, and partners of their care: 


Smooth'd cv ry brow, and open'd ev'ry foul : 
With growing ycars the pleaſing licence grew, 
And taunts alternate innocently flew, | | 
But times corrupt, and nature ill-inclin'd, 
Produc'd the point that left the ſting behind; 
Till friend with friend, and families at ſtrife, 
Triumphant malice rang'd thro' private life. 
Who felt the wrong, or fear'd it, took th' alarm, 
Appeal'd to law, and juſtice lent her arm. 


The pocts lcarn'd to pleaſe, and not to wound : 


Hence fatire roſe, that juſt the medium hit, 
And heals with morals what it hurts with wit. 
We conquer'd France, but felt our captive's 
charms; | 
Her arts victorious triumph'd o'er our arms; 
Britain to ſoft refinements leſs a foe, 


| When the tir'd nation breath'd fro 


| On fame's mad voyage by the wind of praiſe, 


A breath revives him, or a breath o'erthrows. - 


| 
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Waller was ſmooth; but Dryden tau 10 
The varying verſe, the fall — la 
The long majeſtic march, and energy diving 
Tho' ſtill ſome traces of our ruſtic vein 
And fplayfoot verſe remain'd, and will rem; 
Late, very late, correctnefs grew our cas, 
m civil u 
Exact Racine, and Corneille's noble 4 = 
Shew'd us that France had ſomething ta admire 
Not but the tragic ſpirit was our own, | 
And full in -Bhakelbenr, fair in Otway ſhone; 
But Otway fail'd to poliſh or refine, g 
And fluent Shakeſpear ſcarce effac'd a line. 
Even copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 
The laft and greateſt art, the art to blot, 
Some doubt if equal pains or equal fire 
| The humbler muſe of comedy require, 
But, in Known images of life, I gueſs 
The labour greater, as th' indulgence leſs, 
Obſerve how feldom even the beſt ſucceed: 
Tell me if Congreve's Fools arc fools indeed? 
What pert low dialogue has Farqu'ar writ! 
How Van wants grace who never wanted wit! 
The ſtage how looſely does Aſtræa tread, 
Who fairly puts all characters to bed 
And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws, - 
To make poor Pinkey cat with vaſt applauſc! 
But fill their purſe, our poets work is done; 
Alike to them, by Pathos or by Pun, 

O you! whom vanity's light bark conveys 


With what a ſhifting gale your courſe you plr, 
For ever ſunk too low, or borne too high 
Who pants for glory finds but ſhorr repoſe; 


Farewel the ftage ! if, juſt as thrives the play, 
The filly bard grows fat, or falls away. 
There ſtill remains, to mortify a wit, 
The many-headed monſter of the Pit; 
A ſenſeleſs, worthleſs, and unhonour'd crowd, 
Who, to diſturb their betters mighty proud, 
Clatt' ring their ſticks before ten lines are ſpoke, 
Call for the farce, the Bear, or the Black Joke. 
What dear delight to Britons farce affords ! 
Ever the taſte of mobs, but now of lords; 
(Taſte, that eternal wanderer ! which flies 
From heads to ears, and now from cars to eye. 
The play ſtands Rill! damn action and diſcourte, 
Back fly the ſcenes, and enter foot and horte; 
Pageants on Pageants, in long order drawn, 
Peers, heralds, biſhops, ermin, gold, and [av n; 
The champion too! and, to complete the jolt 
Old Edward's armour beams on Cibber S brealt: 
With laughter ſure Democritus had died, 
Had he bcheld an audience gape fo wide. 
Let bear or elephant be cer 10 white, 
The people, ſure the people, are the ſight! 
Ah, luckleſs poet! ſtretch thy lungs and roars 
That bear or clephant ſhall heed thee mote; 
While all its throats the gallery extends, 
And all the thunder of the pit afcends ! 
Loud as the wolves, on Orcas ſtormy ſtecp: 
Howl to the roarings of the northern deep, 
Such is the ſhout, the long-applauding note, 


Wit grew polite, and numbers learn'd to flow. 


At Qyin's high plume, or Oldfield“ perro, 
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Court a birth- day ſuit beſtowꝰ'd 
82 2 in the tawdry load. 
Booth enters—hark! the univerſal pu 
„ But has he ſpoken? Not a ſyllable. 
4 What ſhook the ſtage, and made the peopleſtare? 
Cato'slong wi g, flower'd gown,and lacquer'd chair. 
Yet left you think I rally more than teach, 
or praiſe malignly arts I cannot reach, 
Let me for once preſume t' inſtruct the times, 
To know the Poet from the man of rhymes : 
'Tis he who gives my breaſt a thouſand pains, 
Can make me feel cach paſſion that he feigns; 
Enrage, compoſe, with more than magic art, 
With pity and with terror tear my heart; : 
And ſnatch me o'er the earth, or thro? the air, 
To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 

Bur not this part of the Poetic ſtate 
Alone deſerves the favour of the Great : 

Think of thoſe Authors, Sir, who would rely 
More on a Reader's ſenſe than Gazer's eye. 

Or who ſhall wander where the Muſes fing ? 
Whoclimb their mountain, orwhotaſte theirſpring? 
How ſhall we fill a library with wit, 

When Merlin's Cave is half unfurniſh'd yet? 
My Liege! why writers little claim your thought, 

Leg * n im y 8 
I gueſs; and, with their leave, will tell the fault: 
We Poets are (upon a Poet's word) 

Of all mankind the creatures moſt abſurd : 

The ſeaſon when to come and when to go, 

To ſing or ceaſe to ſing, we never know; 

And, i we will recite nine hours in ten, 

You loſe your patience juſt like other men. 

Then too we hurt ourſelves, when, to defend 

A ſingle verſe, we quarrel with a friend; 

Repeat unaſk'd ; lament, the wit's too fine 

For vulgar eyes, and point out ev'ry line. 

But moſt when, ſtraining with too weak a wing, 
We needs will write Epiſtles to the King; 

And from the moment we oblige the town, 
Expect a place, or penſion from the Crown 
Or dubb'd Hiſtorians by expreſs command, 

T' enroll your triumphs o'er the ſeas and land 
Be call'd to Court to plan ſome work divine, 
As once, for Louis, Boileau and Racine. 

Vet think, great Sir! (ſo many virtues ſhewn) 
Ahthink what Poet beſt may make them known? 
Or chooſe at leaſt ſome Miniſter of Grace, 

Fit to beſtow the Laureat's weighty place. 

Charles, to late times to be tranſmitted fair, 
Aſſign'd his figure to Bernini's care : 

And great Naſſau to Kneller's hand decreed 

To fix him graceful on the bounding Steed; 

do well in paint and ſtone they judg'd of merit: 

But Kings in Wit may want diſcerning Spirit. 

The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles, : 

One * Blackmore, and one penſion'd 
uarles; | 

Which made old Ben and ſurly Dennis ſwear, 

No Lord's anointed, but a Ruſſian Bear.” 

Not with ſuch majeſty, ſuch bold relief, 

The forms auguſt of King or conq'ring Chicf 

E'cr well'd on marble, as in verſe have ſhin'd 

0 polith'd verſe) the Manners and the Mind. 

y 1! could I mount on the Mzonian wing, 

dur Arms, your Actions, your Repoſe to ſing 
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What ſeas you travers d, and what fieldsyoufought: 
Vour country's peace how oft, how dearly bought! 
How barb'rous rage ſubſided at your word, 

And nations wonder'd while they dropt the ſword! 
How, when you nodded, o'er the land and deep 


Till carth's extremes your mediation on, 

And Aſia's Tyrants tremble at your Throne. 
But Verſe, alas! your Majeſty diſdains ; 

And I'm not ws to Panegyric ſtrains : 

The Zeal of Fools offends at any time, 
But moſt of all the Zeal of Fools in rhyme. 
Beſides, a fate attends on all I write; | | 
That, when I aim at praiſe, they ſay I bite. 

A vile Encomium doubly ridicules : 

There's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 
If true, a woful likeneſs and if lyes, ; 

„ Praiſe undeſerv'd is ſcandal in diſguiſe :”* 
Well may he bluſh who gives it or receives; 
And, when I flatter, let my dirty leaves TN 
(Like Journals, Odes, and ſuch forgotten things 
As Euſden, Phillips, Settle, writ of Kings) 
Clothe ſpice, line trunks, or flutt'ring in a row 
Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho. | 


EPISTLE II. Book II. 


DEAR colonel, Cobham's and your country's 
Vou lovea verſe, take ſuch as I can ſend. friend! 
A Frenchman comes, preſents you with his boy, 
Bows and begins—* This lad, Sir, is of Blois: 
« Obſerve his ſhapc howclean, his locks howcurl'd! 
« My only fon, I'd have him ſce the world: 


« Your barber, cook, upholſt'rer, what you pleaſe 
A perfect genius at an opera ſong— 5 
« To ſay too much, might do my honour wrong. 


Take him with all his virtues, on my word; 


« His whole ambition was to ſerve a lord: 

„ But, Sir, to you, with what would I not part? 
«Tho' faith, I fear, 'twill break his mother's heart. 
„Once (and but once) I caught him in a lye, 
„And then, unwhipp'd, he had the grace te cry: 
„The fault he has J fairly ſhall reveal; 2 
« (Could you o erlook but that!) it is, to ſteal.“ 

If, after this, you took the graceleſs lad, 


Faith, in ſuch caſe, if you ſhould proſecute, 
I think Sir Godfrey ſhould decide the ſuit ; 
W ho ſent the thief that ſtole the caſh, away, 


And puniſh'd him that put it in his way. 


Conſider then, and judge me in this light; 
I told you, when I went, I could not write; 
You ſaid the ſame ; and are you diſcontent 
With laws to which you gave your own aſſent d 
Nay worſe, to aſk for verſe at ach a time 


| D'ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme? 


n Anna's wars, a ſoldier poor and old 
Had dearly earn'd a little purſe of gold: 
Tir'd with a tedious march, one luckleſs night 
He ſlept, poor dog! and loſt it, to a doit. 


Between revenge, and grief, and hunger join'd, 


This put the man in ſuch a deſp'rate mind, } 
Againſt the foc, himſelf, and all mankind, 


Peace ſtole her wing, and wrapt the world in fleep; 


His French is pure; his voice too—you ſhall hear. 
Sir, he's your ſlave, for twenty pounds aycar« 
Mere wax as yet, you faſhion him with Caſe, 


Could you complain, my friend, he prov'd ſo bade 


He 
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He boy's the trenches, ſcal'd a caſtle- wall, 
Tore down a ſtandard, took the fort and all. 

& Prodigious well !” his great commander cried; 
Gave him much praiſe, and ſome reward beſide, 
Next, pleas'd his Excellence a town to batter; | 
(Its name I know not, and 'tis no great matter) 
« Go on, my friend (he cried), ſee yonder walls! 
% Advance and conquer! go where glory calls! 
More honours, more rewards, attend the brave. 
Dont't you remember what reply he gave ? 

« D'ye think me, noble Gen ral, ſuch a ſot? 
« Let him take caſtles who has ne'er a groat.” 

Bred vp at home, full early I begun 

To read in Greek the wrath of Peleus' ſon. 
Beſides, my father taught me, from a lad, 
The better art to know the good from bad : 

(And little fare imported to remove, | 

To hunt for truth in Maudlin's learned grove). 

But knattier points we knew not half fo well, 
Depriv'd us "268 of our paternal cell; 

And certain laws, by ſuff'rers thought unjuſt, 

Denied all poſts of profit or of truſt: 

Hopes after hopes of pious Papiſts fail'd, - 
Whilemighty William's thund'ringarmprevail'd. 
For Right Hereditary tax'd and fin'd, 

He ſtuck to poverty with peace of mind; 

And me the Muſes help to undergo it 
Convict a Papiſt he, and I a Poet. 

But (thanks to Homer!) ſince I live and thrive 


Indebted to no prince or peer alive, 25 


Sure I ſhould want the care of ten Monrocs, 

If I would ſcribble rather than repoſe. 
Years following years ſteal ſomethingey'ry day, 

At laſt they ſteal us from ourſelves away; 

In one our frolics, one amuſements end, 

In one a miftreſs drops, in one a friend: 

This ſubtle thief of life, this paltry Time, 

What will it leave me, if it ſnatch my rhyme? 

If ev'ry wheel of that unwearied mill, 1 

That turn'd ten thouſand verſes, now ſtands {till ? 
But, after all, what would you have me do, 

When out of twenty I can pleaſe not two 

When this Heroics only deigns to praiſe, 

Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 


One likes the pheaſant's wing, and one the leg; 


The vulgar boil, the learned roaſt, an egg. 
Hard taſk! to hit the palate of ſuch gueſts, 
When Oldfield loves what Dartineuf deteſts. 
But grant I may relapſe, for want of grace, 

Again to rhyme : can London be the place? 
Who there his Muſe, or ſelf, or ſoul attends, 
In crowds, and courts, law, buſineſs, feaſts, and 
My counſel ſends to execute a deed : [friends ? 
A Poet begs me I will hear him read: | 
In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me there 
At ten for certain, Sir, in Bloomſb'ry ſquare 
| Before the Lords at twelve my Cauſe comes on 
There's a Rehearfal, Sir, exact at one. 

% Oh but a Wit can ſtudy in the ſtreets, 

f And raiſc his mind above the mob he meets.“ 
Not quite fo well however as one ought; 

A hackney-coach may chance to ſpoil a thought; 
And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 

God knows, may hurt the very ableſt head, 
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Have you not ſeen, at Guildhall's | 
Two Aldermen diſpute it with in pal 
And Peers give way, exalted as they are 
Even to their own S-r-v--nce in a car} 

Go, lofty Poet! and in ſuch a crowd 
Sing thy ſonorous verſe—but not aloud 
{ Alas! to grottos and to groves we run: 

To eaſe and filence ev'ry Muſe's fon : 
Blackmore himſelf, for any grand effort 
Would drink and doſe at Toctin or Earl s. C 
How ſhall I rhyme in this — 8 [before 
How match the bards whom none e'er match'd 
| "he man who, ſtretch'd in Ifis' calm retreat, 


To books and ſtudy gives ſeven years complete, 


See ſtrew'd with learned duſt, his nightcap o 
He walks, an object new beneath the fun 
The boys flock round him, and the people ſtare: 
So ſtiff, ſo mute! ſome ſtatue, you would ſwear. 
Stept from its pedeſtal to take the air! 
| And here, while town, and court, and city roars, 
Wich mobs, and duns, and ſoldiers, at their doors 
Shall I in London act this idle part; b 
Compoſing ſongs, for Fools to get by heart 
The Temple late twc brothef Serjcants fan 
Who deem'd each other Oracles of Law; 
With equal talents, theſe congenial fouls, 
Onelull'd th* Exchequer, and one ſtunn' d the Ralls; 
Each had a gravity would make you ſplit, 
And ſhook his head at Murray, as a wit. 
Twas, “ Sir, your law' —and * Sir, your eo 
© quence ;* [ ſenſe.” 


| © Yours, Cowper's manner;” and «Yours, Talbor' 
Thus we diſpoſe of all poetic merit; 


Yours Milton's genius, and mine Homer's ſpirit, 
Call Tibbald Shakeſpear, and he Il fwearthe Nine, 
Dear Cibber! never match'd one Ode of thine, 
Lord! how we ſtrut thro' Merlin's Cave, to ſee 
No Poets there but Stephen, you, and me. 
Walk with reſpect behind, while we at caſe 
Weave laurel Crowns, and take what names we 
„My dcar Tibullus!“ if that will not do, pleaſe. 
Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you: 
„Or, I'm content, allow me Dryden's ſtrains, 
And you ſhal! riſe up Otway for your pains.” 
Much do I ſuffer, much, to keep in peace 
This jealous, waſpiſh, wrong-head, rhyming race; 


| And much muſt flatter, if the whim ſhould bite 


| To court applauſe, by printing what I write: 
But, let the fit paſs o'er, I'm wiſe enough 


To ſtop my ears to their confounded ftuff. 


In vain bad Rhymers all mankind reject, 
They treatthemſelves with moſtprofound reſpec; 
'Tis to ſmall purpoſe that you hold your tongue, 
Each, prais'd within, is happy all day long: 


| But how ſeverely with themſelves proceed 


The men who write ſuch Verſe as we can reac! 

Their own ſtrict Judges, not a word they parc 

That wants or force, or light, or weight, or cas. 

Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place, 

Nay tho' at Court (perhaps) it may find grace: 

Such they ll degrade; and ſometimes, in iss ſtead, 

In downright charity revive the dead; 

Mark where a bold expreflive phraſe appears, 

hk. as thro' the rubbiſh of lome hundred vears; 
| I | | Commaie 
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old words that long have ſlept, to wake, 
3 wiſe Bacon or brave Rawleigh ſpake ; | 
Or bid the new be Engliſh, ages hence, 
(For Uſe will father what's begot by Senſe) 
Pour the full tide of eloquence along, 
Serenely pure, and yet divinely ſtrong, | 
Rich with the treaſures of each foreign tongue: 
prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine, 
But ſhew no mercy to an empty line : 
Then poliſh all with fo much life and eaſe, 
You think 'tis Nature, and a knack to pleaſe: | 
« But caſe in writing flows from art, not chance; 
« Asthoſe move eaſieſt who have learn d to dance. 
If ſuch the plague and pains to write by rule, 
Better (ſay I) be pays and play the fool: | 
Call, if you will, bad rhyming a diſeaſe ; ' 
It gives men happineſs, or leaves them caſe, 
There liv'd in primo Georgii (they record) 
A worthy member, no ſmall fool, a Lord; 
Who, tho' the Houſe was up, delighted fate, 
Heard, noted, anſwer'd, as in full debate: 
In all but this, a man of ſober life, 
Fond of his Friend, and civil to his Wife; 
Not quite a madman tho' a paſty fell, 
And much too wiſe to walk into a well. 
Him the damn'dDo&tors and his Friends immur'd, 
They bled, they cupp'd, they purg'd ; in ſhort, 
they cur'd : 15 | 
Whereat the gentleman began to ſtare— 
My friends! he cried, p- x take you for your care! 
That, from a Patriot of diſtinguiſh'd note, 
Have bled and purg'd me to a ſimple Vote. 
Well, on the whole, plain proſe muſt be my fate: 
Wiſdom, curſe on it! will come ſoon or late. | 


* —— —_ 


There is a time when Poets will grow dull: | 


I'll &en leave verſes to the boys at ſchool : 
To rules of Poetry no more confin'd, | 
I'll learn to ſmooth and harmonize my Mind; 
Teach ev'ry thought within its bounds to roll, | 
And keep the equal meaſure of the Soul. | 

Soon as I enter at my country door, 
My mind reſumes the thread it dropt before ; 
Thoughts which at Hyde-park-corner J forgot, 
Meet and rejoin me in the penfive Grot ; | 
There, all alone, and compliments apart, 
L alk theſe ſober queſtions of my heart: 1 Nes 

If, when the more you drink, the more you crave, 
You tell the Doctor; when the more you have, 
he more you want, why not with equal caſe 
Confeſs as well your Folly, as Diſcale ? | 
The heart reſolves this matter in a trice: 3 
Nen only feel the Smart, but not the Vice.” | 

When golden Angels ceaſe to cure the Evil, 
Yu give all royal Witchcraft to the Devil; 
When ſervile Chaplains cry that birth and place 
Eudue a Peer with honour, truth, and grace, 
Look if that breaſt, moſt dirty D—! be fair; 
day, can you find out one ſuch lodger there? 

ce ill, not keeding what your heart can teach, 
You go to church to hear theſe Flatt'rers preach. 
Indeed, could wealth beftuw or wit or merit, 
. of courage, or a {park of ſpirit, 

1 Welt man might bluſh, T muſt agree, 
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Tf there be truth in Law, and Uſe can give 
A Property, that's yours on which you live, 


{ Delightful Abs-court, if its fields afford - 


Their fruits to you, confeſſes you its lord; 
All Worldly's hens, nay partridge, ſold to town, 
His veniſon too, a guinea makes your own : 


| He bought at thouſands what with better wit 


You purchaſe as you want, and bit by bit; 

Now, or long ſince, what diff rence will be found 

You pay a penny, and he paid a pound, 
Heathcote himſelf, and ſuch large-acred men, 

Lords of fat E'ſham, or of Lincoln-fen, 

Buy ev'ry ſtick of wood that lends them heat; 

Buy ev'ry pullet they afford to eat. 

Yet theſe are Wights who fondly call their own 

Half that the Devil o'erlooks from Lincoln town. 

The Laws of God, as well as of the land, 


| Abhor a Perpetuity ſhould ſtand : 


Eſtates have wings, and hang in Fortune's pow'r 
Looſe on the point of ev'ry wav'ring hour, 
Ready, by force, or of vour own accord, | 
By ſale, at leaſt by death, to change their lord. 


Heir urges heir, like wave impelling wave. have? 
All vaſt poſſeſſions (juſt the ſame the caſe 
Whether you call them Villa, Park, or Chace) 
Alas, my Bathurſt! what will they avail? . 
Join Cotſwood hills to Saperton's fair dale; 
Let riſing Granaries and Temples here, 
There mingled farms and pyramids appear; 
Link towns to towns with avenues of oak; 
Incloſe whole downs in walls—'tis all a joke! _ 
Incxorable Death ſhall level all, 9 


And trees, and ſtones, and farms, and farmer fall. 


Gold, Silver, Iv'ry, Vaſes ſculptur'd high, 
Paint, Marble, Gems, and robes of Perſian dye, 


There are who have not—and thank heaven there 


are, 75 
Who, if they have not, think not worth their care. 
Talk what you will of Taſte, my friend, you'll 
Two of a face as ſoon as of a'mind. [ find 
Why, of two brothers, rich and reſtleſs one 


mines: 5 
Why one like Bu— with pay and ſcorn content, 
Bows, and votes on, in Court and Parliament; 
One, driven by ſtrong Benevolence of ſoul, 


I Shall fly, like Oglethorp, from pole to pole: 


Is known alone to that Directing Pow'r 
Who forms the Genius in the natal hour; 
That God of Nature, who, within us ſtill; 


{ Inclines our aCtion, not conſtrains our will: 


Various of temper, as of face or frame, 


| Each individual; his great End the ſame. 


Yes, Sir, how ſmall ſoever be my heap, 

A part I will enjoy as well as keep. 
'My heir may ſigh, and think it want of grace 
A man fo poor would live without a place: 
Bur ſure no ſtatute in his favour ſays, 

How free or frugal I ſhall paſs my days ; 

I, who at ſome times ſpend, at others ſpare, 


It D. ſev'd ſixpence more than he. 


Divided between carelellneſs and care, | 
| l N Tis 


Man! and for ever? wretch ! what wouldſt thou 


Ploughs, burns, manures, and toils from ſun to ſunz 
The other flights, for women, ſports, and wines, 
All Townſhend's turnips, and all Groſvenor's 
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Tis one thing madly to diſperſe my ſtore; 
Another, not to heed to treaſure more ; 
Glad, like a boy, to ſnatch the firſt good day, 
And pleas'd if ſordid want be far away. 
What is't to me (a paſſenger, God wot) 
Whether my veſſel be firſt-rate or not? 
"The ſhip itſelf may make a better figure, 
But I that ſail am neither leſs nor bigger; 
J neither ſtrut with ev'ry fav'ring breath, 
Nor ſtrive with all the tempeſt in my teeth: 
In pow'r, wit, figure, virtue, fortune plac'd 
Behind the foremoſt, and before the laſt. 
% But why all this of av'rice ? I have none.“ 
J with you joy, Sir, of a tyrant gone 
But does no other lord it at this hour, 
As wild and mad—the avarice of pow'r ? 
Does neither rage inflame, nor fear appal ? 
Not the black fear of death, that ſaddens all ? 
With terrors round, can reaſon hold her throne, 
Deſpiſe the known, nor tremble at th' unknown? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In ſpite of witches, devils, dreams, and fire ? 
Pleas'd to look forward, pleas'd to look behind, 
And count each birth-day with a grateful mind ? 
Has life no ſourneſs, drawn fo near its end? 
Canſt thou endure a foe, forgive a friend? 
Has age but melted the rough parts away, 
As winter fruits grow mild ere they decay? 
Or will you think, my friend, your buſineſs done, 
When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out one ? 
Learn to live well, or fairly make vour will; 
You've play'd, and lov'd, and eat, and drank your 
Walk ſober off, before a ſprightlier age [fill : 
Comes titt' ring on, and ſhoves you from the ſtage: 
Leave ſuch to trifle with more grace and caſe, 
W hom folly pleaſes, and whoſe follics pleaſe, 


Þ 19. Epilogue to the Satires, In Two Dialogues. 


| | PorE. 
DIALOGUE I. | 

Fr. Nor twice a twelvemonth you appear in 

print; . 
And when it comes, the Court ſee nothing in't.“ 
You grow correct, that once with rapture writ; 
And are, beſides, too moral for a Wit. 
Decay of parts, alas ! we all muſt feel | 
Why now, this moment, don't I ſee you ſteal? 
Tis all from Horace; Horace, long before ye, 
Said,“ Tories call'd him Whig, and Whigs a 

r | 

And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 
To laugh at Fools who put their truſt in Peter.“ 
But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice; 
Bubo obſcrves, he laſh'd no ſort of Vice: 
Horace would ſay, Sir Billy ſerv'd the Crown, 
Blunt could do binge, H-ggins knew the town ; 
In Sappho touch the Failings of the Sex, 
In rev'rend Biſhops note ſome [mall neglects; 


1 


EXTRACTS, Box 1t 


| | And own the Spaniard did a Wageſh thi 


Who cropt our ears, and ſent them to the K; 
His fly, polite, inſinuating ſtyle, 
Could pleaſe at Court, and make Auguſtus ſmile. 
An artful manager, that crept between 
His friend and ſhame, and was a kind of ſere 
But faith, your very friends will ſoon be fore. 
Patriots there are who wiſh you'd jeſt no more... 
And where's the Glory? 'twill be only thought 
The great man never offer d you a groat, 
Go ſee Sir Robert 
| Pe. See Sir Robert !—hum 
And never laugh for all my life to come: 
Scen him I have, but in his happicr hour 
Of Social Pleaſure, ill exchang d for Pow'r, 
{ Seen him, uncumber'd with a venal tribe, 
{ Smile without art, and win without a bribe, 
Would he oblige me? let me only find 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind, 
Come, come—at all I laugh he laughs, no doult; 
The only diff rence is—l dare laugh out, 

F. Why yes, with Scripture ſtill you may be free; 
A horfe-laugh, if you pleaſe, at Honeſty; 
A Joke on JEKYL, or ſome odd Old Whig, 
Who never chang'd his principle, or wig ; 
A patriot is a fool in ev'ry age, 
Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the Stage: 
| Theſe nothing hurts; they keep their faſbion 

ſtill, 

And wear their ſtrange old virtue, as they will. 
If any aſk you, Who's the man, fo ncar 
“His prince, that writes in verſe, and has his car! 

Why anſwer, Lyttleton ; and I'll engage 
The worthy youth ſhall ne'er be in a rage: 
But were his verſes vile, his whiſper bale, 


Scjanus, Wolſey, hurt not honeſt Spy 

But well may put ſome ſtateſmen in a fury, 
Laugh then at any but at fools or foys ; 

Theſe you but anger, and you mend not thoſe, 


To vice and folly to confine the jeſt, 

Sets half the world, God knows, againſt the reſt; 
Did not the ſneer of more impartial men 

At ſenſe and virtue balance all again. 
Judicious wits ſpread wide the ridicule, 

And charitably comfort knave and fool. 

P. Dear Sir, forgive the prejudice of youth : 
Adicu, diſtinction, ſatire, warmth, and truth! 
Come, harmleſs characters that no one hit; 
Come, Henley's oratory, Oſborne's wit! 

The honey dropping from Favonio s tongue, 
The flow'rs of Bubo, and the flow of Y—ny ! 
The gracious dew of pulpit eloquence, 


The firſt was H—vy's, F—'s next, and then 
The S—te's, and then H—vy's once again. 


* You don't, I hope, pretend to quit the trade, 
Becauſe you think your reputation made: 
Like good Sir Paul, of whom ſo much was ſaid, 
That when his name was up, hs lay a-bed. 


Come, come, refreſh us with a livelier ſong, 

Or, like Sir Paul, you'll lie a-bed too long. 
P. Sir, what I write, ſhould be correctly writ. 
F. Correct! "tis what no genius can admit, 

Beñdes, you grow too moral for a Wit. 


You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's caſe, 


| Laugh at your friends; and, if your friends are ſore, 
So much the better, you may laugh the more. 


And all the well-whipp'd cream of courtly ſenſe, 


O come: 


* 


Boo k TY 
eaſy, Ciceronian ſtyle 
. ſo Engliſh all the while, 
i., tho' the pride of Middleton and Bland, _ 
All boys may read, and girls may underſtand! | 
Then might I ſing, without the leaſt offence, 
And all I ſung ſhould be the Nation's Senſe; 
or teach the melancholy Muſe to mourn, 
Hang the {ad verſe on Carolina's urn, 
And hail her pallage to the Realms of Reſt, | 
All parts perform'd, and all her children bleſt ! 
& Satire is no more I feel it die 
No Gazettecr more innocent than I— 
And let, a God's name, ev'ry fool and knave 
Be grac'd thro? life, and flatrer'd in his grave. 
F. Why ſo? if Satire knows its time and place, 
You ftill may lath the greateſt in diſgrace : 
For merit will by turns forſake them all; 
Would you know when ? exactly when they fall. 
But let - 145 in 4 —_ ſpare 
Immortal S—k, and grave Dre. 
dient and ſoft as Saints remov'd to Heaven, 
All ties diſſolv'd, and ev'ry fin forgiven, 
Theſe may ſome gentle miniſterial wing 
Receive, and place for ever near a King! [port, 
There, where no paſſion, pride, or ſhame tranſ- 
Lull'd with the ſweet Nepenthe of a Court, 
There, where no father's, brother's, friend'sdiſgrace 
Once break their reſt, or ſtir them gon their place: 
But, paſt the ſenſe of human miſerics, 
All — are wip'd for ever from all cyes; 
No check is known to bluſh, no heart to throb, 
dere when they loſe N 1 3 5 8 
P. Good Heaven forbid that ould 
their glory, | 
Who know how like Whig Miniſters to Tory, 
And when three Sov'reigns died, could ſcarce be 
Conſid'ring what a gracious Prince was next. | vext, 
Have J, in ſilent wonder, ſeen ſuch things 
As pride in Slaves, and avarice in Kings; 
And at a Peer or Pcercſs thall I fret, 
Who ſtarves a ſiſter, or forſwears a debt? 
Virtue, T grant you, is an empty boaſt ; 
But ſhall the dignity of Vice be loſt ? 
Ye Gods! ſhall Cibber's ſon, without rebuke, 
wear like a Lord, or Rich outwhore a Duke? 
A tav'rite's porter with his maſter vie, 
he brib'd as often, and as often lye? 
Sal Ward draw contracts with a ſtateſman's ſkill? 
0: Japhet pocket, like his Grace, a will? 
l> it for Bond or Peter (paltry things“) 
Topay their debts, or kecp their faith, like kings? 
It Blount diſpatch'd himſelf, he play d the man, 
And fo may'ſt thou, illuſtrious Paſſeran! 
But ſball a Printer, weary of his life, 
Learn from their books to hang himſelf and wife? 
lus, this, my friend, I cannot, muſt not bear; 
ce thus abus'd demands a nation's care ; 
lis calls the church to deprecate our fin, 
And hurls the thunder of the laws on gin. 
Let modeſt Foſter, if he will, excel 
= Metropolitans in preaching well; 
lunple Quaker, or a Quaker's wife, 


n. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 


Let humble Allen, with an aukward ſhame, 


| Bur 'tis the Fall degrades her to a whore 


; Dragg d in the duſt ! his arms hang idly round, 


| While truth, worth, wiſdom, daily they decry x 


F. *TIS all a libel—Paxton (Sir) will ſay. } 


| Irrrey rence to the fins of Thirty-nine! 
| Vice with ſuch giant ſtrides comes on amain, 


| Ye tradeſmen, vile, in army, court, or hall! 
Ye rev'rend Atheiſts, F. Scandal! name them; 
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Do good by ſtealth, and bluſh to find it fame. 
Virtue may chaſe the high or low degree, 
Tis juſt alike to virtue, and to me; 

Dwell in a Monk, or light upon a King, 
She's ſtill the ſame belov'd, contented thing. 
Vice is undone if ſhe forgets her birth, 

And ſtoops from angels to the dregs of earth: 


Let Greatneſs own her, and ſhe's mean no more: 
Her birth, her beauty, crowds and courts confeſs, 


In golden chains the willing world ſhe draws, 
And hers the goſpel is, and hers the laws. 
Mounts the tribunal, lifts her ſcarlet head, 

And fees pale virtue carted in her ſtead. 

Lc! at the wheels of her triumphal car, 

Old England's genius, rough with many a ſcar, 


His flag inverted trails along the ground ! 
Our youth, all livericd o'er with foreign gold, 
Before her dance; behind her, crawl the Old! 
Sce thronging millions to the Pagod run, 

And offer country, parent, wife, or ſon ! 

Hear her black trumpet thro' the land proclaim, 
That not to be corrupted is the ſhame. 

In foldicr, churchman, patriot, man in pow'r, 
"Tis av'rice all, ambition is no more 

See all our nobles begying to be ſlaves! 

Sce all our fools aſpiring to be knaves! 

The wit of cheats, the courage of a whore, 
Are what ten thouſand envy and adore :; 

All, all look up, with reverential awe, 

At times that *ſcape or triumph o'er the law; 


Nothing is ſacred now but villany.“ 
Yet may this verſe (if ſuch a verſe remain) 
Shew there was one who held it in diſdain. 


DIALOGUE II. 


P. Not yet, my friend! to-morrow faith it 
And for that very cauſe I print to-day. [may; 
How thould I fret to mangle ev'ry line, 


Invention ſtrives to be before in vain ; 
Feign what I will, and paint it c'er {o ſtrong, 
Some riſing genius fins up to my ſong. 


Even Gathry faves half Newgate by a daſh, 
Spare then the perſon, and cxpoſe the vice. 
P. How, Sir! not damn the ſharper, but the 


Spread thy broad wing, and ſouſe on all the kind. 
Ye ſtateſmen, prieſts, of one religion all! 


who ? h | 
P, Why that's the thing you bid me not to do, 
Who ſtarv'd a ſiſter, who forſwore a debt, 
I never nam'd ; the town's enquiring yet. 


Uutdo Landaff in dorine—yea in life; 


5 F. Ver 


Chaſte matrons praiſe her, and grave biſhops bleſs; 
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F. Yet hone but you by name the guilty laſk; 
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Come on then, ſatire! general, unconfin'd, (dice? 
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F. The pois'ning dame, you mean, —P. I don't. 
VARIATION. 
* Who ſtarves a mother 
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Go drench a pickpocket, and join the mob. 


The matter's weighty, pray conſider twice; 


Alas! the fmall diſcredit of a bribe 


Speak out, and bid me blame no rogues at all. 


1 fit and dream I ſee my Craggs anew ! 
Even in a Bithop I can ſpy deſert ; 


Manners with candour are to Benſon given 


Thus Somers once and Halifax were mine. 
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F. You do. | 
P. See, now I keep the ſecret, and not you ! 
The bribing ſtateſman. —F. Hold. too high you go. 
P. The 1 elector.— F. There you ſtoop 
too low. ; | 


P. I fain would plcaſe you, if I knew with | 


what ; ; 
Tell me which knave is lawful game, which not ? 
Muſt great offenders, once eſcap'd the Crown, 
Like royal harts, be never more run down ? 
Admit your law to ſpare the knight requires, 
As beaſts of nature may we hunt the *ſquires ? 
Suppoſe I cenfure—you know what I mean 
To fave a Biſhop, may I name a Dean ? 

F. A Dean, Sir? no; his fortune is not made; 
You hurt a man that's riſing in the trade. 

P. If not the tradeſman who ſet up to-day, 
Much leſs the prentice who to-morrow may. 
Down, down, proud ſatire! tho' a realm be ſpoil'd, 
Arraign no mighticr thief than wretched Mild; 
Or, if a court or country's made a job, 


But, Sir, I beg you (for the love of vice!) 


Have you leſs pity for the needy cheat, 
The poor and friendleſs villain, than the great? 


Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe. 
Then better ſure it Charity becomes 
To tax Directors, who, thank God, have plums; 
Still better Miniſters ; or, if the thing 
May pinch even there—why lay it on a king. 
F. Stop! ſtop! | 
P. Muſt ſatire, then, nor riſe nor fall? 


F. Yes, ſtrike that Vild, I'll juſtify the blow. 

F. Strike? why the man was hang'd ten years 

ago; 
Who now that obſolete example fears? 
Even Peter trembles only for his ears. 

F. What always Peter? Peter thinks you mad; 
You make men deſp' rate, if they once are bad: 
Elſe might he take to virtue ſome years hence — 

P. As S— k, if he lives, will love the Prince. 

F. Strange ſpleen to S—k ! 

P. Do I wrong the man? 


: God knows, I praiſe a Courtier where I can. * 
When I confeſs, there is who feels for fame, 


And melts to goodneſs, necd I Scarb'row name? 
Pleas'd let me own, in Efter's peateful grove 
(Where Kent and nature vie for Pelham's love), 
The ſcene, the maſter, op'ning to my view, 


Secker is decent, Runde has a heart: 


To Berkley, ev'ry virtue under Heaven. ö 
But does the Court a worthy man remove? 

That inftant, I declare, he has my love: 

I ſhun his zenith, court his mild decline; 


Oft, in the clear {till mirrour of retreat, 
ſtudied Shrexwfbrry, the wiſe and great; 
Carleton's calm ſenſe and Staxhope's noble flame | 


Have ſtill a ſecret bias to a knave: - 


Cobham's a coward, Polwart is a ſlave, _ 


Cali Verres, Wolſey, any odious name? 


Compar'd, and knew their gen'rous end the ſame: 


Boo K U. 
How pleaſing Atterbury's ſofter hour! 

How fhin'd the ſoul, unconquer'd in the Tow 
How can I Pult ney, Cheflerfield forget, 9 
While Roman ſpirit charms, and attic wit“ 
Argyle, the State's whole thunder born to wield, 
And ſhake alike the ſenate and the field: 


| Or Wyndham, juſt to freedom and the throne, 


The maſter of our paſſions, and his own: 
Names, which I long have lov'd, nor lov'din vain 
Rank'd with their friends, not number'd wit 
| their train; 
And if yet higher the proud lift ſhould end 
Still let me fay, No follower, but a friend. 
Yetthink not, friendſhip only prompts my lays 
I follow Virtue; where ſhe ſhines, I praiſe ; * 
Point ſhe to Prieſt or Elder, Whig or Tory, 
Or round a Quaker's beaver caſt a glory. 
I never (to my ſorrow I declare) | 
Din'd with the Man of Roſs, or my Lord Mayor 
Some in their choiceof friends(nay,looknotgrare) 


To find an honeſt man I beat about, 
And love him, court him, praiſe him, in or out, 
F. Then why ſo few commended ? 
| Bits P. Not fo fierce; 
Find you the virtue, and Fll find the verſe. 
But random praiſe—the taſk can ne'er be done: 
Each mother aſks it for her booby ſon, 
Each widow aſks it for the beft of men; 
For him ſhe weeps, for him ſhe weds again. 
Praife cannot ſtoop, like fatire, to the ground: 
The number may be hang'd, but not be crown 
Enough for half the greateſt of theſe days, 
To 'ſcape my cenſure, not expect my praiſe. 
Are they not rich? what more can they pretend 
Dare they to hope a poet for their friend-- 
What Richlieu wanted, Louis ſcarce could gain; 
And what young Ammon wiſh'd, but wiſh di 
vain ? | 
No pow'r the Muſc's friendſhip can command; 
No pow'r, when virtue claims it, can withſtand: 
To Cato, Virgil pay'd one honeſt line; 
O let my country's friends illumine mince? 
What are youthinking ? F. Faith, the thoughts 
no fin; ö 5 
T think your friends are out, and would be in. 
P. If merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 
The way they take is ſtrangely round about. 
F. They too may be corrupted, you'll allow, 
P. I only call thoſe knaves who are fo now. 
Is that too little? Come then, I'll comply 
Spirit of Arzall! aid me while I lye. 


And Lyttleton a dark, deſigning knave ; 

St. John has ever been a wealthy fool— _ 

But let me add, Sir Robert's mighty dull; 

Has never made a Fricnd in private life, 

And was, beſides, a tyrant to his wife. WL 
But pray, when others praiſe him, do I blame. 


Why rail they then, if but a wreath of mme, 
O all-accompliſh'd St. John! deck thy 1 
What ſhall each ſpur-gall'd hackney cr 
day, fy ; th 75 
When Paxton gives him double pots and Pa5 5 


bl 
Or each new · penſion d ſycophant, pretend 
Io break my windows if I treat a friend; | 
Ihen wiſely plead, to me they meant no hurt; 
but tw as my gueſt at whom they threw the dirt ? 
due; if I ſpare the Miniſter, no rules 
Ot honour bind me not to maul his tools; 
Gre, if they cannot cut, it ma) be ſaid | 
Yis laws are toothleſs, and his hatchess lead. 
It anger d Turenne, once upon a day, 
To ſee a foorman kick d that took his pay : 
But when he heard th affront the fellow gave, 
knew one a man of honour, one a Knave z 
The prudent gen'ral turnꝰd it to a jeſt, | 
And begg'd he'd take the pains to kick the reſt: | 
\Which not at preſent having time to do— [you ? 
F. Hold, ſir, for God's ſake, where s the affront to 
4ainſt your worſhip when had S—k writ? 
(* P—ge pour'd forth the torrent of his wit? 
Or grant the Bard whole diſtich all com mend 
le poww'r a ſervant, out of foxu'r a jriend) 
To W—le guilty of fome venial tn; 
What's that to you, who ne er was out nor in? 
The Prieſt whoſe flattery bedropt the Crown, { 
How hurt he you? he only ſtain'd the gown. 
And how did, pray, the florid youth offend, 
Whoſe ſpeech you took, and gave it to a friend? 
P. Faith, it imports not much from whom it 
came; N 
Whoever borrow'd, could not be to blame, 
Gee the whole Houſe did afterwards the fame. 
lar courtly wits to wits afford ſupply, 
As hog to hog in huts of Weſtphaly”; 
If ne thro! nature's bounty, or his Lord's, 
Mi what the frugal, dirty foil affords, 
From him the next receives it, thick or thin, 
As pure a meſs almoft as it came in; 
The bleſſed benefit, not there conſin'd, 
L;rops to the third, who nuzzles cloſe behind: 
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Not Waller's wreath can hide the nation's ſcar, 


Hom tail to mouth they feed and they caroule 
The lat full fairly gives it ro the Howe. 

F. Thiz filthy fhmile, this beaſtly line 
Uite turns my ftomach— 

. 80 does ſlatt'ry mine: 

And all your courtly Civet-cats can vent, 
Perfume to YO, tO nic is excrement. 
er near tnc furtlier—luphet, 'tis agiecd “, 
i ML, and Chartres ſcarce could write or read, 
al the Courts of Pindus guiltlets quite; | 
beus can forge, my friend, that cannot write; 
zuch muſt no. cg in Japhet's face be thrown, 
ue the deed he forg'd was not my own ? 
-- * never Patrict then declaim at gin, 
, „ good man! he has been fairly in? 
- / :cal0us paſtor blame a failing ſpouſe, 
V1thont a flaring reaſon on his brows 2. 
uch each blaſphemer quite eſeape the rod, 
becauſe the inſult's not on man, but God? 


——U— „%! 
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VARIATION S. 


grant it, Sir, and further 'tis agreed, 

; THO vrit not, and Chartres ſcarce could read. 

| hg 5 now the Star that lighted Charles to riſe ? 
ith that which follow'd Julius to the ſkies. 
A'zels, that watch's the Royal Oak ſo wel), 


And opes the temple of Eternity. 


{ Let Zzwvy howl, while heaven's whole chorus ings, 


| Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies: 
Truth guards the Poet, fanEtifies the line, 


Are none, none living? let me praiſe the dead, 
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Aſk you what provocation I have had? 
The ftrong antipathy of good to bad. 
When truth or virtue an afiront endures, 
Th' aflront is mine, my friend, and ſhould be yours, 
Mine, as a foe profefs'd to falſe pretence, 
Who think a Coxcomb's honour like his ſenſe; 
Mine, as a friend to ev'ry worthy mind; | 
And mine as man, who tcel for all mankind, 

F. Youre ſtrangely proud. | 

P. So proud, I am no 

So impudent, I own myſelf no knave 
So odd, my country's ruin makes me grave. 
Yes, 1 am proud, I muſt be proud, to ſee 
Men not afraid 'of God afraid of me : 
Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 
Yet touch'd and ſham'd by ridicule alone. 

O ſacred weapon! left for truth's defence; 
Sole dread of folly, vice, and inſolence! 
To all but Heaven- directed hands denied, 
The Mule may give thee, but the Gods muſt guide: 
Rev'rent I touch thee ! but with honeſt zeal; 
To rouſe thz watchmen of the public wezl, 
To virtue's work provoke the tardy hall, 
And goad the Prelate flumb'ring in his tall, 
Ye tinſel inſects! whom a court maintains, 
That counts your beauties only by your ſtains, 
Spin all your cobwebs o'er the eye of day! 
The Muſe's wing fhail bruſh you all away: 
All his Grace preachcs, all his Lordſhip ſings, 
All that makes ſaints of queeas, and gods of kings, 
All, all but truth, drops dead-born from the prets, 
Like the laſt Gazette, or the laſt addreſs +. | 

When black ambition trains a public cauſe, 
A monarch's ſword when mad vain-glory draws, 


ſlave; 1 


Nor Boileau turn the feather to a ſtar. 
Not fo, when diadem'd with rays divine, 
Touch'd with the flame that breaks from Firtue's 
ſhrine, | 
Her prieſteſs Muſe forbids the good to die, 


There, other trophies deck the truly brave, 
Than ſuch as Antiis caſts into the grave; 

Far other ſtars than and“ © wear, | 

And may deſcend to Mornington from Stair 
(Such as on Hough's unfullied mitre ſhine, 

Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine) 


And bark at honour not conferr'd by kings 
Let Flatt”ry ſick' ning fee the incenſe rife, 
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And males immortal, verſe as mean as mine. 
Ves, the laſt pen for freedom let me draw, 
When truth ſtands trembling on the edge of lau-; 
Here, laſt of Britons! let your names be read; 


2 


9 
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* 


Ilow chanc'd ye nod, when luckleſs Sorel fell? 
Hence, lying miracles ! reduc'd fo low | 
As to the regal touch, and papal toe; 
lence haughty Edgar's title to the main, 
Britain's to France, and thine to India, Spain! 
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Fall by the votes of their degen'rate line. 
F. Alas! alas! pray end what you began, 


§ 20.  Imitations of Horace. Pork. 
EPI I. 
Imitated in the manner of Dr. Swift. 


"mw true, my Lord, I gave my word 
I would be with you, June the third; 


Chang'd it to Auguſt; and, in ſhort, 


Have kept it—as you do at Court. 


You humour me when I am fick, 


Why not when I am ſplenetic? 

In town, what objects could I meet? 

The ſhops ſhut up in ev'ry ſtreet, 

And fun'rals vs Hark all the doors, 
And yet more melancholy whores : 

And what a duft in ev'ry place ? 

And a thin Court that wants your face, 
And fevers raging up and down, | 
And W and H both in town! 

« The dog - days are no more the caſe,” 
"Tis true, but winter comes apace : 

Then ſouthward let your bard retire, 
Hold out ſome months 'twixt ſun and fire, 
And yon hal: fee, the firſt warm weather, 
Me and the butterflies together. 

My lord, your tavours well I Know; 


Tis with diſtinction you beſtow z 


And not to ev'ry one that comes, 

Juſt as a Scotſman docs his plums, 
Pray, take them, fir ; enough's a feaſt ; 
« Eat ſome, and pocket up the reſt.” 
What rob your boys, thoſe pretty rogucs ? 
& No, fir, you ll leave them to the hogs,” 
Thus foois with compliments beſiege ye, 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 

Scatter your favours on a fop, 
Ingratitude's the certain crop ; 

And 'tis but juſt, I'll tell you wherefore, 
You give the things you never care for, 
A wile man always is or ſhould 


Be mighty ready to do good; 


But makes a diff rence in his thought 
Betwixt a guinca and a groat. 

Now this III fay; you'll find in me 
A ſafe companion, and a free ; 


But if you'd have me always near— 
A word, pray, in your Honour's ear. 


J hope it is your reſohition 
To give me back my Conſtitution ! 


The ſprightly wit, the lively eye, 


'Th' engaging ſmile, the gaiety, 
That laugh'd down many a ſummer ſan, 
And kept you up ſo oft till one 
And all that voluntary vein, 
As when Belinda rais'd my ſtrain, 
A weazel once made ſhift to flink 


In at a corn- loft through a chink ; 


And write next winter more Eſays on Man. * 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


And, for that cauſe which made your fathers ſhine, 


4 


Book II 

But having amply ſtuff'd his ſkin, 

Could not get out as he got in: 

Which one belonging to the houſe 

("D'was not a man, it was a mouſe) 

Obſerving, crjed, - You *ſcape not ſo; 

Lan as you came, fir, you muſt go,” 
Sir, you may ſpare your application, 

I'm no ſuch beaſt, nor his relation; 

Nor one that temperance advance, 

Cramm'd to the throat with Ortolans : 

Extremely ready to reſign 

All that may make me none of mine, 

South-ſea ſubſcriptions take who pleaſe, 

Leave me but liberty and eaſe. 

'T was what I faid to Craggs and Child, 

Who prais d my modeſty, and ſmil'd, 

Give me, I cried (cnough for me), 

My bread, and independency ! 

So bought an annual rent or two, 

And liv'd—juſt as vou fee I do; 

Near fifty, and without a wife, 

] truſt that ſinking fund, my life. 

Can I retrench? Yes, mighty well; 

Shrink back to my patcrral cell, 

A little houſe, with trees a-row, 

And, like its maſter, very low. 

There died my father, no man's debtor: 

And there I'll die, nor worſe nor better. 
To fer this matter full before ye, 

Our old friend Swift will tell his ſtory: 
Harley, the nation's great ſupport, '— 

But you may read it, I ſtop ſhort. 


SATIRE VI. 


| The firſt part imitated in the year 1714 by Dr, 


Sewift z the latier part added afterwards, 
VI often wiſh'd that I had clear, 
For life, fix hundred pounds a-ycar, 
A handſome houſe to lodge a friend, 
A river at my garden's end, 
A terrace walk, and half a rood 
Of land ſet out to plant a wood. | 
Well, now I have all this and more, 
I aſk not to increaſe my ſtore ; 
But here a grievance ſeems to lie, 
«© All this is mine but till I die; 
] can't but think *twould ſound more cleve 
« To me and to my heirs for ever.” 
© If I ne'cr got or loſt a groat 
By any trick, or any fault; 
And if I pray by reaſon's rules, 
And not like forty other fools, | 
As thus: « Vouchſafe, O gracious Maker! 


% To grant me this and t'other acre; 


« Or, if it be thy will and pleaſure, 


Direct my plow to find a treaſure” 


* But only what my ſtation fits, | 

© And to be kept in my right wits ; 

« Preſerve, Almighty Providence! 

© Juſt what you gave me, competence: 


| 
L 
{ 
( 


And let me in theſe ſhades compole 
Something in verſe as true as proſe ; 


VARIATION. 


* Quit, quit theſe themes, and write Eſſays on Man. 


« Remor d 


Boo k II. DID AC TIC, 


gemor'd from all th ambitious ſcene, : 
Nor puff d by pride, nor tunk by ſpleen. 
In ſhort, I'm perfectly content, 
Let me but live on this fide Trent; 
Nor croſs the Channel twice a year, 
To ſpend fix months with ſtateſmen here. 
[ muſt by all means come to town, 
Tis for the ſervice of the Crown. 
« Lewis, the Dean will be of uſe; 
« Send for him up, take no excuſe,” 
The toil, the danger of the ſeas, 
Great Miniſters ne er think of theſe; 
Cr let it coſt five hundred pound, 
No matter where the money's found; 
It is but ſo much more in debt, 
And that they ne'er conſider'd yet. 
« Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
« Let my Lord know you're come to town.“ 
| hurry me in haſte away, | 
Not thinking it is levee-day ; 
And find his Honour in a pound, 
Hemm'd by a triple circle round, | 
Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green: 
How ſhould T thruſt myſelf between? 
Some wag obſerves me thus perplex'd, 
And, ſmiling, whiſpers to the next, 
« I thought the Dean had been too proud 
Jo joſtle here among a crowd.“ 
Another, in a ſurly fit, 
Tells me I have more zeal than wit: 
« $0 eager to expreſs your love, 
« You ne'er conſider whom you ſhove, - 
But rudely preſs before a Duke.“ 
| own I'm pleas'd with this rebuke, 
And take it kindly mcant to ſhew 
What I defire the world ſhould know. 
[ get a whiſper, and withdraw; 
When twenty fools I never ſaw _ 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd, 
Defiring I would ftand their friend. 
This humbly offers me his caſe, 
That begs my int'reſt for a place: 
A hundred other men's affairs, 
Like bees, are humming in my ears. 
* To-morrow my appeal comes on; 
% Witho * 
ut your help the cauſe is gone — 
The Duke expects my Lord and you, 
About ſome great affairs, at two— 
Tut my Lord Bolingbroke in mind, 
Jo get my warrant quickly ſign'd: 
© Conſider, tis my firſt requeſt.” 
be ſatisfied, I'II do my beſt : 
. acn preſently he falls to teize, 
You may for certain, if you pleaſe; 
* I doubt not, if his Lordſhip knew 
Dy And, Mr. Dean, one word from you— 
Tis (let me {ce) three ycars and more 
October next it will be four), 
vince Harley bid me firſt attend, 
And choſe me for a humble friend ; 
y. take me in his coach to chat, 
gad queſtion me of this and that; e 
What's o'clock ?' 


' Whoſe chariot's that we left behind? 


. 


— 
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and, * How's the wind?“ 
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Or gravely try to read the lines 


{ Writ underneath the country ſigns; 


Or, “Have you nothing new to- day 

From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay ?” 
Such tattle often entertains / "IEP 
My Lord and me as far as Stains 

As once a week we travel down 

To Windfor, and again to Town, 


j Where all that paſſes inter nos 


Might be proclaim'd at Charing-Croſs. 
Yet fome I know with envy ſwell, 

Becauſe they ſee me us'd fo well: 

„How think you cf our friend the Dean? 

I wonder what ſome people mean; 

«© My Lord and he are grown fo great, 

„Always together tete a tete; 

* Whar, they admire him for his jokes 

„ Sce but the fortune of ſome folks!“ 

There flies about a ſtrange report 

Of ſome expreſs arfiv'd at Court: 

Im ſtopp' d by all the fools I meet, 

And catechis'd in ev'ry ſtreet. 


«« You, Mr. Dean, frequent the Great; 


Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat? 
Or do the prints and papers lie?“ 
Faith, Sir, you know as much as J. 


| © Ah, Doctor, how you love to jeſt ! 


„ Tis now no ſecrct''—]T proteſt 
"Tis one te me—** Then tell us, pray, 
„When are the troops to have their pay?“ 
And, tho' I folemnly declare 
I know no more than my Lord Mayor, 
They ſtand amaz'd, and think me grown 
The cloſeſt mortal ever known. 

Thus, in a ſea of folly toſs'd, 
My choiceſt hours of life arc loſt ; 
Vet always wiſhing to retreat, 


Oh, could I ſee my country ſeat! 


There, leaning ncar a gentle brook, 


Sleep, or peruſe ſome ancient book; 


And there in ſweet oblivion drown 

Thoſe cares that haunt the court and town. 
Oh charming noons, and nights divine ! 

Or when ] tup, or when I dine, 

My friends above, my folks below, 

Chatting and laughing all a-row, 

The beans and bacon ſet before 'em, 


The grace-cup ſerv'd with all decorum : 


Each willing to be pleas'd, and pleaſe, 
And even the very dogs at eaſe ! 


Here no man prates of idle things, 


How this or that Italian ſings, 
A neighbour's madneſs, or his ſpouſe's, 


| Or what's in either of the Houſes : 


But ſomething much more our concern, 
And quite a Fandal not to learn : 
Which is the happier, or the wiſer, 

A man of merit, or A miſer? 3 
Whether we ought to chooſe our friends 
For their own worth, or our own ends? 
What good, or better, we may call, 

And what, the very beſt of all? 


Our friend Dan Prior told (you know) 
A tale extremely a propos ; gee 
R 2 3» 


Name 
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Name a town life, and in a trice 

He had a ſtory of two mice. 

Once on a timt, ſo runs the Fable, 

A country movſe, right hoſpitable, 
Receiv'd a town mouſe at his board, 
Juſt as a farmer might a lord. 

A frugal mouſe upon the whole, 
Yet lov'd his friend, and had a foul ; 


Knew what was handſome, and would do 't, 
On juſt occaſion, coute qui coute. 


He brought him bacon (nothing lean), 
Pudding that might have plcas'd a dean; 
Cheeſe, ſuch as men in Suffolk make, 

But wiſh'd it Stilton for his ſake; 

Yet, to his gueſt tho' no way ſparing, 

He cat himſelf the rind and paring. 

Our courtier ſcarce would touch a bit, 

But ſhew'd his breeding and his wit; 

He did his beſt to ſcem to cat, 

And cried; I vow you're mighty neat. 

« But, Lord! my friend, this ſavage ſcene! 
« For God's fake, come and live with men: 
« Confider, mice like men muſt die, 

« Both ſmall and great, both you and I: 
Then ſpend your life in joy and ſport. 

« This doctrine, friend; I learn'd at court.“ 


The verieſt hermit in the nation 


May yield, God knows, to ſtrong temptation. 


Away they come, thro' thick and thin, 
To a tall houſe near Lincoln's-Inn : 
"Twas on the night of a debate, 


Wen all their lordthips had fat late. 


Behold the place where, if a poet 
Shin'd in deſcription, he might ſhew it; 


Tell how the moon-beam trembling falls, 


And tips with filver all the walls 
Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 
Groteſco roofs, and ſtucco floors : 


The moon was up, and men a-bed, 
The napkins white, the carpet red: | 
The gueſts withdrawn had left the treat, 
And down the mice fat, tee à tete. 


Our conrtier walks from dith to diſh, 
Taſtes for his friend of fowl and fith ; 


But let it, in a word, be faid, } | 


Tells all their names, lays down the law, 
Que ga eſ bon! Ab, goutez ca! 8 
e That jelly's rich, this malinſey healing; 


« Pray dip your whiſkers and your tail in.“ 
Was ever ſuch a happy twain? _ | 
He ſtuffe and ſwills, and ftuffs again. 
I'm quite aſham'd—'tis mighty rude 
„To eat ſo much—but all's to good t 

% J have a thouland thanks to give 
„My Lord alone knows how to live.“ 

No tooner ſaid, but from the hall 

Ruſh chaplain, butler, dogs and all: 

„% Arat] arat! clap-to the door.“ — 
The cat comcs bouncing on the floor! 

O for the heart of Homer's mice, 


Or gods, to fave thzu in a trice! 


(It was by Providence, they think, 
For your damn'd 5. .:co has no chink. 


| «© This ſame deſert is not fo pleaſant ; 


n * 


Boo x Il, 
An' t pleaſe your Honour,“ quoth the peaſant, 
« Give mc again my hollow tree, | 
A cruſt of bread, and liberty!“ 


ODE I. Book IV. 


To Venus. 


AGAIN? new tumults in my breaft 3 

Ah ſpare me, Venus! let me, let me reg! 
Jam not now, alas! the man 

As in the gentle reign of my queen Anne, 
Ah ſound no more thy ſoft alarms, 

Nor circle ſober fifty with thy charms ! 
Mother too fierce of dear dehres ! 

Turn, turn, to willing hearts your wanton fircs, 
To number five direct your doves, (loves; 

There fpread round Murray all your blooming 
Noble and young, who ftrikes the heart 

With ev ry ſprightly, ev'ry decent, part; 
Equal, the injur'd to defend, 

To charm the miſtreſs, or to fix the friend. 

lle, with a hundred arts refin'd, 

Shall ſtretch thy conqueſts over half the kind: 
To him cach rival thall ſubmit, 

Make but his riches equal to his wit. 
Then thall thy form the marble grace 

(Thy Grecian form), and Chloe lcnd the face: 
His houſe emboſom'd in the grove, 


| Sacred to ſocial life and ſocial love, 


Shall glitter o'er the pendant green, 
Where Thames reflects the viſionary ſcene: 
Thither the ſilver-ſounding lyres 
Shall call the imiling loves and young deſires, 
There ev'ry grace and muſe ſhall throng, 
Exalt the dance, or animate the ſong; 
There youths and nymphs, in concert gay, 
Shall hail the riſing, cloſe the parting day. 
With me, alas! thoſe joys are o'er; 


For me the vernal garlands bloom no more, 


Adicu, fond hope of mutual fire! 


The ſtill-believing, ſtill- renew'd deſire; 


Adieu, the heart-expanding bowl! 
And all che kind deceivers of the ſoul ! 

But why ? ah tell me, ah too dear 
Steals down my cheek th' involuntary tear ? 
Why words ſo flowing, thoughts ſo tree, 
Sto , or turn nonſenſe, at one glance of thee ? 
T hee, dreſt in fancy's airy beam, 
Abſcat I follow thro' th' extended dream; 
Nou, now I ceaſe, I claſp thy charms, 
And now you burſt (ah cruel !) from my arm; 

And ſwiftly ſhoot along the Mall, | 
Or ſoftly glide by the Canal; | 

Now ſhewn by Cynthia's filver ray, 
And now on rolling waters ſnatch'd away. 


Part rf the Ninth Ode of the Fourth Book, 
A FRAGMENT. 


LEST you ſhould think that verſe ſhall die, 
Which ſounds the filver Thames along, 
Taught on the wings of truth to fly, 


Above the reach of vulgar long ; ; 
8 | Thy 
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Tho' daring Milton ſits ſublime, 
In Spenſer native muſes p ay 3 
vor yet ſhall Waller yield to time, 

Nor penſive Cowley's moral lay. 


bags and chiefs long ſince had birth, 


re Cæſar was, or Newton nam'd; | 


Theſe rais d new empires o'cr the carth, 
And thoſe new heavens and ſyſtems fram'd, | 


Vain was the chicf's, the ſage's, pride ! 
They had no poct, and they died : 
In vain they {chem'd, in vain they bled! 
They had no poet, and are dead. 
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$ 21. The Deſerted Village. GOLDSMITH. 


OVERL Auburn] lovelieſt village of the plain, 
Where health and plenty cheer'd the labouring 
ſwain; i 
Where ſmiling ſpring its earlieſt viſit paid, 
And parting ſummer s ling'ring blooms delay'd. 
Dear lovely bow'rs of innocence and caſe, 
Seats of my youth, when ev'ry ſport could pleaſe, 
How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green, 
Where humble happineſs endear'd each ſcene ! 
How often have I paus'd on cv'ry charm, 
The ſhelter'd cot, the cultivated farm, 
The never-failing brook, the buſy mill, 
The decent church that topp'd the ncighb'ring hill, 
The hawthorn buth, with ſcats bencath the ſhade, 
For talking age and whiſp'ring lovers made ! 
How often have I bleſs d the coming day, 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play; 
And all the village train, from labour . 
Led up their ſports beneath the ſpreading tree; 
White many a paſtime circle in the ſhade, 
The young contending as the old ſurvey'sd ; 
And many a gambol frolic'd o'er the ground, 
And ſleighits of art and feats of ſtrength ent round. 
And till, as cach repeated pleaſure tir d, 
Succeeding ſports the mirthful band infpir'd ; 
the dancing pair that fimply ſought renown, 
Þy holding gut to tire each other down; 
the bwain mitruſtlets of his ſmutted face, 
White fecret laughter titter'd round the place 
The v2thtul virgin's fide-long looks of love, 
ee matroa's glance that would thoſe looks re- 
_ prove— | „„ 
Mov wers thy charms, ſwect village! ſports like 
ba 5 weet lucceſſion, taught een 101] to pleaſe; 
Theſe _ thy bow 'rs their cheerful influence 
be. . 
Theſe were thy charms—bur all thefe charms 
Mugs cet ſmiling village, lovelieſt of the lawn, 
ha _ 0 leg, and all thy charms withdrawn; 
p my vow rs the tyrant's hand is ſeen, 
And deſolation ſaddens all thy green: 
"ne only maſter graſps the whole domain, 
200 half a tillage ſtints thy ſmiling plain ; 
0 more thy glaſſy brook reflects the day 
But, chok'd with ſedges, works 1 a5 ay; 
Alone 8 ges, works its weedy way; 
Th 1 i ly glades, a ſolitary gueſt, 
3 r bittern guards its neſt; 
y defart walks the lapwing flics, 


1 
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{ are fled, | 


; 


And tir i Fs. e 
And ved their echoes with unyaried cries. 
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Sunk are thy bow'rs in ſhapeleſs ruin all, 

And the long graſs o'ertops the mould'ring wall; 
And trembling, ſhrinking from the ſpoiler's hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land, 

II] fares the land, to haſt'ning ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay : 
Princes and Lords may flourith, or may fade; 

A breath can make them, as a breath has made : 
But a bold peaſantry, their country's pride, 
When once deſtroy'd, can never be ſupplied. 

A time there was, cre England's griefs began, 
When every rood of ground maintain'd its man z 
Fof him light labour ſpread her wholeſome ſtore; 
Juſt gave what life requir'd, but gave no more: 
His beſt companions, innocence and health ; 

And his beſt riches, ignorance of wealth, 

But times aie alter d: trade's unfeeling train 
Uſurp the land, and diſpoſſeſs the ſwain; 

Along the lawn, where ſcatter'd hamlets roſe, 
Unwicldy wealth and cumb'rous pomp repoſe; 
And ev'ry want to luxury allicd, 

And ev'ry pang that folly pays to pride. 
Thole gentle hours that plenty bade to bloam, 
Thoſe calm defires that aſk'd but little room, 


{ Thoſe healthful ſports that grac'd the peaceful 


ſcenc, 


| Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green 


Theſe, far departing, ſeck a kinder ſhore, 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 
Sweet Auburn ! parent of rhe bliſsful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn confeſs the tyrant's pow T, 
Here, as I take my ſolitary rounds, _ ” 
Amidft thy tangling walks, and ruin'd grounds; 
And, many a year elaps'd, return tp view | 
Where once the cottage ſtood, the hawthorn grew 
Remembrance wakes with all her. buſy train, 
Swells at my breaft, and turns the paſt ts pain. 
In all my wand'rings round this world of care, 
In all my griefs—and God has given my ſhare— 
I fill had hopes, my lateſt hours to crown, 
Amidſt theſe humble bow'rs to lay me down; 
To huſband out life's taper at the cloſe, 
And keep the flame from waſting by repoſe : 
I ſtill had hopes, for pride attends us ſtill, 
Amidſt the ſwains to ſhew my book-learn'd {kill 
Around my firc an cvening group to draw, 
And tell of all 1 felt, and all I ſaw; 
And, as a harc, whom hounds and horns purſue, 
Pants to the place from whence at firſt he flew, 
I ſtill had hopes, my long vexations paſt, | 
Here to rerurn—and dic at home at laſt, 
O bleſt retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreat from care, that never muſt be mine! 
How bleſt is he who crowns, in ſhades like theſe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eaſe; _ 


| Who quits a world where ſtrong temptations try, 


And, fince 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 


For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 


Explore the mine, or tampt the dang'rous deep; 
No ſurly porter ſtands in guilty ſtate, 
To ſpurn imploring famine from the gate; 


| But on he moves to meet his latter end, 


, 


Angels around befriending virtue's friend 
Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 
While reſignation gently ſlopes the way; 
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And, all his proſpects bright'ning to the laſt, 
His heaven commences ere the world be paſt ! 
Sweet was the found, when oft, at evening's 
cloſe, | 


Up yonder hill the village murmur roſe; 


There as I paſs'd, with careleſs ſteps and flow, 

The mingling notes came ſoften'd from below ; 

The ſwain reſponſive as the milk-maid ſung, 

'The ſober herd that low'd to meet their young, 

The noiſy geeſe that gabbled o'er the pool, 

The playful children juſt let looſe from ſchool, 

The watch-dog's voice that bay d the whiſp'ring 
wind, | 

And the loud laugh that ſpoke the vacant mind; 

Theſe all in ſweet confuſion ſought the ſhade, 

And fil'd each pauſe the nightingale had made. 

But now the ſounds of population fail, 

No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 

No buly ſteps the graſs-grown footway tread, 

But all the bloomy fluſh of life is fled: 

All but yon widow'd, ſolitary thing, 

That feebly bends beſide the plaſhy ſpring; 

She, wretched matron ! forc'd, in age, for bread, 


To ſtrip the brook with mantling creſſes ſpread, 


To pick her wint'ry faggot from the thorn, 

To ſeck her nightly ſhed, and weep till morn; _ 

She only left of all the harmleſs train, 

The fad hiſtorian of the penſivę plain. | 
Near yonder copſe, where once the garden ſmil'd, 

And ſtill where many a garden flow'r grows wild, 

There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place diſclofc, 

The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe. 

A man he was to all the country dear, 


And paſling rich with forty pounds a year; 


Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 

Nor cer had chang'd, vor wiſh'd to change, his 
Unſkilful he to fawn, or ſeek for pow'r, | place; 
By doctrines faſhion'd to the varying hour; 

Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 
More bent to raiſe the wretched than to riſc. 
His houſe was known to all the vagrant train; 
He chid their wand'rings, but reliev'd their pain. 
The long-remember'd beggar was his gueſt, 
Whoſe beard deſcending ſwept his aged breaſt; 


The ruin'd ſpendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims al- 


The broken ſoldier, Kindly bade to ſtay, | low'd; 
Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away ; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of ſorrow done, 


Shoulder d hiscrutch, and thew'd how fields were 


won. [ glow, 
Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to 
And quite forget their vices in their woe 
Carelets their merirs or their faults to ſcan, 
His pity gave cre charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And ev'n his failings lean'd to Virtue's fide; 
But, in his duty prompt at ev'ry call, 

He watch'd and wepr, he pray'd, and felt for all. 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt her new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkies ; 
He tried cach art, reprov'd cach dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
Beſide the bed, where parting life was laid, 


And ſorrow, guilt, and pain by turns diſmay'd, 
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Book It, 


The rev'rend champion ſtood. At hie 
Deſpair and — ded the i I 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to nit 
And his laſt fault ring accents whiſper'g praiſe ; 
At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 
His looks adorn'd the venerable place; : 
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double ſwar: 
And fools, who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray. 


The ſervice paſt, around the pious man, 


With ready zeal, cach honeſt ruſtic ran; 

Ev'n children follow'd with endearing wile, 
And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man'y 
His ready ſmilea parent's warmth exprets'd,[ fil: 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diftre{,/g. 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were giver, 
But all his ſerious thoughts had reſt in heaven, 
As ſome tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leavesthe ſtorm, 
Tho' round its breaſt the rolling clouds are ſpread, 


Eternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. 


Beſide yon ſtraggling fence that ſkirts the way, 
With bloffom furze unprofitably gay, : 
There, in his noiſy manſion {kill 'd to rule, 
The village maſter taught his little ſchool: 


Aman ſevere he was, and ſtern to view; 


I knew him well, and every truant knew, 
Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 
The day's diſaſters in his morning face; 

Full well they laugh'd with counterfcited glce 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 
Full well the buſy whiſper circling round 
Convey'd the diſmal tidings when he frown: 


| Yet he was kind; or, if ſevere in aught, 


The love he bore to learning was in fault; 
The village all declar'd how much he knew; 
'T was certain he could write and cypher tco; 
Lands he could meaſure, terms and tides preſage, 
And ev'n the ſtory ran that he could gauge; 


| In arguing too the parſon own'd his ſkill, 


For, ev'n though vanquiſh'd, he could argue fill; 
While words of learned length, and thund ring 
ſound, 


| Amaz'd the gazing ruſtics rang'd around; 


And ſtill they gaz'd, and ſtill the wonder grew, 


That one ſmall head could carry all he knew. 


Bur paſt is all his fame: the very ſpot 
Where many a time he triumph d is forgot. 
Near yonder thorn that lifts its head on high, 


| Where once the ſign-poſt caught the paſſing eve, 


Low lies that houſe where nut-brown draughts 
inſpir'd, 


Where grey-beard mirth and ſmiling toih retir'd, 
| Where village ſtateſmen talk'd with looks pro- 


found, 


And neus much older than their ale went round. 


Imagination fondly ſtoops to trace 
The parlour ſplendors of that feſtive place 55 
The w hite-wath'd wall, the nicely-ſanded floor, 


The varniſh'd clock that click d behind the door; 


The cheſt contriv'd a double debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a cheſt of draw'rs by ay 
The pictures plac'd for ornament and uſe, 5 
The twelve gcod rules, the royal game of £00 5 
The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day» 


With aſpin boughs, and flowr's, and fennel g: 
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While broken tea- cups, wiſely kept for ſhow, | 
Rang'd o'er the chimney, gliſten'd in a row, 

Vain tranſitory ſplendour ! could not all 
Reprieve the tott ring manſion from its fall ? 
Obſcure it ſinks, nor ſhall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart; 
Thither no more the peaſant ſhall repair 
To ſweet oblivion of his daily care 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale, 

No more the woodman's ballad ſhall prevail; 
No more the ſmith his duſky brow ſhall clear, 
Relax his pond'rous ſtrength, and lean to hear; 
The hoſt himſelf no longer ſhall be found 
Careful to ſee the mantling bliſs go round; 

Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preſt, 

Gall kiſs the cup to paſs it to the reſt. 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud diſdain, 
Theſe fimple bleſſings of the lowly train: 

To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 

- One native charm, than all the gloſs of art : 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play, 
The ſoul adopts, and owns their firſt-born {way ; 
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Uncnvied, unmoleſted, unconfin'd : 

But the long pomp, the midnight maſquerade, 
Vith all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 
In theſe, cre triflers half their wiſh obtain, 

The toiling pleaſure ſickens into pain; 

And, ev'n while faſhion's brighteſt arts decoy, 
The heart diſtruſting aſks, if this be joy? 

Ye triends to truth, ye ſtateſmen who ſurvey 
The rich man's joys increaſe, the poor's decay, 
'Iis yours to judge how wide the limits ſtand 
Between a ſplendid and a happy land. 
Proud {wells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 
And ſhouting folly hails them from her ſhore; 
Hoards, ev'n beyond the miſer's wiſh, abound, 
And rich men flock from all the world around; 
Vet count our gains: this wealth is but a name 
That leaves our uſeful product ſtill the ſame. 
Not fo the loſs: the man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a ſpace that many poor ſupplied ; 

Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds ; 
dpace for his horſes, equipage, and hounds; 

The robe that wraps his limbs in ſilken ſloth 
as robb'd the neighb'ring fields of half their 
His ſeat, where ſolitary ſports are ſcen, | growth; 
Indignant ſpurns the cottage from the green ; 
Around the world cach necdful product flies, 
For all the luxuries the world ſupplics. 

While thus the land adorn'd for pleaſure all, 

In barren ſplendour feebly waits the fall. 

As ſome fair female unadorn'd and plain, 
dccure to pleaſe while youth confirms her reign, 
diights ev ry borrow'd charm that dreſs ſupplies, 
Nor ſhares with art the triumph of her eyes; 
But whenthoſecharms are paſt, for charms arc frail, 
per time advances, and when lovers fail, 

ne then ſhines forth, ſolicitous to bleſs, 

In all the glaring impotence of dreſs, 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd, 

3 s fimpleſt charms at firſt array d; 

3 Lille ne to decline, its ſplendours riſe, 

A yas ftrike, its palaces ſurpriſe. 
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Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? 


Where crouching tigers wait their hapleſs prey; 
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While, ſcourg'd by famine from the ſmiling lang? 
The mournful peaſant leads his humble band; 
And while he take, without one arm to ſave, 
The country blooms—a garden and a grave! 
Where then, ah where, ſhall poverty reſide, 
To ſcape the preſſure of contiguous pride ? 

If, to ſome common's fenceleſs limits ſtray' d, 
He drives his flock to pick the ſcanty blade, 
Thoſe fenceleſs fields the ſons of wealth divide, 
And ev'n the bare-worn common is denied. 

If to the city ſped what waits him there? 
To ſee profuſion that he muſt not ſhare; 


| To lee ten thouſand baneful arts combin'd 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind; 


To ſee each joy the ſons of pleaſure know 
Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe. 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
There the pale artiſt plies the ſickly trade; play, 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps diſ- 
There the black gibbet glooms beſide the way. 
The dome where pleaſure holds her midnight 
reign, 
Here, s deck'd, admits the gorgeous train; 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing ſquare, 
The rattling chariots claſh, the torches glare. 
Sure ſcenes like theſe no troubles e'er annoy ! 
Sure theſe denote one univerſal joy ! [ eyes 
Are theſe thy ſerious thoughts? Ah, turn thine 
Where the poor houſcleſs thiv'ring female hes. 
She, once, perhaps, in village plenty bleſt, | 
Has wept at tales of innocence diſtreſt; 
Her modeſt looks the cottage might adorn, | 
Sweet as the primroſe peeps beneath the thorn : 
Now loſt to ah ; her friends, her virtue fled, 
Near her betraycr's doors ſhe lay her head; 
And pinch'd with cold, and ſhrinking from the 
ſhow'r, * | | | 
With heavy heart deplores that luckleſs hour, 
When idly firſt, ambitious ef the town, 
She left her wheel, and robes of country brown. 
Dothine, ſweet Auburn, thine, the lovelieſt train, 
Ev'n now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 

At proud men's doors they aſk a little bread ! 
Ah, no ! To diftant climes, a dreary ſcene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
Through torrid tracts with fainting ſteps they go, 

Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 
Far diff rent there from all that charm'd before, 
The various terrors of that horrid fore ; 

Thoſe blazing ſuns that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely ſhed intolerable day | 
Thoſe matted woods where birds forget to ſing, 
But filent bats in drowſy cluſters cling ;[crown'd, 
Thoſe pois'nous fields with rank luxuriance 
Where the dark ſcorpion gathers death around ; 
Where at each. ſtep * ſtranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful ſnake ; 


And ſavage men, more murd'rous ſtil] than they: 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the ravag'd landſcape with the ſkies. 
Far different theſe from ev'ry former ſcenc, 


The cooling brook, the grafly-veſted green, 1 
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The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 

That only ſhelter'd thefts of harmleſs love. 
Good Heaven! what ſorrows gloom'd that part- 

ing day, 

That call'd them from'their native walks away ; 

When the poor exiles, ev'ry pleaſure paſt, ¶ laſt, 

Hung round the bow'rs, and fondly look'd their 

And took a long farewel, and wiſh'd in vain, 

For ſeats like theſe beyond the weſtern main; 

And ſhudd'ring ſtil! to face the diſtant deep, 

Return'd and wept, and till return'd to weep. 

The good old fire, the firſt prepar'd ro go 

To new-found worlds, and wept for others“ wor 

But for himſelf, in conſcious virtue brave, 

He only wiſh'd for worlds beyond the grave. 

His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tcars, 

The fond companion of his hapleſs years, 

Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 

And left a lover's for her father's arms. 

With louder plaints the mother ſpoke her woes, 

And bleſs'd the cot where ev'ry pleaſure roſe; 

And kiſs'd her thoughtlefs babes with many a tear, 

And claſp'd them cloſe, in ſorrow doubly dear; 

Whilſt her fond huſband ſtrove to lend relief 

In all the filent manlineſs of grief. 

O, luxury ! thou curſt by Heaven's decree, 
How ill exchang'd are things like theſe for thee ! 
How do thy potions, with inſidious joy, 

Diffuſe their pleaſures only to deftroy ! 
Kingdoms, by thee to fickly greatneſs grown, 
Boaſt of a florid vigour not their own. 

At ev'ry draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mals of rank unwieldy woe; 

Till {app'd their ſtrength, and cv'ry part unſound, 
Down, down they fink, and fpread aruin round. 

Even now the devaſtation is begun, | 
And half the bus'neſs of deſtruction done; 
vn now, methinks, as pond'ring here I ſtand, 
I ſce the rural virtues leave the land. 

Down where yon anch'ring veſſel ſpreads the ſail, 
J hat idly waiting flaps with every gale, 
Dewnward they move, a melancholy band. 
Pals from the ſhore, and darken all the ſtrand. 
Contented toil, and hoſpitable care, 

And kind connubial tenderneſs, are there 
And piety with withes plac'd above, 

And fteady loyalty, and faithful love. 

And thou, ſwect poctry, thou lovelieſt maid, 
Still firſt to y where ſenſual joys invade; 
Uiifit, in thete degey rate times of ſhaine 
 Þo catch the heart, or ſtrike for honeſt fame; 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and decricd, 
My ſhame in crowds, my ſolitary pride. 
Thou ſource of all my bliſs, and all my woe, 
That found'ſt me poor at tirſt, and keep'ft nie fo; 
hau guide, by which the nobler arts excel, 
"Thou ſource of ev ry virtue, fare thee well! 

7 arewel ! and, oh! where'er thy voice be tried, 
On Torro's cliffs, or Pambamarca's fide, 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 

Or winter wraps the polar world in ſnow, 
>:1!}-let thy voice, prevailing over time, 

Ned reſs the rigours of th' inclement clime 

id flivmed truth with thy perſuaſive ſtrain, 
ah etring man to fen the rage of gain; 
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Teach him that ates, of native ſtrength poſes 


Though very poor, may till be ve 
That trade's proud empire haſtes to fiy 


While ſelf-dependent pow'r can time 
As rocks reſiſt the billows and the ſky, 


— 


$ 22. Edwin and Angelina. A Ballad. 


ry bleſt . 


: | ift dec 
As occan ſweeps the labour'd mole away, ** 


defy 


GoLDsmiy, 


0 TURN, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
And guide my loncly way 
To where yon taper cheers the vale 
With hoſpitable ray: 


© For here forlorn and loſt I tread, 

With fainting ſteps and flow ; 

Where wilds, immeaſurably ſpread, 
* Seem length'ning as I go.“ 


« Forbear, my ſon,” the Hermit cries, 
Jo tempt the dang'rous gloom ; 
For yonder phantom oniy flies 
Jo lure thee to thy doom. 
« Here to the houſeleſs child of want 
My door is open ſtill; 
© And, tho' my portion is but ſcant, 
© I give it with good-will. 


Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 


« Whate'er my cell beſtows; 
© My ruſhy couch and frugal fare, 
My blciling aud repole. 


No flocks that range the valley free 

© To flaughter I condemn ; | 

© Taught by that Pow'r that pities me, 
© I learn to pity them: 

© But from the mountain's graſſy ſide 

A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 

A {cryp with herbs and fruit ſupplicd, 
And water from the ſpring. 

Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego; 
© All carth-born cares ae wrong: 

Man wants but little here below. 
Nor wants that little long.” 


Soft as the dew from heaven deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell: | 

The modeſt ftranger lewly bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far iu a wilderneſs obſcure 
he lonely manſion lay; 

A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 
And ſtrangers led aſtray. | 

No ftores beneath its humble thateh 
Requir'd a maſter's care 

The wicket, op'ning with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 


And now, when buſy crowds retire 
To take their ev ning reſt, 2 

The Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And chcer'd his penſive gueſt ; 


And 
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cad his vegetable ſtore, 

Agi "refs, and ſmil d; 
And, Kill'd in legendary lore, 

The ling'ring hours beguil'd. 
Around in ſympathetic mirth 

Its tricks the kitten tries, 
The cricket chirrups in the hcarth, 

The crackling faggot flies. 


But nothing could a charm impait 
To ſoothe the ſtranger s woe 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow, 
His riſing cares the Hermit ſpicd, 
With anſw'ring care opprets d : 
And whence, unhappy youth,” he cried, 
The ſorrows of thy breaft ? 


i From better habitations ſpurn' d. 
« ReluQtart doſt thou rove ? | 
« Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love ? | 
© Alas! the joys that fortune brings 
Are trifling, and decay; | 
© And thoſe who prize the paultry things 
More trifling ſtill than they. 


And what is Friendſhip but a name, 
A charm that lulls to ſleep ; _ 

A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
© And leaves the wretch to weep *? 

And love is till an emptier ſound, . 
The modern 2 

n earth unſeen, or only found 
© To warm the turtle's neſt. 


Fer ame! fond youth, thy ſorrows huſh, 


And ſpurn the ſex !' he faid: 
But, while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
His love-lorn gueſt betray d. 
durpris'd he ſees new beauties riſe, 
dwift mantling to the view, 
Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, 
As bright, as tranſient too. 

The baſhful look, the riſing breaſt, 
Alternate {pread alarms ; | 
The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſs'd 

A maid in all her charms. 


And, ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, 
A wretch forlorn,“ ſhe cricd, 

' Whoſe feet unhalluw'd thus intrude 
' Where Heaven and you reſide! 

gut let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
' Whom love has taught to ſtray ; 

' Who ſecks for reſt, but finds de pair 
Companion of her way. 

* My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, 

| hs wealthy lord was he; | 

* And all his wealth was mark'd as mine, 
* He had but only me. 


. To win me from his tender arms 
1 number d tutors came; | 
„ Praia me fur imputed charms, 
Ard felt, or fcign'd, a flame. 


_—_ 
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1} Each hour a mercenary crowd 


No wealth or pow'r had he; 
4} © Wiſdom and worth were all he had, 


©. With richeſt proffers ſtrove ; 
Among the reit young Edwin bow'd, 
© But never talk'd of love. 


In humble, ſimpleſt habit clad, + 


But theſe were all ro me. 


The bloſſom op'ning to the day, 
| * "The dews of heaven refin'd, 
Could nought of purity diſplay 
To emulate his mind. 
The deu, the bloſſoms of the tree, 
. Wich charms inconſtant ſhine: 
Their charms were his; but, woe to me! 
| © Their conſtancy was mine. 


© For ſtill I tried each fickle art, 

« Importunate and vain ; 

And while his paſſion touch'd my heart, 
« I triumph'd in his pain: 2 

Till, quite dejected with my ſcorn, 

He left me to my pride; 

And ſought a ſolitude forlorn 

© In ſecret, where he died. 


| © But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault! 


And well my life ſhall pay; 
* T1! feck the ſolitude he fought, 
| * And ftretch me where he lay! 


| © And there forlorn, deſpairing, hid, 
I'll lay me down and dio; 
Tas fo for me that Edwin did, 
And fo for him will I!” 


© Forbid it, Heaven i” the Hermit cried, 
And claſp'd her to his breaft : 

The wond'ring tair-one turn'd to chide— 
'T was Edwin's ſelf that preſs'd! 


© Turn, Angelina, ever dear; 
« My charmer, turn to fee 

Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
© Rcſtor'd to love and thee ! 


[Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
_ © Andev'ry care reſign: 
© And ſhall we never, never part, 
« My life—my all that's mine? 
No, never from this hour to part; 
[We'll live and love ſo true, 
Ihe ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart 
„Shall break thy Edwin's too !' 


$ 23. A Panegyric to my Lord Protector, of the 
| preſent Greatneſs, and joint Intereftl, of his 
Highneſs and this Nation. WALLER. 
WH ILE with a ſtrong, and yet a gentle hand- 
You bridle faction, and our hearts command; 
Protect us from ourſelves, and from the foe ; 
| Make us unite, and make us conquer too : 
Let partial ſpirits till aloud complain, 
| Think themſelves injur'd that they cannot reign ; 
| And own no liberty, but where they may 
Without controul upon their fellows prey. 
| Above 
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Above the waves as Neptune ſhew'd his face 
To chide the winds, and fave the Trojan race, 
So has your Highneſs, rais'd above the reſt, 
Storms of ambition, toſſing us, repreſs'd. 


Your drooping country, torn with civil hate, 
Reſtor'd by you, is made a glorious ſtare ; 


The ſeat of empire, where the Iriſh come, 


And the unwilling Scots, to fetch their doom. 


The ſea's our own : and now all nations greet, 
With bending ſails, each veſſel of our fleet: 
Your pow'r extends as far as winds can blow, 
Or ſwelling ſails upon the globe may go. 


Heaven (that hath plac'd this iſland to give law, 


To balance Europe, and her ſtates to awe) 


In this conjunction doth on Britain ſmile ; 
The greateſt Leader, and the greateſt Iſle ! 


Whether this portion of the world were rent 


By the rude ocean from the continent, 
Or thus created; it was ſure deſign'd 
To be the ſacred refuge of mankind, 


Hither th' oppreſſed ſhall henceforth reſort, 


Juſtice to crave, and ſuccour, at your court 
And then your Highneſs, not for ours alone, 
But for the world's Protector ſhall be known. 


Fame, ſwifter than your winged navy, flics 
Through cv'ry land that near the ocean lies; 
Sounding your name, and telling dreadful news 
To all that piracy and rapine ute. 

With ſuch a Chief the meaneſt nation bleſt, 
Might hope to lift her head above the reſt ; 
What may be thought impoihble to do 

By us, cmbraced by the Sea and You ? 

Lords of the world's great waſte, the ocean, we 
Whole foreſts ſend to reign upon the ſea; 
And ev'ry coalt may trouble, or relieve z 

But none can viſit us without your leave. 


Angels and we have this prerogative, 


That none can at our happy feats arrive ; 


While we deſcend at pleature, to invade 
The bad with vengeance, and the good to aid, 


Our little world, the image of the great, 


Like that, amidſt the boundleſs ocean fer, 


Of her own growth hath all that nature craves . 


And all that's rare, as tribute from the waves. 


As Egypt does not on the clouds rely, 


But to the Nile owes more than to the ſky; 


So what our carth, and what our heaven, denics, 
Our ever-conſtant friend, the ſca, ſupplics. 

The taſte of hot Arabia's ſpice we know, 

Free from the ſcorching fun that makes it grow ; 


- Without the worm, in Perſian filks we ſhine 


And, withour planting, drink of ev'ry vine. 
To dig for wealth we weary not our limbs; 
Gold, though the heavieſt metal, hither ſwims : 
Ours is the harveſt where the Indians mow z 
We plough the Deep, and reap what others ſow, 
Things of the nobleſt kind our own foil breeds 


Stout are our men, and warlike are our fteeds : 
Rome, tho' her eagle thro' the world had flown, 
Could never make thus ifland all her own, 
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[Like favour find the Iriſh, with like fate, 
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Here the third Edward, and the B. 
France-conq'ringHenry, flourith'd; and : 
For whom we ſtay'd, as did the Grice Ken 
Till Alexander came to urge their fate, , 


When for more worlds the Macedonian 
He wift not Thetis in her lap did kite 8 
Another yet; a world reſerv'd for you 

To make more great than that ke did ſubdue. 
He ſafely might old troops to battle lead 
Againſt th' unwarlike Perſian and the Mede; 
Whoſe haſty fligiit did, from a bloodleſs feld 
More ſpoils than honour to the victor yield, ; | 


A race unconquer'd, by their clime made bold, 
The Calcdonians, arm d with want and cold, 
Have, by a fate indulgent to vour fame, 
Been from all ages kept for you to tame. 


Whom the old Roman wall fo ill confin'd, 
With a new chain of garriſons you bind: 
Here foreign gold no more ſhall make them come: 
Our Englith iron holds them faſt at home, 


| They, that henceforth muſt be content to know 


No warmer region than their hills of ſnow, 
May blame the fun ; but muſt cxtol your Grace, 
Which in our ſenate hath allow'd them place, 


Preferr'd by conqueſt, happily o'crthrown, 
Falling they rife, to be with us made one: 

So kind dictators made, when they came home, 

Their vanquiſh'd focs free citizens of Rome. 


| Advanc 4 to be a portion cf our ſtate 
While by your valour, and your bounteous mind, 
Nations divided by the fea arc join'd. 
Holland, to gain your friendſhip, is content 
To be our out-guard on the Continent : 

She from her fellow provinces would go, 
Rather than hazard to have you her foe. 


In our late fight, when cannons did diffuſe, 
Preventing poſts, the terror and the news ; 
Our neighbour princes trembled at their roar: 
But our conjunction makes them tremble more, 


Your never-failing ſword made war to ceaſe; | 
And now you heal us with the acts of peace: 
Our minds with bounty and with awe cn gage, 
Invite affection, and reſtrain our rage. 

Leſs pleature take brave minds. in battles won, 
Than in reſtoring ſuch as are undone : 
Tigers have courage, and the rugged bear; 
But man alone can whom he conquers ſpare. 


To pardon willing, and to puniſh loth, _ 
You ſtrike with one hand, but you heal with Doch. 
Lifting up all that proſtrate lic, you grieve 
You cannot make the dead again to live. 

When fate or error had our age milled, 

And o'er this nation ſuch confu ſion ſpread; 
The only cure which could from heaven ct 
Was ſo much pow'r and picty in one [down 
One, whoſe extraction from an ancient line 
Gives hope again that well-born men may thine 
The meaneR, in your nature mild and good; 


The noble, reſt ſecured in your blood, 05 
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i wonder'd, how you hid in peace 
dune proportion d to fach things as theſe; 
How ſuch a ruling ſp'rit you could reſtrain, 

And practiſe firſt over yourſelf to reign. 

.- wivate life did a juſt pattern give, 
E e, pious ſons, ſhould live ; 
Born to command, your princely virtues ſlept, 
Like humble David's, while the flock he kept. 


pit when your troubled country call'd you forth, 
Your laming courage and your matchleſs worth, 
Dusling the eyes of all that did pretend. 

To fierce contention gave a proſp rous end. | 


Gill as you riſe, the ſtate, exalted too, 

Tinds no diſtemper while tis chang'd by you; 

Chang d like the world's great ſcene! when with- 
out noiſe | 

The ring fun night's vulgar lights deſtroys. 


Had you, ſome ages paſt, this race of glory 

Run, with amazement we-ſhould read your ſtory ; 
But living virtue, all achievements paſt, 

Meets envy ſtill to grapple with at laſt. 

This Cæſar found; and that ungrateful age, 

With lofing him, went back to blood and rage: 
Vitaken Brutus thought to break their yoke, 
But cut the bond of union with that ſtroke. 


That ſun once ſet, a thouſand meaner ſtars 

Care a dim light to violence and wars; 

To ſuch a tempeſt as now threatens all, 

Did not your mighty arm prevent the fall. 

If Rome's great ſenate could not wicld that ſword, 

Which of the conquer'd world had made them 
Lord, new, 

What hope had ours, while yet their power was 

To rule victorious armics, but by you? 


You, that had taught them to ſubdue their foes, 
Could order teach, and their high ſp'rits compoſe: 
Toev'ry duty could their minds engage, 
Provoke their courage, and command their rage. 


do, when a lion ſhakes his dreadful mane, 
And angry grows, if he that firſt took pain 
To tame his youth, approach the haughty beaſt, - 
He bends to him, but trights away the reſt. 
As the vex'd world, to find repoſe, at laſt 
Itlelf into Auguſtus' arms did caft ; : 
do England now does, with like toil oppreſt, 
Her v cary head upon your boſom reſt. 
Then let the Muſes, with ſuch notes as theſe, 
lnttruct us what belongs unto our peace 
Tres battles they hereafter ſhall indie, 

nd draw the image of our Mars in fight; 
by of towns ſtorm d, of armics over-run, 
- mighty kingdoms by your conduct won; 
'0w, while you thunder'd, clouds of duſt did 
choke 
ontending troops, and ſeas lay hid in ſmoke. 


Lluſtrious acts high raptures do infuſe, 
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nd ey'ry - 
Ev TY Conqueror creates àa Mule ; 
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Here in low ſtrains your milder deeds we ſing; 
But there, my Lord ! we'll bays and olive bring 


To crown your head; while you in triumph ride 
O'er vanquiſh'd nations, and the ſea beſide; 
While all your neighbour-princes unto you, 
Like Joſeph's ſheaves, pay reverence and bow, 


$ 24. Cooper's Hill, DENHAM. 

QURE there are pocts which did never dream 
Upon Parnaſſus, nor did taſte the ſtream 

Of Helicon ; we therefore may ſuppoſe 
T hoſe made not poets, but the pocts thoſe. 
And as courts make not kings, but kings the court, 
So where the Muſes and their train reſort, 
Parnaſſus ſtands ; if I can be to thee 
A poet, thou Parnaſſus art to me. 
Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in my flight 
By taking wing from thy auſpicious height) 
Through vntrac'd ways and airy paths I fly, 
More boundleſs in my fancy than my eye: 
My eye, which ſwift as thought contracts the ſpace 
That lies between, and firſt ſalutes the place 
Crown'd with that ſacred pile, ſo vaſt, ſo high, 
That whether 'tis a part of earth or ſky 
Uncertain ſeems, and may be thought a proud 
Aſpiring mountain, or deſcending cluud, 
Paul's, the late theme of ſuch a Mule® whoſe flight 
Has bravely reach'd and ſoar d above thy height: 
Now ſhalt thou ftand, tho' ſword, or time, or hre, 
Or zcal more fierce than they, thy fall conſpire; 
Secure whilſt thee the beſt of poets fings, 
Preſerv'd from ruin by the beſt of kings. 
Under his proud ſurvey the city hes, 
And, like a miſt, beneath a hill doth riſe; 
Whoſe ſtate and wealth, the buſineſs and the crowd, 
Seem at this diſtance but a darker cloud;  _ 
And is, to him who rightly things eſtcems, 
No other in effect than what it feems: 
W here, with like haſte, tho'ſeveral ways they run, 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone ; 0 
While luxury and wealth, like war and peace, 
Are cach the other's ruin and increaſc ; 
As rivers loſt in ſeas ſome ſecret vein 
Thence reconveys, there to be loſt again. 
Oh happineſs of ſweet retir'd content! 
To be at once ſecure and innogent. 


M' ind ſor the next(where Mars with Venus dwells, _ 


Beauty with ſtrength) above the valley twells 


| Into my eye, and doth itſelf preſent 


With ſuch an eaſy and unforc'd aſcent, 


That no ſtupendous precipice denies 


Acceſs, no horror turns away our eyes; 
But ſuch a riſe as doth at once invite 
A pleaſure and a rev'rence from the fight. 


Thy mighty maſter's emblem, in whoie face 


Sat meckneſs, heighten'd with majeſtic grace; 
Such ſeems thy gentle height, made only proud 
To be the baſis of that pompous load, 

Than which a nobler weight no mountain bears, 
But Atlas only which ſupports the ſpheres. 

W hen Nature's hand this ground did thus advance, 
"Twas guided by a wiſer pow T than Chance; 


Marked 
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Mark'd out for ſuch an uſe, as if 'twere meant 
T' invite the builder, and his choice prevent. 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we chooſe 
Folly or blindneſs only could refufe. 

A crown of ſuch majeſtic tow 'rs doth grace 
The gods' great mother, when her heav'nly race 
Do homage to her; yet the cannot boaſt, 
Among that numerous and celeſtial hoſt, 

More heroes than can Windſor ; nor doth Farme's 
Immortal book record more noble names. 

Not to look back fo far, to whom this iſle 

Owes the firſt glory of fo brave a pile, 
Whether to Cæſar, Albanact, or Brute, 

The Britiſh Arthur, or rhe Daniſh Cnute, 


(Though this of old no leſs conteſt did move, 


"Than when for Homer's birth ſeven cities ſtrove), 
(Like him in birth, thou ſhouldſt be like in fame, 
As rhine his fate, if mine had been his flame) 
But whoſot'er it was, Nature deſign d | 
Firſt a brave place, and then as brave a mind, 
Not to recount thoſe ſey'ral kings, to whom 

It gave a cradle, or to wiom a tomb; 

But thee, great Edward, and thy greater ſon *, 
(The lilies which his father wore he won), 
And thy Bellona +, who the conſort came 

Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame, 

dhe to thy triumph led one captive king ft, 

And brought that ion which did the ſecond bring}. 
Then didſt thou found that order (whether love 
Or victory thy royal thoughts did move), 

Each was a noble cauſe, and nothing lets 

Than the deſign has been the great ſucceſs: 
Which foreign Kings and emperors eſteem 

The ſecond honour to their diadem. 

Had thy great deſtiny but given thee ſkill 

To know, as well as pow to act, her will; 
That from thoſe kings, who then thy captives were, 
In after- times ſhould ſpring a royal pair, 

Who ſhould poſſeſs all that thy mighty pow'r, 
Or thy deſires more mighty, did devour; 

To whom their better fate reſerves whate'er 
"The victor hopes for, or the vanquiſh'd fear; 
That blood which thou andthygreatgrandſire ſhed, 
And all that fince theſe ſiſter nations bled, 

Had been unſpilt, had happy Edward Known 


*That all the blood he ſpilt had been his own. 


When he that patron choſe, in whom are join'd 


Soldier and martyr, and his arms conſin'd 


Within the azure circle, he did ſeem 
But to forctcl and prophecy of him 


Who to his realms that azure round hath join'd, 


Which Nature for their bound at firſt deſign'd; 
That bound which to the world's extremeſt ends, 
Endlefs ittelf, its liquid arms extends. 

Nor doth he need thoſe emblems which we paint, 
But is himſelf the ſoldier and the faint. 

Here ſhould my wonder dwell, and here my praiſe, 
But my fix'd thoughts my wand'ring eye betrays, 
Viewing a ncighb ring hill, whoſe top of late 

A chapel crown'd, till in the common fate 

"FI adjoining abbey fell (may no ſuch ſtorm . 
Fall on our times, where ruin mult rctorm 1). 


Al 
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Tell me, my Muſe, what monſtrous dire 
What crime, could any Chriſtian King incc 
To ſuch a rage? Was 't luxury, or luſt 7 
Was he fo temperate, fo chaſte, ſo juſt} . 
Were theſe their crimes? They were ee, 
But wealth is crime enough to him tha; » _ 
Who, having ſpent the treaſures of his 0 
Condemns their luxury to feed his own, 
And yet this act, to varniſh o'er the \hame 
Of ſacrilege, muſt bear Devotion's name, 

No crime ſo bold but would be underſtood 
A real, or at lcaft a ſeeming, good: 

Who fears not to do ill yet fears the name 
And, free from conſcience, is a ſtave to fe 
Thus he the church at once protects and ſpoils 
But princes ſwords are {harper than their yl 
And thus to th' ages paſt he makes amends - 

Their charity deſtroys, their faith defends, 
Then did religion in a lazy cell, 

In empty, airy contemplations dwell; 

And, like the block, unmoved lay: but ours, 
As much too active, like the ſtork derours, 

Is there no temperate region can be known 
Betwixt their frigid and our torrid zone ? 
Could we not wake from that lethargic dream, 
But to be reſtleſs in a wort extreme? 

And for that lethargy was there no cure, 

But to be caſt into a calenture ? 

Can knowledge have no bound, but muk advance 
So far, to make us with for ignorance; 

And rather in the dark to grope our way, 
Than lcd by a falſe guide to err by dar : 
Who fces theſe diſmal heaps, but would demand 
What barbarous invader ſack'd the land? 
zut when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 
This deſolation, but a Chriſtian king; 

When nothing but the name cf ze} appears 
Tu ixt our beſt actions and the worſt of theirs; 

What does he think our facrilege would ſpare, 

When ſuch th' effects of our devations arc! 

Parting from thence 'twixt anger, ſhame, aud fat. 

Thoſe for what's paſt, and tins for what 5 too nar, 

My eye, deſcending from the hill, ſurveys 

Where Thames among the wanton valicys trays, 

Thames, the moſt lov'd of all the Ocean s tons 


' 
crown, 


By his old fire, to his erabraces runs; 
Haſting to pay his tribute to the fea, 


| Like mortal life to meet eternity. 


Tho! wich thoſe ftreams he no reſemblance “, 
Whole foam is amber, and their gravel gold; 
His geuvine and Jeſs guilty wealth. t' explore, 
Search not his bottom, but furvey his ſhore; 
O'er which he kindly ſpreads his ſpacious wn 


| And latches plenty for th' enſuing ſpring : 


Nor then deftrovs it with too fond a ftay, 
Like mothers who their infants overlay ; 

Nor with a ſudden and nnpetuous wave, 

Like profuſe kings, reſumes the wealth he gave. 
No unexpected inundations ſpoil Bs 
The mower's hopes, or mock the plowman's wil 


| But godlike his unwearicd bounty flows; 


+ Edward III. and the Black Prince. { Queen Philippa, f The kings of France and Scot 


Firſt loves to do, then loves the good he does. 


y 
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Nor are his bleſſings to his banks confin 4, | 
But free and common, as the ſea or wind; 

hen he, to boaſt or to diſperſe his ſtores, 

Full of the tributes y * grin res 

| ; and in his 
. * and — both Indies ours; 
Finds wealth where ' tis, beſtows it where it wants, 
Cirics in deſarts, wood in cities, plants. 

H that to us no thing, no place is ſtrange, 

While his fair boſom is the world's exchange. 

0 could I flow like thee, and make thy ſtream 
Me great example, as it is my theme ! 


8 


Tuo deep, yet clear; tho gentle, yet not dull; 
drang without rage, without o'crflowing full. 
lcaren her Eridanus no more ſhall boaſt, | 
Whoſe fame in thine, like leſſer current, 's loſt ; 
Thy nobler ſtreams ſhall viſit Jove's abodes, 
To ſhine among the ſtars *, and bathe the gods. 
Here nature, whether more intent to pleaſe 
Vs for herſelf, with ſtrange varieties 
{For things of wonder give no leſs delight 
To the wiſe Maker's than beholder's fight : 
Tho' theſe delights from tev'rel cauſes move; 
For ſo our children, thus our friends we love), 
Wiſely ſhe knew, the harmony of things, 
A; well as that of ſounds, from diſcord ſprings. 
Such was the diſcord which did firſt diſperſe 
Form, order, beauty, through the univerſe ; 
Uhile dryneſs moiſture, coldneſs heat reſiſts, 
All that we have, and that we are, ſubſiſts. 
While the ſteep horrid roughneſs of the wood 
Strives with the gentle calmneſs of the flood, 
Such huge extremes when nature doth unite, 
Wonder trom thence reſults, from thence delight: 
The ſtream is fo tranſparent, pure, and clcar, 
That had the ſelf-enamour'd youth gaz'd here, | 
So fatally deceiv'd he had not been, 8 
While he the bottom, not his face, had ſeen. 
But his proud head the airy mountain hides 
Among the clouds; his ſhoulders and his ſides 
à ſhady mantle clothes; his curled brows 
Frown on the gentle ſtream, which calmly flows; 
While winds and ſtorms his lofty forehead beat, 
The common fate of all that's high or great. 
Low at his foot a ſpacious plain is plac d, 
Between the mountain and the ftream embrac'd; 
Which ſhade and ſhelter from the hill derives,” 
While the kind river wealth and beauty gives ; 
And in the mixture of all theſe appcars | 
| Vanity, which all the reſt endears. 
This ſcene had ſome bold Greck or Britiſh bard 
Peheld of old, what ſtorics had we heard 
Or friries, ſatyrs, and the nymphs their dames, 
Their feaſts, their revels, and their am'rous flames! 
Tis ftill the fame, althou zh their airy ſhape 
| All but 2 quick poetic ſight eſcape, 
here Faunus and Sylvanus keep their courts 
And thither all the horned hoſt reſorts 
T9 Fraze the ranker mcad, that noble herd, 
” whole ſublime and ſhady fronts is rear d 
are s great maſter- piece; to thew how ſoon 
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Here have I ſcen the King, when great affairs 
Gave leave to ſlacken and unbend his cares, 
Attended to the chace by all the flow'r 

Of youth, whoſe hopes a nobler prey devour : 
Pleaſure with praiſe, and danger they would buy, 
And with a foe that would not only fly. 

The ſtag, now conſcious of his fatal growth, 
At once indulgent to his fear and floth, 
To ſome dark covert his retreat had made, 
Where nor man's eye nor heaven's ſhould invade 
His ſoft repole ; when th unexpected ſound 

Of degs, and men, his wakeful ear does wound: 
Rous'd with the noiſe, he ſcarce believes his car, 
Willing to think th' illuſions of his fear | 
Had given this falſe alarm, but ſtraight his view 
Confirms, that more than all he fears is true. 


| Betray'd in all his ſtrengths, the wood beſet 


All inſtruments, all arts of ruin met; 8 
He calls to mind his ſtrength, and then his ſpeced, 
His winged heels, and then his armed head; _ 
With theſe t avoid, with that his fate to meet: 
Bur fear prevails, and bids him truſt his feet. 


| So faſt he flies, that his reviewing eye 


Has loſt the chacers, and his car the cry; 
Exulting, till he finds their nobler ſenſe 
Their diſproportion'd ſpced doth recompenſe ; 
Then curſes his conſpiring feet, whoſe ſcent 
Betrays that fafety which their ſwiftneſs lent. 


Then tries his friends; among the baſer herd, 


Where he ſo lately was obey'd and fear'd, 

His ſafety ſecks: the herd, unkindly wiſe, 

Or chales him from thence, or from him flies; 
Like a declining ſtateſman, left forlorn 

To his friends pity, and purſuers ſcorn 
"With ſhame remembers, while himfelf was one 
Of the ſame herd, himſelf the ſame had done. 
Thence to the coverts and the conſcious groves, 
The ſcenes of his paſt triumphs and his loves ; 
Sadly ſurveying where he rang'd alone 

Prince of the ſoil, and ali the herd his own 
And, like a bold knight-errant, did proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame ; 

And taught the woods to echo to the {tream 
His dreadful challenge and his claſhing beam. 
Yet faintly now declines the fatal ſtrife, 

So much his love was dcarer than his life. 


| Now ev'ry leaf and ev'ry moving breath 
| Prefents a foe, and ev'ry foe a death. 


Wearied, forſaken, and purſued, at laſt 

All fafery in deſpair of ſafety plac'd, 
Courage he thence reſumes, reſolv'd to bear 
All their affaults, ſince 'tis in vain to fear. 
And now, too late, he withes for the fight 
That ſtrength he waſted in ignoble flight: 
But when he fees the eager chace renew'd, 


1 Himiclt by dogs, the dogs by men purſued, 


He ſtraight revokes his bold reſolve, and more 
Repents his courage than his fear before; 
Finds that uncertain ways unſafeſt are, 

And doubt a greater miſchief than deſpair. 
Then tothe ſtream, when neither friends, nor force, 


Orea: things are made, but ſooner are undone, | 


* The 


Fereſ, 


Nor ſpeed, nor at avail, he ſhapes his courſe ; 


T kinks. 
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Thinks not their rage ſo deſp'rate to eſſay 

An element more mercileſs than they. 

But f. arleſs they purſue, nor can the flood 
Quench their dire thirſt; alas,they thirſt for blood! 
So towards a ſhip the oar-finn'd gallies ply, 
Which wanting ſea to ride, or wind to fly, 
Stands but to fall reveng'd on thoſè that dare 
Tempt the laſt fury of extreme deſpair. 

So fares the ſtag among th' enraged hounds, 
Repels their force, and wounds returns for wounds. 
And as a hero, whom his baſer focs 

In troops ſurround, now theſe aſſails, now thoſe; 


Though prodigal of life, diſdains to die 


By common hands; but if he can deſcry 
Some nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 


And begs his fate, and then contented falls: 


So when the king a mortal ſhaft lets fly 
From his unerring hand, then glad to die, 
Proud of the wound, to it reſigns his blood, 
And ftains the cryſtal with a purple flood. 


'This a more innocent and happy chace, 


Than when of old, but in the ſelf-ſame place, 


Fair liberty purſued “*, and meant a prey 

To lawleſs pow'r, here turn'd and ſtood at bay. 
When in that remedy all hope was plac'd, 
Which was, or ſhould have been at leaſt, the laſt, 
Here was that charter ſeal'd, wherein the crown 
All marks of arbitrary pow'r lays down: 
Tyrant and flave, thoſe names of hate and fear, 
The happier ſtyle of king and {ſubject bear: 
Happy, when both to the ſame centre move, 
When kings give liberty, and ſubjects love. 
"Therefore not long in force this charter ſtood; 


Wanting that ſeal, it muſt be ſeal'd in blood. 


"The ſubjects arm'd, the more their princes gave, 
"Fh' advantage only took the more to crave : 
Till kings by giving give themſelves away, 
And ev'n that pow'r that ſhould deny hetray. 
*+ Whogivcs conſtrain'd, but his own fear reviles; 
« Notthank'd, but ſcorn'd; nor are they gifts, but 
— Tn | | 
Thus kings, by graſping more than theycould hold, 


Firſt made their ſubjects by oppreſſion bold 
And pop'lar ſway, by forcing kings to give 
More than was fit for ſubjects to receive, 


Ran to the fame extremes: and one excels 
Made both, by ſtriving to be greater, leſs. 
When a calm river, rais'd with ſudden rains, 


Or ſnows diſſolv'd, o'crflows th* adjoining plains, 


The huſhandmen with high-rais'd banks ſecure 
Their greedy hopes; and this he can endure. .. 
But if with bays and dams they ftrive to force 
His channel to a new or narrow courſe, | 
No longer then within his banks he dwells ; 
Firſt to a torrent, then a deluge ſwells : 
Stronger and hercer by reſtraint he roars, | ſhores. 
And knows no bound, but makes his pow'r his 


S 25. On Mr. Abraham Cowley's Death and Bu- 
rial among ft the ancient Poets, DENHA. 
O Chaucer, like the morning ſtar, 
To us diſcovers day from far, 


* Runny Mead, 


His light thoſe miſts and clouds diffoly'g 


| But, he deſcending to the ſhades, 


| Old mother Wir and Nature gave 


— 
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Which our dark nation long involy'g ; 


Darkneſs again the age invades, 

Next (like Aurora) Spenſer roſe, 
Whoſe purple bluth the day foreſhews; 
The other three with his own fires 
Phcebus, the poet's god, inſpires ; 

By Shakeſpeare's, Jonſon's, Fletcher's lines 
Our ſtage's luſtre Rome's outſhines ; 
Theſe poets ncar our princes ſleep, = 
And in one grave our manſion keep. 
They liv'd to ſee ſo many days, 

Till time had blaſted all their bays; 
But curſed be the fatal hour 
That pluck'd the faireſt, fweeteſt flow'r 
That in the muſc's garden grew, 

And amongſt wither'd laurels threw. 
Time, which made their fame out-live, 
To Cowley ſcarce did ripeneſs give. 
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Shakeſpear and Fletcher all they have; 
In Spenſer, and in Jonſon, art 
Of ſlower nature got the ſtart; 
But both in him ſo equal are, | 

; 5 
None knows which bears the happicſt ſhare, 
To him no author was unknown, 
Yet what he wrote was all his own; 
He melted not the ancient gold, 
Nor, with Ben Jonſon, did make bold 
To plunder all the Roman ſtores 
Of poets and of orators : | 
Horace's wit, and Virgil's ſtate, 
He did not ſteal, but emulate ! 
And when he would like them appear, 
Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear: 
He not from Rome alone, but Greece, 
Like Jaſon, brought the golden fleece; 
To him that language (though to none 
Of th” others) as his own was known, 
On a ſtiff gale (as Flaccus fings) 
The Theban ſwan extends his wings: 
When thro' th' ethereal clouds he flies 
To the fame pitch our ſwan doth riſe ; 
Old Pindar's flights by him are reach d, 
When on that gale his wings are ſtretch'd: 
His fancy and his judgment tuch, 
Each to the other feem'd too much; 
His ſevere judgment (giving law ) 
His modeſt fancy kept in awe: 

As rigid huſbands jealous are, ; 
When they believe their wives too fair. 
His Engliſh ſtreams ſo pure did flow, 

As all that faw and tafted know. 
But for his Latin vein, fo clear, 
Strong, full, and high, ir doth appears 
Thar were immortal Virgil here, | 
Him for his judge he would not fear; 
Of that great portraiture, fo true 
A copy pencil never drew. 
My mule her ſong had ended here, 
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But both their Genii ſtraight appear, 
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* x ens: hr through more bodies paſs ; 
Secing fuch tranſmigration there, 
che thought it not 2 fable here. 
dach a relemblance of all parts, 
Life, death, age, fortune, nature, arts; 
Then lights her torch at theirs, to tell, 
And ſhew the world this parallel: 
Fix'd and contemplative their looks, 
Sill turning over nature s books 3 
Their works chaſte, moral, and divine, 
Where profit and delight combine 3 
They, gilding dirt, in noble verſe 
Ruſtic philoſophy rehearſe. 4 
When heroes, gods, or godlike kings 
They praiſe, on their exalted wings 
To the celeſtial orbs they lim 
And with th' harmonious ſpheres keep time: 
Nor did their actions fall behind | | 
Their words, but with like candour ſhin'd ; 
Fach drew fair characters, yet none 
Of theſe they feign'd excels their own. 
Bath by two generous princes lov'd, 
Who knew, and judg'd what they approv'd. 
Yet having each the tame deſire, 
oth from the buſy throng retire. | 
Their bodies, to their minds reſign'd, 
Car'd not to propagate their kind: 
Yet though both tell before their hour, 
Tine on their offspring hath no pow'r; _ 
Nor tire nor fate their bays ſhall blaſt, 
Nor death's dark veil their day o'ercaſt. 


9 26. An EJay on Tranſlated Verſe. BT 
Bo EARL OF ROSCOM MON. 
PAPPY that author whoſe correct effay ® 


| ** Repairs ſo well our old Horatian way: 

Ard happy you, who (by propitious fate) | 
On great Apollo's ſacred ſtandard wait, 

And with ſtrict diſcipline inſtructed right, 

Vave lcarn'd to uſe your arms before you fight. 
ut once the preſs, the pulpit, and the ſtage, 

Conſpire to cenſure and expoſe our age; 

Provok'd too far, we reſolutely muſt, 

To the few virtues that we have, be juſt. 

Furwhohavelong'd or who have labour'd more 

To ſearch the treaſures of the Roman ſtore, ö 

Or dig in Grecian mines for purer ore ? 

The nobleſt fruits, tranſplanted in our iſle, 

With early hope and fragrant bloſſoms ſinile. 

Familiar Ovid tender thoughts inſpires, _ 

And nature ſeconds all his ſoft deſires : 
heocritus does now to us belong; | 

— Albion's rocks repeat his rural ſong. 

wa has not heard how Italy was bleſt 

— ove the Medes, above the wealthy Eaſt ? 
r Gallus ſong, ſo tender and ſo true, 

* n Lycoris might with pity view! [ hearſe, 
1 rer nymphs attend their Daphnis' 

docs not Weep that reads the moving verſe? 


* John Sheffield Duke of Buckingham, 


on 


But hear, oh hcar, in what cxalted ſtrains 
Sicilian Muſes through theſe happy plains 
Proclaim Saturnian times—our own Apollo 
P 
When France had breath'd after inteſtine broils, 
And peace and conqueſt crown'd her foreign toils, 
{ There (cultivated by a royal hand) 
Learning grew faſt, and ſpread, and bleſs'd the land; 
The choiceſt books that Rome or Grecce have 
known, 
Her excellent tranſlators made her own ; 
And Europe ſtill conſiderably gains 
Both by their good example and their pains. 
From hence our generous emulation came z 
| We undertook, and we perform'd the ſame, 
But now we ſhew the world a nobler way, 
And in tranſlated verſe do more than they; 
Serene and clear harmonious Horace flows, 
With {ſweetneſs not to be expreſs'd in proſe : 
| Degrading proſe explains his meaning ill, 
And ſhews the ſtuff, but not the workman's {kill : 
I (who have ſerv'd him more than twenty years) 
| Scarce know my maſter as he there appears. 
Vain are our ncighbours hopes, and vain their 
cares; 

The fault is more their language's than theirs: 
Tis courtly, florid, and abounds in words 
Of ſofter ſound than ours perhaps affords; 

But who did ever in French authors ſce 
The comprehenſive Englith energy? 


| The weighty bullion of one fierling line, 


| Drawn to French wire, would thro' whole pages 
ſhine. | 

I ſpeak my private but impartial ſenſe, . 

With freedom, and 1 hope without offence ; 

| For Il] recant when France can ſhew me wit 

| As ſtrong as ours, and as ſuccinctly writ. 

Tis true, compoting is a nobler part; 

But good tranſlation is no eaſy art. | 

For though materials have long ſince been found, 

Yet both your fancy and your hands are bound; 

| And by improving what was writ before, 

Invention labours leis, but judgment more. 
The foil intended for Pierian ſeeds 


_ | Muſt be well purg'd from rank pedantic weeds. 


Apollo ftarts, and all Parnaſſus ſhakes, | 

At the rude rumbling Baralipton makes. 

For none have been with admiration read, | 

But who (beſide their learning) were well bred. 
The firſt great work (a taſk perform'd by few). 

Is, that yourſelf may to yourſelf be true: 

| No maſk, no tricks, no favour, no reſerve; 

Diſſect your mind, examine ev'ry nerve. 

W hoever vainly on his ſtrength depends, 

| Begins like Virgil, but like Mzvius ends. 

That wretch (in ſpite of his forgotten rhymes) 

| Condemn'd to live to all fucceeding times, 

With pompous nonſenſe and a bellowing ſound, 

Sung lofty Ilium tumbling to the ground. 

And (if my Muſe can through paſt ages ſec) 

That noiſy, nauſcous, gaping fool was he; 

Exploded, when, with univerſal ſcorn, 


The mountains labour'd and a mouſe was born. 
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Learn, learn, Crotona's brawny wreſtler cries, 
Avdacious mortals, and be timely wiſe ! 


Tis IT that call, remember Milo's end, 


Wedg'd in that timber which he ſtrove to rend. 

Each poet with a diff rent talent writes; 

One praiſes, one inſtructs, another bites; 

Horace did nc'er afpire to Epic bays, 

Nor lofty Maro ſtoop to Lyric hays. 

Examine how your humour 15 inclin'd, 

And which the ruling paſſion of your mind; 

Then, ſeek a poet who your way does bend, 

And chooſe an author as you chooſe a friend ; 

United by this ſympathetic bond, 

You grow familiar, intimate, and fond; 

Yourthoughts, your words, your ſtyles, your ſouls 
agree, 

No longer his interpreter, but he. 

With how much eaſe is a young Muſe betray'd! 
How mice the reputation of the maid ! N 
Your carly, king, paternal care appears, 

By chaſte inſtruction of her tender years. 
The firſt impreſſion in her infant breaſt 
Will be the deepeſt, and ſhould be the beſt. 
Let not auſterity breed ſervile fear, 
No wanton found offend her virgin car. 
Seeure from fooliſh pride's affected ſtate, 
And ſpecious flattery's more pernicious bait, 
Habitual innocence adorns her thoughts ; 
But your neglect muſt anſwer for her faults. 
Immodeſt words admit of no defence; 
For want of decency is want of ſenſe. 
What mod'rate fop would rake the Park or ſtews, 
Whoamong troops of faultleſs nymphs tiny chooſe? 
Varicty of ſuch is to be found; 
Take then a ſubject proper to expound: 
But moral, great, and worth a poet's voice, 
For men of ſenſe deſpiſe a trivial choice: 
And ſuch applauſe it muſt expect to meet, 
As would ſome painter bufy in a ſtreet, 
To copy bulls and bears, and cy'ry ſign 
That calls the ſtaring ſots to naſty wine, 
Yet tis not all to have «4 ſubiect good, 
Ir muſt delight us when 'tis underſtood. 
He that brings fulſome objects to my view 
(As many old have done, and many new) 
With nauſeous images my fancy fills, | 
And all goes down like oxymel of ſquills. 
Inſtruct the liſt'ning world how Maro fings 
Of uſeful ſubjects and of lotty things. 
Theie will ſuch true, ſuch bright ideas raiſe, 
As merit gratitude as well as praiſe: | 
But foul deſcriptions are offcenfive ſtill, 
Either for being uke, or being ill. | 
For who, withont a qualm, hath ever lock'd 
On holy garbage, though by Homer cook'd ? 
Whole railing heroes, and whoſe wounded Gods, 
Make ſome luſpect he Tnores as well as nods, 
But I offend Virgil begins to frown, 
And Horace looks with indignation down; 
My >luſhing Muſe with conſcious fear retires, 
And whom they like implicitly admires. 

On ſure foundations let your fabric riſe, 

And with attradite majeſty {urpriſe, 
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Sublime ideas and apt words infuſe; 


| Some here, ſome there, may hit the poet's mind; 


— 


Approach his altars with religious fear, 


q 


And peace and joy attend the glorious gucft. 


Book If, 


Not by affected meretricious arts, 


But ſtrict harmonious ſymmetry of parts; \ 

Which through the whole inſcn{ibly mug 6 . 

With vital heat to animate the mass: Res J 

A pure, an active, an avſpiciou; flame, | 

| And bright as heaven, from whence the bleſſing | 
came ; n 


But few, oh few, ſouls pre- ordain'd by fue 
The race of Gods, have reach'd that envied * he 
No rebel Titan's facrilegious crime, " 
By heaping hills on hills, can hither climb: 
The grizly ferryman of hell denied 
Eneas entrance, till he knew his guide: 
How juftly then will impious mortals fal, 
Whote pride would ſoar to heaven without x ca 
Pride (of all others the moſt dang'rous fault) 
Proceeds from want of ſenſe or want of luck, 
The men who labour and digeſt things molt, 
Will be much apter to deſpond than boa# : 
For if your author be profoundly good, 
"E will coſt you dear before he's underſtocd. 
How many ages fince has Virgil writ! 
How few arc they who underſtand him yet! 


No vulgar deity inhabits there: | 
Heaven ſhakes not more at Jove's imperial no, 
Than poets ſhould before their Mant wn gul, 
Hai, mighty Macro ! may that facred name 
Kindle my breaft with thy celeſtial flame; 
(Muſe! 
The Muſe inſtruct my voice, and thou inſyire the 
What J have inſtanc'd only in the beſt, 
Js, in proportion, true of all the reſt. 
Take pains the genuine meaning to explore, 
There ſweat, there ſtrain, tug the laborious car; 
Scarch cv'ry comment that your care can find, 


Yet be not blindly guided by the throng 

The mutkirude is always in the wrong. 
When things appear unnatural or hard, 
Confult your author, with himſelf compar; 
Wio knows what blefling Phoebus may bete, 
And future ages to your labour owe? | 
Such ſecrets are not caſily found out; 

But, once diſcover'd, leave no room for doubt. 


* 


Truth ſtamps conviction in your raviſh'd href, 
ruth ſtill is one; truth is divinely bright; 
No cloudy doubts obfcure her native light; 
VWhile in your thoughts you find the leaſt debate, 

You may confound, but never can tranllate. 


| Your ſtyle will this through all diſgniſes ſhew, 


For none explain more cicarly than they bud. 
He only proves he undorſtands a x,, 
Whoſe expoſition leaves it unperplex'd. 
They who tov faithfully on names in fit, 
Ratlier create than diſhpate the miſt; 

And grow unjuſt by being over-nicc, 

( For ſuperſtitious virtue turns to Vice). 

Let Crallus“ * ghoſt and Labienus tell 
How twice in Parthian plains their 1egions fell. 
Since Rome hath been fo jealous of her fme, 


That few know Pacorus' or Monates name. 


Words 


Words in one language elegantly us d, 
will hardly in another be excus d. 2 7 
And ſome that Rome admir d in Cæſar's time, 
May neither ſuit our genius nor our clime. 
The genuine ſenſe, intelligibly told, 
chews a tranſjator both diſcreet and bold. 
Excurſions are inexpiably bad; 
1nd tis much ſafer to leave out than add. 
Abſtruſe and myſtic thoughts you muſt expreſs } 


With painful care, but ſeeming eaſineſs; 
Th! nean Muſe, when ſhe appears in ſtate, | 
| 


rortruth ſhines brighteſt thro theplaineſt dreſs, 
Makes all Jove's thunder on her verſes wait; 
Yer writes ſometimes as ſoft and moving things 
4s Venus ſpeaks, or Philomela ſings. 
Your author always will the beſt adviſe, 
Fail when he falls, and when he riſes riſe. 
Afected noiſe is the moſt wretched thing 
That to contempt can empty ſcribblers bring. 
Vowels and accents, regularly plac'd, 
On even ſyllables (and ſtill the laſt) 
Though groſs innumerable faults abound, | 
lu ſpice of nonſenſe, never fail of ſound. - | 
But this is meant of even verſe alone, 
A; being moſt harmonious and moſt known : 
Fer if you will unequal numbers try, | 
There accents on odd ſyllables muſt lie. 
Whatever ſiſter of the foams” Nine 
Does to your ſuit a willing ear incline, 
Urge your ſucceſs, deſerve a laſting name, 
She'll crown a grateful and a conſtant flame 
But if a wild uncertainty prevail, | 
And turn your veering heart with ev'ry gale, 
You loſe the fruit of all your former care 
For the ſad proſpect of a juſt deſpair. 
A quack (too ſcandalouſly mean to name) 
Had, by man-midwifery, got wealth and fame : 
As if Lucina had forgot her trade, | 
The labouring wife 1nvokes his ſurer aid. 
Well-ſeaſon'd bowlssthe goſſip's ſpirits raiſe, 
Who, while ſhe guzzles, chats the doctor's praiſe; 
And largely what the wants in words ſupplies, 
With maudlin-eloquence of trickling eyes. 
But what a thoughtleſs animal is man | 
How very active in his own trepan |! 
For, greedy of phyſicians frequent fees, 
From female mellow praiſe he takes degrees; 
dtruts in a new unlicens'd gown, and then, 
From ſaving women, falls to killing men. 
Another ſuch had left the nation thin, 
In ſpite of all the children he brought in. 
His pills as thick as hand-granadbes flew ; 
And where they fell, as certainly they flew ; 
His name fruck every where as great a damp 
45 Archimedes through the Roman camp. 
Wich this, the doctor 's pride began to cool; 
or ſmarting ſoundly may convince a fool. 
* now repentance came too late for grace; 
And meager famine ſtar d him in the = | 
an would he to the wives be reconcil'd, 
ut found no huſband left to own a child. 
ho ends that got the brats were poiſon'd too; 
bar yp caſe, what could our vermin do ? 
with debts, and paſt all hope of bail, 
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And panting, Lo! the god, the 
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And there, with baſket-alms ſcarce kept alive, 
Shews how miſtaken talents ought to thrive. 

I pity, from my ſoul, unhappy men, 
Compell'd by want to proſtitute their pen; 
Who muſt, like lawyers, either ſtarve or plead, 
And follow, right or wrong, where guineas lead! 
But you, Pompilian, wealthy pamper'd heirs, 
Who to your country owe your ſwords and cares, 
Let no vain hope your eaſy mind ſeduce, 

For rich ill poets are without excuſe. 

Tis very dangerous, tampering with a muſe ; 
The protit's ſmall, and you have much to loſe : 
For though true wit adorns your birth or place, 
Degenerate lines degrade th' attainted race. 

No poet any paſſion can excite ea 
But what they feel tranſport them when. they write. 


Have you been led through the Cumæan cave, 


And heard the impatient maid divinely rave? 

I hear her now; I ſee her rolling eyes: 

the cries; 

With words not hers, and more than hum an ſound, 

She makes th' obedient ghoſts peep trembling tuo 
the ground. | 

But, tho' we muſt obey when Heaven commands, 

And man in vain the ſacred call withſtands, 

Beware what ſpirit rages in your breaſt ; 

For ten inſpir'd, ten thouſand are poſſeſt. 

Thus make the proper uſe of each extreme, 

And write with fury, but correct with phlegm. 


| As when the cheerful hours too freely paſs, 


And ſparkling wine ſmiles in the tempting glaſs, 
Your pulſe adviſes, and begins to beat | 


| Through ev'ry ſwelling vein a loud retreat: 


So when a mule propitiouſly invites, 


[ Improve her favours, and indulge her flights; 


But when you find thar vigorous heat abate, 
Leave off, and for another ſummons wait. 
Before the radiant ſun a glimmering lamp, 
Adulterate metals to the ſterling ſtamp, 
Appear not meaner than mere human lines, 
Compar'd with thoſe whoſe inſpiration ſhines : 


| Thele nervous, bold; thoſe languid and remiſs ; 
There, cold ſalutes; but here a lover's kiſs, 


Thus have I ſeen a rapid headlong tide 
With foaming waves the paſſive Soane divide 
Whoſe lazy waters without motion lay, [way. 


While he, with eager force, urg'd his impetueus 


The privilege that ancient poets claim, | 
Now turn'd to licence by too juſt a name, j | 
Belongs to none but an eſtabliſh'd fame, 45 
Which ſcorns to take it—— | 2 
Abſurd expreſſions, crude, abortive thoughts, 
All the lewd legion of exploded faults, 

Baſe fugitives, to that aſy lum fly, 

And ſacred laws with inſolence defy. 

Not thus our heroes of the former days 

Deſerv'd and gain'd their never- fading bays; 
For I miſtake, or far the greateſt part 2 

Of what ſome call neglect, was ſtudy's art. 
When Virgil ſeems to trifle in a line, 5 hs 
Tis like a warning-piece, which gives the ſign 

| To wake your fancy, and prepare your fight, - 
To reach the noble height of ſome wnuſual flight, 


© unpitied wretch lies rotting in a nil: 


I loſe my patience when, with ſaucy pride, 
| By untun'd ears I hear his numbers tried. | 
8 | PIR Reverſe 
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Reverſe of nature; ſhall ſuch copies then 
Arraign th' originals of Maro's pen; 

And the rude notions of pedantic ſchools 
Blaſpheme the ſacred founder of our rules ? 
"The delicacy of the niceſt ear 

Finds nothing harſh or out of order there. 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenſe ; 
The ſound is ſtill a comment to the ſenſe. 

A ſkilful ear in numbers ſhould pretide, 
And all diſputes without appeal decide: 
This ancient Rome and elder Athens found, 
Before miſtaken ſtops debauch'd the ſound. 

When, by impulſe from Heaven, Tyrtzus ſung, 
In drooping ſoldiers a new courage eg 
Reviving Sparta now the flight maintain'd, 
And what two gen'rals loſt, a poet gain'd. 

By ſecret influence of indulgent ſkies, 

Empire and poeſy together riſe. 

True poets are the guardians of the ſtate, 
And, when they fail, portend approaching fate. 
For that which Rome to conqueſt did inſpire, 
Was not the veſtal, but the muſe's fire; 
Heaven joins the bleſſings: no declining age 


Of many faults rhyme is perhaps the cauſe; 


| 


4 


| 


E'er felt the raptures of poetic rage. 


Too ſtrict to rhyme, we flight more uteful laws; 


For that, in Greece or Rome, was never known, 

Till by barbarian deluges o'erflown : 

Subducd, undone, they did at laſt obey, | 

And change their own for their invader's way. 

I grant that, from ſome moſly idol oak, ” 

In double rhymes our Thor and Woden ſpoke ; 

And by ſucceſſion of unlearned times, | 

As bards began, ſo monks rung on the chimes. 
But now that Phoebus and the ſacred Nine 

With all their beams on our bleſt iſland ſhine, 

Why ſhould not we their ancient rites reſtore, 

And be what Rome or Athens were before? 

Have forgot how Raphael's numerous proſe 

Lied our exalted fouls thro heavenly camps, 

And mark'd the ground where proud apoſtate 

5 © thrones ; T9 

< Defied Jehovah ! here, 'twixt hoſt and hoſt, 

(A narrow, but a dreadful interval) 

« Portentous ſight | before the cloudy van 

Satan with vaſt and haughty ſtrides advane'd, 

Came tow'ring arm'd in adamant and gold. 

© There bellow ing engines, with their fiery tubes, 


Diſpers'd æthereal forms, and down they fell 


* By thouſands, angels on archangels roll'd ; 
« Recover'd, to the hills they ran, they flew, 
« Which (with their ponderous load, rocks, 
© waters, woods), 5 
From their firm ſeats torn by the ſhaggy tops, 
They bore like ſhields before them through the 
© air, | 
© Till more incens'd they hurl'd them at their foes. 
All was confuſion, heaven's foundation ſhook, 
6 Threat'ning no leſs than univerſal wreck ; 
For Michael's arm main promontories flung, 
And over-preſs'd whole legions weak with fin : 
Yet they blaſphem'd and ſtruggled as they lay, 


EXTRACTS, 


| When man on many multiplied his kind, 


| His vigorous warmth did variouſly impart 


* 
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And (arm'd with vengeance s victor 
© (Effulgence of —— mn ſg — 
* Graſping ten thouſand thunders in his hand, 
* Drove th' old original rebels headlong down 
* And ſent them flaming to the vaſt abyſs,” : 


O may I live to hail the glorious day, 
And fing loud pæans through the crowded way 
When in triumphant ſtate the Britiſh Muſe, ” 
True td herſelf, ſhall barbarous aid refule, ; 
And in the Roman Majeſty appcar, 
Which none know better, and none come ſo nex, 


— 


$ 27. Abſalom and Achitopbel. Dxvnis, 


PP: pious times, ere prieſtcraft did begin, 
Before polygamy was made a fin; 
Ere one to one was curſedly confin'd ; 
When nature prompted, and no law. denied 
Promiſcubus uſe of concubine and bride; + 
Then Lirael's monarch, after Heaven's own heart 


To wives and flaves; and wide as his command, 
Scatter'd his Maker's image thrbugh the land, 
Michal, of royal blood, the crown did wear, 
A ſoil ungrateful to the tiller's care: 
Not fo the reſt ; for ſeveral mothers hore 
To godlike David ſeveral ſons before. 
Bur ſince, like flaves, his bed they did aſcend, 
No true ſucceſſion could their ſeed attend. 
Of all the numerous progeny, was none 
So beautiful, ſo brave, as Abſalom : 
Whether, inſpir'd by fome diviner luf, 
His father got him with a greater guſt , 
Or that his conſcious deſtiny made way, 
By manly beauty, to imperial fway. 
Early in foreign fields he won renown, 
With kings and ſtates allied to [frae!'s crown : 
In peace the thoughts of war he could remove, 
And ſeem'd as he were only born for love. 
Whate'er he did was done with fo much cate, 
In him alone 'twas natural to pleaſe : 
His motions all accompanied with grace; 
And paradiſe was open'd in his face. 
With ſecret joy indulgent David view'd 
His youthful image in his ſon renew'd : 
To all his wiſhes nothing he denied; 
And made the charming Annabel his bride. | 
What faults he had (for who from faults 15 net 
His father could not, or he would not ce. 
Some warm exceſſes which the law forbore, | 
Were conſtrued youth that purg'd by boiling 0) 
And Amnon's murder, by a ſpecious name, 
Was call'd a juſt revenge for injur d fame. 5 
Thus prais'd and lov'd the noble youth remain © 
While David undiſturb'd in Sion reign'd; 
But life can never be ſincerely bleſt : | 
Heaven puniſhes the bad, and proves the beſt, 
The Jews, a headftrong, moody, murmuring race, 
As ever tried th' extent and ſtretch of grace; , 
God's pamper'd people, whom, debauch d 
calc, 


* 


— 


L 


7 Till the great enſign of Mefliah blaz d, 


| * An Eſlay on Blank Verſe, out of Paradiſe Loſt, B. VI. Boles 


| 


No king could govern, nor no God could pleaſe 


Gods 


Sbox II. 
Gods they had tried of every ſhape and ſize, 


{miths could produce, or prieſts deviſe : 
—— too fortunately free, 
Began to dream they wanted liberty; 
And when no rule, no precedent, was found 
Of men by laws lels circumſcrib'd and bound, 
They led their wild defires to woods and caves, 
And thought that all but ſavages were ſlaves, 
They who, when Saul was dead, without a blow, 
Made fooliſh I amr ht _ —_— ; 

'ho baniſh'd David did from Hebron bring, 
1 2 gen' ral ſhout proclaim d him king: 
Thoſe very Jews, who at their very beſt 
Their humour more than loyalty expreſs d, 

Now wonder'd why fo long they had vbey'd 

An idol monarch, which their hands had made; 
Thought they might ruin him they could create, 
or melt him to that golden calf of ftate; 

But theſe were random boits : no Jn te deſign, 
Ver int'reft made the factious crowd to join: 

The ſober part of Iſracl, free from ſtain, 

Well knew the value of a peaceful reign A 

Ard, looking backward with a wiſe attright, 

Saw ſeams of wounds diſhoneſt to the ſigtit: 

In contemplation of whoſe ugly ſcars, 

They curs'd the NT = civil _ 

The mod'rate fort of men thus qualified, 

Inclin d the balance to the better fide : 

And David's mildneſs manag'dit fo well, 

The bad found no occaſion to rebel. 

But when to fin our biaſs'd nature leans, 

The careful devil is ſtill at hand with means; 
Ard providently pimps for ill defires : 

The good old cauſe reviv'd a plot requires. 

Plots true or falſe are neceſſary things 

To raiſe up commonwealths, and ruin kings. 

Th inhabitants of old Jeruſalem 
Were Jebufites ; the town ſo call'd from them; 
And theirs the native Vight—— 18 
But when the choſen people grew more ſtrong, 
The rightful cauſe at length became the wrong; 
And ev'ry loſs the men of Jebus bore, 

They {till were thought God's enemies the more. 

3 or — well or ill content, 
zomit they muſt to David's government: 
Impoveriſh'd, and depriv'd of all command 

Their taxes doubled as they loſt their land X | 

And, what was harder yet to fleſh and blood, 

Their ou: diſgrac'd, and burnt like common 

W | 


This ſet the heathen prieſthood in a flame ; 
For prieſts of all religions are the ſame. 
Of whatſoe'er deſcent their godhead be, 
ock, ſtone, or other homely pedigree, 
In his defence his ſervants are as bold 
As if he had been born of beaten gold. 
ne Jewiſh rabbins, though their enemies, 
n this conclude them honeſt men and wile : 
1 was their duty, all the learned think, 
3 pouſe his cauſe by whom they eat and drink. 
4 m hence began that plot, the narion's curſe, 
«0 11 1tlelf, but repreſented worſe ; | 
—_y in extremes, and in extremes decricdʒ; 
un oaths affirm'd, with dying vows denied; 


- 


Not weigh! : 1 
N d nor winnow'd by the multitude 


N walou d in the mals, unchew'd and crude. 
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Some truth there was, but daſh'd and brew'd with 
To pleaſe the fools, and puzzle all the wiſe. [lyes, 
Succeeding times did equal folly call, | 
Believing nothing, or believing all. 

Th' Egyptian rites the Jebuſites embrac'd ; 
Where gods were recommended by their taſte, 
Such ſavoury deities muſt needs be good, 

As ſerv'd at once for worſhip and for food. 

By force they could not introduce theſe gods; 
For ten to one in former days was odds. | 
So fraud was us'd, the facrincer's trade: 

Fools are more hard to conquer than perſuade. 
Their buly teachers mingled with the Jews, 
And rak'd for converts even the court and ſtews: 
Which Hebrew prieſts the more unkindly took, 
Becauſe the fleece accompanies the flock, | 
Some thought they God's anointed meant to ſlay 
By guns, invented fince full many a day : 

Our author ſwears it not ; but who can know 
How far the devil and Jebuſites may go? 
This plot, which fail'd for want of common ſenſe, 
Had yet a deep and dangerous conſequence : 

For as, when raging fevers boil the blood, 


| The ftanding lake toon floats into a flood, 
| And every hoftile humour, which before 


Slept quiet in its channels, bubbles o'er; 
So ſev'ral factions from this firſt ferment, 
Work up to foam, and threat the government. 


Some by their friends, more by themſelves _ 


thought wile, \ | | | 
Oppos'd the pow'r to which they could not riſe. 
Some had in courts becn great; and thrown from 
| thence, | e 
Like fiends, were harden'd in impenitence. 
Some, by their monarch's fatal mercy, grown 
From pardon'd rebels kinſmen to the throne, 
Were rais'd in pow'r and public office high : _ 
Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men could tie. 
Of theſe the falſe Achitophel was firſt ; 
A name to all ſucceeding ages curſt : 
For cloſe deſigns and crooked counſels fit; 
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit; 
Reſijeſs, untix'd in principles and place; 
In pow'r unpleas'd, impatient of diſgrace: 


Fretted the pigmy-body to decay, 

And v'er-inform'd the tenement of clay. 

A daring pilot in extremity ; 

Plees'd with the danger when the waves went high, 
He tought the ſtorms ; but, for a calm unfit, 


A fiery ſoul, which, working out its way, | 


| Would ſteer too nigh the ſands to boaſt his wit. 


Great wits are ſure to madneſs ncar allied, 
And thin partitions do their bounds divide; 


Elſe why ſhould he, with wealth and honour bleſt, 
{| Refuſe his age the needful hours of reſt ? 15 


Puniſh a body which he could not pleaſe; 


| Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of caſe ? | 


And all to leave what with his toil he won 
To that unfeather'd two-legg'd thing, a Son 
Got, while his ſoul did huddled notions try, 
And born a ſhapeleſs Lump, like anarchy. - 
In friendſhip falſe, unplacable in hate; 
Reſolv'd to ruin or to rule tle ſtate. | 


To compaſs this, the triple bond he broke; | 
The pillars of the public ſafety ſhook ; 8 


And fitted Iſrael for 2 forcign ycke: 


S 2 | Tien 


- 1 Kit 
ES 7 — 
1 r 
— 


— >5 
— : 


— 


= >a. I — ES 5 — 
—————— A P 


| 
7 
* 
, it 
} 
Wl 


EM eee EE. or 


[ 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
! 
| 
| 
j 
U 
t 


269 


Then, ſeiz'd with fear, yet ſtill affecting fame, 
Uſurp'd a patriot's all- atoning name. 

So eaſy ſtill it proves, in factious times, 

With public zcal to cancel private crimes. 

How fafe is treaſon, and how ſacred ill, 

Where none can fin againſt the people's will! 
Where crowds can wink, and no offence be known, 
dince in another's guilt they find their own ! 
Yet fame deferv'd no enemy can grudge : | 
The ſtateſman we abhor, but praile the judge. 
In Iſrael's courts ne er fat an Abethdin | 
With more diſcerning eyes, or hands more clean, 
Unbrib'd, unſought, the wretched to redreſs, 
Swift of diſpatch, and eafy of acceſs. 

Oh ! had he been content to ſerve the crown 
With virtues only proper to the gown ; 


Or had the rankneſs of the ſoil been freed 


From cockle, that oppreſs d the noble ſecd; 
David for him his tuneful harp had ſtrung, 
And heaven had wanted one immortal ſong. 
But wild ambition loves to ſlide, not ſtand ; 
And fortune's ice prefers to virtue's land. 
Achitophel, grown weary to poſſeſs 


A lawful fame, and lazy happinels, 
Diſdain'd the golden fruit to gather free, 


And lent the crowd his arm to ſhake the tree. 
Now, manifeſt of crimes contriv'd long ſince, 
He ſtood at bold defiance with his prince; 
Held up the buckler of the people's cauſe 


Againſt the crown, and ſculk'd behind the laws. 


The wiſh'd occaſion of the plot he takes; 

Some circumſtances finds, but more he makes. 
By buzzing emiſſaries fills the ears 

Of lift'ning crowds with jealouſies and fears 

Of arbitrary counſels brought to light, 

And proves the King himſelf a Jebuſite. | 
Weak arguments! which yet, he knew full well, 
Were ſtrong with people caſy to rebel. 

For, govern'd by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Tread the ſame track when ſhe the prime renews; 
And once in twenty vears, their ſcribes record, 
By natural inſtin& they change their lord. 
Achitophel ſtill wants a chief, and none 

Was found ſo fit as warlike Abſalom. 

Not that he with'd his greatnets to create, 

For politicians neither love nor hate : 

But, for he knew his title not allow'd 


Would keep him ſtill depending on the crowd: 
That kingly pow'r, thus cbbing out, might be 


Prawn to the dregs of a democracy. 

Him he attempts with ſtudied arts to pleaſe, 

And-ſheds his venom in ſuch words as theſe : 
Aufpicious prince! at whoſe nativity 

Some royal planct rul'd the ſouthern iky ; 

Thy longing country's darling and deſire; 

Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire; 

Their ſecond Moſes, whoſe extended wand 

Divides the ſeas, and Mews the promis'd land; 

Whoſe dawning day, in ev'ry diſtant age, 

Has exercis d the ſacred prophet's rage: 

The people's prayer, the glad divincr's theme, 

The young men's viſion, and the old men's 

dream! | 


Thee, Saviour, thee the nation's vows confeſs, 


And, never ſatisfied with ſecing, bleſs: 


7 


ö 


— 
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1 


Had thus old David, from whoſe loins you fpring, 


| 


| 


; 


And with ſuch odious aid make David weak. 


| Given by the love of all your native land, 


| Drawn from the mouldy rolls of Noah's ark. 
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Swift unbeſpoken pomps thy ſteps procta; 
And ſtamm'ring babes 46 tau htte lh * 
How long wilt thou the gen ral joy detain 
Starve and defraud the people of thy rein; 
Content ingloriouſly to paſs thy days, ; 
Like one of Virtue's fouls that feed on Praiſe; 
Till thy freſh glories, which now ſhine fo de 
Grow ſtale, and tarniſh with our daily fen; 
Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit muſt be 
Or gather'd ripe, or rot upon the tree. 
Heaven has to all allotted, ſoon or late, 
Some lucky revolution of their fate; 
Whoſe "> if we watch and guide wih 
ſkill, : : 
For human good depends on human will, 
Our fortune rolls as from a ſmooth deſcent, 
And from the firſt impreſſion takes the bent: 
But, if unſeiz'd, ſhe glides away like wind, 
And leaves repenting folly far belund. 
Now, now ſhe meets you with a glorious prize, 
And ſpreads her locks before you as the flies, 


Not dar'd when fortune call'd him to be king, 
At Gath an exile he might ſtil remain, 
And Heaven's anointing oil had been in vain, 
Let his ſucceſsful youth your hopes engage; 
But ſhun th' example of declining age : 
Behold him fetting in his weſtern ſkies, 
The ſhadows length ning as the vapours riſe, 
He is not now, as when on Jordan's fand * 
The joyful people throng'd to fee him land, 
Covering the beach, and blackening all the 
ſtrand ; | 
But, like the prince of angels, from his height 
Comes tumbling downward with diminiſh'd light: 
Betray'd by one poor plot to public ſcorn; 
Our only bleſſing ſince his curſt return: 
Thoſe heaps of people which one ſheat did bind, 
Blown off and ſcatter'd by a puff of wind. 
What ſtrength can he to your deſigns oppoſe, 
Naked of friends, and round beſet with fors ? 
If Pharoah's doubtful ſuccour he ſhould uſe, 
A foreign aid would more inceyſe the Jews: 
Proud Egypt would diſſembled friendſhip bring, 
Foment the war, but not ſupport the king 
Nor would the royal party e'er unite 
With Pharaoh's arms t'aſſiſt the Jebuſite; 
Or, if they ſhould, their intreſt ſoon would break, 


All forts of men, by my ſucceſsful arts, 
Abhorring kings, eſtrange their alter'd hearts 
From David's. rule: and 'tis their genera! cr7, 
Religion, commonwealth, and liberty. | 
[f you, as champion of the public good, 
Add to their arms a chief of royal blood, 
What may not Iſrael hope, and what applauſe 
Might fuch a gen'ral gain by ſuch a caule: 
Not barren praiſe alone, that gaudy flow r 
Fair only to the fight, but ſolid power; 

And nobler is a limited command, 


Than a ſucceſſive title, long and dark, 
What cannot praiſe effect in mighty minds, 


When flattery ſoothes, and when ambition _ 


— 
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ici Why am I ſcanted by a niggard birth? 
Deſire of pon r, ** 2 & 3 My yr diſclaims the kindred of her earth; 
Vet ſprung from 23 when men aſpire, And, made for empire, whiſpers me within, 
In God tis i 00 much of heavenly fire. Deſire of greatnels is a godlike ſin. 3 
'Tis but a ſpa — e Him ſtaggering ſo when hell s dire agent ound, 
Th _— = —— in his frame, While fainting virtue ſcarce maintain'd her 
— hee Ted from virtue's ways, ground, 


; es i lies: 

i d debauch'd with | He pours freſh forces in, and thus replies: 

F the ill [ praiſe. | Th eternal God, ſupremely good and wile, 
d 5 


Aer : arts not theſe prodigious gifts in vain : 

For royal blood — „ rw 1 w at wonders ans reſerv's to bleſs your reign ! 
He thus replied * en liberty Againſt your will your arguments have ſhewn, 
To take up e — unqueſtion'd right ; Such virtuc's only giv'n to guide a throne, : 

My father oder and mankind's delight; Not that your father's mildneſs I contemn; 
27 juſt, obſervant of the laws; But manly force becomes the diadem. 


d his cauſe. | TI Il they crave; . 
; 7 ſpous d his cauſe. | Tis true he grants the people a p 
be C FO bs ol bis — reign? | And more perhaps than ſubjects ought to have: 


Au . bs wa iſh grants ſuppoſe a monarch tame, 
Who fues for juſtice to his _ r 1 = 1 —— than his wit proclaim. 
What millions has he pardon'd of * — But when thould people firivetheirbonds tobreak, 
Whom juſt revenge did to his wrat — N If not when kings are negligent or weak? 
Mild, caſy, humble, ſtudious of wank j Let him give on till he can give no more, 
lnclin d to mercy, and averle from ſai 1 I The thritty ſanhedrim ſhall keep him poor; 
If mildneſs ill with ſtubborn Iſrael ſuit, And ev'ry ſhekel which he can receive 
His crime Is God's beto Fate Nen : Shall coſt a limb of his prerogative. 
What could he gain his people to betray, | To ply him with new plots thall be my care, 
Or change his right for arbitrary ſway ? | Or is him deep in ſome expenſive war; i 
la honghey Fharaen curls with fuck a.reign Whi ch when his treaſure can no more ſupply, # 
His fruitful Nile, and yoke a ſervile train. He mat with the remains of kingſhip, buy 15 
Err nnn n e d ee d wee ee. . 
The dog-ſtar heats their brains to this diſcaſe. e Pharaoh's penſioners ; | 
Why then ſhould J, encouraging the bad, FR fury from bis aid has torn, 1 
Pre He ſhall be naked left to public ſcorn. ö 
— * ns ny 3 . The next ſucceſſor, whom I fear and hate, f 
preſs d the Jews, and rais ; * | have made obnoxious to the ſtate; "al 
Well might I mourn ; but nature's holy bands | My nnn 5 overthrow; "| 
Would — my * oy ＋ my hands: 3 a . TRE pu OT mig" 3 | 
The people might aſſert their li * Js lt F. . 3 
But * was right in them were crime in me. . x AY . ſold; 15 
His favour leaves me nothing to require, * P . : id draw _ 5 
. . Till time ſhall ever-wanting David draw | 
nents my; wither, and ts Tg io To paſs your doubtful title into law ; 5 
What more can I expect while David lives? 3 paſs J „ Kt 
© ts kingly diaders he , pers ing, To make their king; for kings are made for them, bi 
And —_— here he paus'd; then, hing, | All empire is no more than pow'r in truſt, | 
ſaid— ; I ; longer juſt. Ai 
ls juſtly deftin'd for a worthier head. Which, when velumn % * e * 4 1 
For wr Aa my father from his toils ſhall reſt, | Succeſſion, for the 0 youu cn_ % 10 
And late augment the number of the bleſt, In its own get p a Ko oo | ö 
His lawful iſſue ſhall the throne aſcend, | 8 alt ring 2 mes 4 wa daa grieve. Cchoſe, 4 
Or the collateral line, where that ſhall end. i erde one 11 know their pow'r : ere Saul they 
[is brother, though oppreſs'd with vulgar ſpite, | The Jews 2 king, and God they durſt depoſe. 1 
Vet dauntleſs, and ſecure of native right, God was their kin S7 ee eee | 
Glen royal virtue ſtands poſteſt; Ty er Are — 2 of future fame 5 
Seil dear to all the braveſt and the beſt. A tarher . 2 : hat univerſal call, | 
His courage foes, his friews his truth proclaim; 55 Ay 5 Aud ſubmitted, 3 all. 
= —_ the king, the world his fame. _ 1 e enchant your generous mind; 
ercy e en th offending crowd will find; Or le eee 
For ſure he comes of a forgiving kind. Tis nature's trick to 1 Page malay a 
Why ſhould I then repine at Heaven's decree, | Our fond 2 T pats oſterity. ? 
uch gives me no pretence to royalty ? A AE her chr ae hen Chad 
Yet, oh that fate, propitiouſly inclin'd, Or let his Kindneſs by t HS" 
ad rais'd my birth, or had debas'd my mind ! | Or let him lay his vain pre , 15 be bis 
0 my lar | | God ſaid, he loy'd your father; could he bring 
my large ſoul not all her treaſure lent, ay” int him king? 
And then betray'd it to a mean deſcent ! A better proof than to 4 th . thevherd well 
I find, I find my mounting ſpirits bold It ſurely ſhew'd he lo d the ſhephe F 
avid? Te : ef flock as Iſrael, 
d David's part diſdains my mother's mould, | Who pave fo fair a flock 


S 3 5 Would 


ͤ—ůàE:çͥ— — 26 — —— — — —äñäͤ— — — — —-—— 


— —— — — —— — — —— 


; 
' 
| 
| 
' 
| 
| 


262 


Would David have you thought his darling ſon, 
What means he then to alienate the crown ? | 
The name of Godly he may bluſh to bear: 

Is t after God's own heart to cheat his heir ? 
He to his brother gives ſupreme commaud, 

'To you a legacy of barren land ; | 
Perhaps th' old harp on which he thumps his lays 
Or ſome dull Hebrew ballad in your praiſe. 
Thea the next heir, a prince ſeverc and wiſe, 
Already looks on you with jcalous eyes ; 

Sees through the thin diſguiſes of your arts, 
And marks your progreſs in the people's hearts; 
Though now his mighty foul its grief contains: 
Ile meditates revenge who leaſt complains : 

And like a lion, flumb'ring in the way, 
Or flecp diſſembling while he waits his prey, 


His fearle's focs within his diſtance draws, 


Conſtrains his roaring, and contracts his paws ; 


Till at the laſt, his time for fury found, 


He ſhoots with ſudden vengeance from theground; 
The proſtrate vulgar paſſes o'er and ſpares, 
But with a lordly rage his hunters tears. 
Your caſe no tame expedients will afford: 
Reſolve on death, or conqueſt by the ſword, 
Which for no leſs a ſtake than life you draw; 
And felf-defence is nature's eldeſt law. 

Leave the warm people no confidering time ; 
Far then rebellion may be thought a crime. 
Avail yourſelf of what occaſion gives, 

But «ry your title while your father lives: 
And, that your arms may have a fair pretence, 
Proclaim you take them in the king's defence; 


Whole facred life each minute would expoſe 


To plots, from ſeeming friends and ſecret foes. 
And who can ſound the depth of David's foul ? 
Perhaps his fear his kindneſs may controul. 

He fears his brother, though he loves his ſon, 
For plighted vows too late to be undone. 


Tf fo, by force he wiſhes to be gain'd: 


Like women's lechery to ſcem conſtrain'd. _ 
Doubt not: but, when he moſt affects the frown 
Commit a pleaſing rape upon the crown. 
Secure his perſon to ſecure your cauſe : 
They who poſſeſs the prince poſſeſs the laws. 
He ſaid : and this advice, above the reſt, 
With Abſalom's mild nature ſuited beſt ; 
nblam'd of life, ambition ſet aſide, 
Not ſtain'd with cruelty, nor puff d with pride. 
How happy had he been, if deſtiny | 
Had higher plac'd his birth, or not fo high 
His kingly virtues might have claim'd a throne, 
And blaſs'd all other countries but his own. 
But charming greatneſs ſince fo few refuſc, 
is juſter to lament him than accuſe. 
Strong were his hopes a rival to remove, 
With blandiſhments to gain the public love: 
To head the faction while their zcal was lot, 
And populariv proſecute the plot. 
To tarther this, Achitophel unites 
The malcontents of all the Iſraelites ; 
Whoſe eitertng partics he could wiſely join, 
For ſeveral ends, to ſerve the ſame deſign. 
The beſt, and of the princes ſome were ſuch, 
Who thought the power of monarchy too much; 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


The Solymzan rout ; well vers'd of old 


Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong; 


That ev'ry man with him was God or Devil. 


Book Il, 


Miſtaken men, and patriots in their ; 
Not wicked, but che by r 
Ry theſe the ſprings of property were ben 
And wound to high, they crack'd the governmen 
The next for intereſt ſought t embroil the ta, 
To fell their duty at a dearer rate, ; 
And make their Jewiſh markets of the throge. 
Pretending public good to ſerve their own, * 
Others thought kings an uſeleſs heavy load 
Who coft too much, and did too little good. 
| Theſe were for laying honeſt David by, 
On principles of pure good huſbandry, 
Wich them join'd all th'haranguers of the threy 
That thought to get preferment by the tongue, 
Who follow next, a double danger bring, 
Not only hating David, but the king; 


In godly faction, and in treaſon bold; 
Cow'ring and quaking at a conq'ror's ſword, 
But lofty to a lawful prince reftor'd; 
Saw with diſdain an Ethnic plot begun, 

And ſcorn'd by Jebuſites to be outdone, 

Hot Levites headed theſe ; who pull'd before 
From th' ark, which in tac judges days they bore, 
Reſum'd their cant, and with a zealous cry 
Purſued their old belov'd theocracy : | 
Where ſanhedrim and prieſt enflav'd the nation, 
And juſtified their ſpoils by inſpiration; 

For who ſo fit to reign as Aaron's race, 

If once dominion they could found in grace? 
Theſe led the pack, though not of ſureſt ſcent, 
Vet deepeſt mouth'd againſt the government. 
A num'rous hoſt of dreaming ſaints lucceed, 
Of the true old enthuſiaſtic breed: 

'Gainſt form and order they their pow'r employ, 
Nothing to build, and all things to deſtroy 
But far more numerous was the herd of ſuch 
Who think too little, and who talk too much; 
Theſe out of mere inſtinct, they knew not why, 
Ador'd their fathers' God and property; 
And, by the ſame blind benefit of fate, 

The devil and the Jebuſfite did hate: 

Born to be ſav'd, ev'n in their own deſpite, 
Becauſe they could not help believing right. 
Such were the tools : but a whole Hydra more 
Remains of ſprouting heads too long to ſcore. 
Some of their chiefs were princes of the land: 
In the firſt rank of theſe did Zimri ſtand 3 

A man fo various, that he ſeem'd to be 

Not one, but all mankind's epitome: 


Was ev'ry thing by ſtarts, and nothing long; 
But in the courſe of one revolving moon 

Was chemiſt, fidler, ſtateſman, and buffoon ; 
Thenall for women, painting, rhyming, drinking, 
Beſides ten thouſand freaks that died in thinking, 
Bleſt madman ! who could ev'ry hour employ, 
With ſomething new to wiſh, or to enjoy. 
Railing and praiſing were his uſual themes; | 
And both, to ſhew his judgment, in extremes: 
So over-violent, or over-civil, 


In ſquand'ring wealth was his peculiar art: 


Nothing went unrewarded but deſert. 


Beggar 
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Aby fools, whom ſtill he found too late; | With ſpiritual food he fed his ſervants well, 


2 1 25 and they had his eſtate, But free from fleſh that made the Jews rebel : 
He laugh -d himſelf from court; then ſought relief And Moſes' laws he held in mare account, 

zy forming parties, but could ne' er be chief: For forty days of faſting in the mount. | 
Fir ſpite of him, the weight of buſineſs fell To ſpeak the reſt, who better are forgot, 

On Abſalom and wiſe Achitophel : Would tire a well-breath'd witneſs of the plot. 
Thus, wicked but in will, of means bereft, Yet, Corah, thou ſhalt from oblivion paſs; 

He left not faction, but of that was left. Erect thyſelf, thou monumental braſs, 


Titles and names 'twere tedious to rehearſe, | High as the ſerpent of thy metal made, 
of lords, below the dignity of verſe, [ beſt: } While nations ſtand ſecure beneath thy ſhade. 
Wits, warrions, commonwealths-men, were the | What though his birth were baſe, yet comets 


Kind huſbands and mere nobles all the reſt. | riſe | 
And therefore, in the name of dulneſs, be From earthly vapours ere they ſhine in ſkies, 
The well-hung Balaam and cold Calcb free : Prodigious actions may as well be done 


And canting Nadab let oblivion damn, By weaver's iſſue, as by prince's ſon. | 

ho made new porridge for the paſchal lamb, 1 his arch-atteſtor for the public good, 

Let friendſhip's holy band ſome names aſſure; | By that one deed, ennobles all his blood. 

dome their own worth, and ſome let ſcorn ſecure, | Who ever aſk'd the witneſs's high race, 

Nor ſhall the raſcal rabble here have place, Whoſe oath with martyrdom did Stephen grace? 
Whom kings no title gave, and God no grace; | Ours was a Levite ; and, as times went then, 
Not bull-fac'd Jonas, who could ſtatutes draw His tribe were God Almighty's gentlemen. 


To mean rebellion, and make treaſon law. Sunk were his eyes, his voice was harſh and loud; 
But he, though bad, js follow'd by a worſe, Sure ſigns he neither choleric was, nor proud: 
The wretch who Heaven's anointed dar'd tocurſe; | His long chin prov'd his wit; his faint-like grace 
Shimei, whoſe youth did early promiſe bring | A church vermilion, and a Moſes? face, _ 
Of zeal to God, and hatred to his king, His memory, miraculouſly great, | 

Did wiſely from expenſive fins refrain, | Could plots, exceeding man's belief, repeat: 

And never broke the Sabbath but for gain : Which therefore cannot be accounted lyes, 

Nor ever was he known an oath to vent, | For human wit could never ſuch deviſe. | 

Or curſe, unleſs againſt the government. Some future truths are mingled in his book ; 


Thus heaping wealth by the moſt ready way But where the witneſs fail'd, the prophet ſpoke ; 
Among the Jews, which was to cheat and pray ; | Some things like viſionary flights appcar; 
The city, o reward his pious hate I The ſpirit caught him up the Lord knows where; 


Againſt his maſter, choſe him magiſtrate, And gave him his rabbinical degree, 

His hand a vaſe of juſtice did uphold ; | Unknown to foreign univerſity. | 

His neck was loaded with a chain of gold. His judgment yet his memory did excel; 
During his office treaſon was no crime; Which picrc'd his wondrous evidence fo well, 
The ſons of Belial had a glorious time: | And ſuited to the temper of the times, 

For Shimei, though not prodigal of pelf, Then groaning under Jebuſitic crimes. | 

Vet lov'd his wicked neighbour as himſelf. Let Tiracl's fors ſuſpect his heavenly call, 


Againſt the monarch of Jeruſalem, Our laws for ſuch affronts have forfcits made : 
duuimei was always in the midft of them: He takes his life who takes away his trade. 
And, if they curs'd the king when he was by, | Were I myſelf in witneſs Corah's place, 

Would rather curſe than break good company. | The wretch who did me ſuch a dire diſgrace 


When two or three were gather'd to declaim | And raſhly judge his writ apocryphal ; 


If any durſt his factious friends accuſe, Should whet my memory, though once forgot, 
He pack d a jury of diſſenting Jews; To make him an appendix of my plor. | 
Whoſe fellow-feeling in the godly cauſe | His zeal to Heaven made him his prince deſpiſe, 
Would free the ſuff ring ſaint from human laws, | And load his perſon with indignitics. 

For laws are only made to puniſh thoſe- But zcal peculiar privilege affords, 

Who lerve the King, and to protect his foes. Indulging latitude to deeds and words : 

If any leiſure time he had from pow'r, And Corah might for Agag's murder call, 
Becauſe *tis ſin to miſemploy an hour, In terms as coarſe as Samuel us'd to Saul, 

His buſineſs was, by writing to perſuade What others in his evidence did join, 

That kings were uſeleſs, and a clog to trade : The beſt that could be had for love or coin, 
And, that his noble ſtyle he might reſine, In Corah's own predicament will fall: 

No Rechabite more ſhunn'd the fumes of wine. | For Witneſs is a common name to all. | 
Chaſte were his cellars, and his ſhrieval board Surrounded thus with friends of ev'ry ſort, 
The grolineſs of a city feaſt abhorr'd ; Deluded Abſalom forſakes the court: 


is cooks, with long diſuſe, their trade forgot ; | Impatient of high hopes, urg'd with renown, 
2 was his Kitchen, though his brains were hot. | And fir'd with near poiſeſſion of a crown. 
uch frugal virtue malice may accuſe; Th' admiring crowd are dazzled with ſurpriſe, 
ut ſure 'twas neceſſary to the Jews : And on his goodly perſon feed their eyes. 
= ons once burnt, ſuch magiſtrates require | His joy conceal'd, he ſets himſelf to ſhow ; 
s dare not tempt God's providence by gre, On each fide bowing popularly low: 
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His looks, his geſtures, and his words he frames, 
And with familiar eaſe repeats their names. 
Thus form'd by nature, furniſh'd out with arts, 
He glides unfelt into their ſecret hearts, 

Then with a kind compaſſionating look, 

And ſighs, beſpeaking pity ere he ſpoke, 

Few words he ſaid; For eaſy thoſe and fit, 
More ſlow than Hybla-drops, and far more ſweet. 
I mourn, my countrymen, your loſt eſtate ; 

Though far unable to prevent your fate: 
Behold a baniſh'd man for your dear cauſe 
Expos'd a prey to arbitrary laws ! | 

Yet oh! that I alone could be undone, 

Cut off from empire, and no more a ſon ! 
Now all your liberties a ſpoil are made; 
Egypt and Tyrus intercept your trade, | 
And Jebuſttes your ſacred rites invade. 

My father, whom with rev'rence yet I name, 
Charm'd into eaſe, is careleſs of his fame ; 
And, brib'd with petty ſums of foreign gold, 
Is grown in Bathſheba's embraces old; 

Exalts his enemies, his friends deftroys 

And all his pow'r againſt himſelf employs. 
He gives, and let him give, my right away : 


But why ſhould he his own and yours betray ? 
He, only he, can make the nation bleed, 


And he alone from my revenge is freed, 


Take then my tears (with that he wip'd his eyes), 


*Tis all the aid my preſent pow'r ſupplies : 

No court-informer can theſe arms accuſe ; 

Theſe arms may ſons againſt their fathers uſe : 

And 'tis my wiſh the next ſucceſſor's reign 

May make no other Iſraelite complain. 
outh, beauty, graceful action, ſeldom fail; 

But common int'reſt always will prevail: 

And pity never ceaſes to be ſhewn 

Lo him who makes the people's wrongs his own. 

The crowd, that ſtill believe their kings oppreſs, 

With lifted hands their young Meſſiah bleſs 

Who now begins his progreſs to ordain 

With chariots, horſemen, and a num'rous train : 


From eaſt to weſt his glories he diſplays, 


And, like the ſun, the promis'd land ſurveys. 
Fame runs before him as the morning ſtar, 
And ſhouts of joy ſalute him from afar: _ 
Fach houſe receives him as a guardian god, 
And confecrates the place of his abode. 

Bur hoſpitable treats did moſt commend 

Wife Iſſachar, his wealthy weſtern friend. 

This moving court, that caught the people's eyes, 
And ſcem'd but pomp, did other ends diſguiſe; 


Achitophel had form d it, with intent 


Jo ſound the depths, and fathom where it went, 
The people's hearts diſtinguith friends from foes, 


And try their ſtrength before they came to blows. 


Yet all was colour'd with a ſmooth pretence 


Of ſpecious love, and duty to their prince, 


Religion, and redreſs of grievances, 


Iwo names that always cheat and my pleaſe, 


Are often urg'd ; and good king David's life 
Endanger'd by a brother and a wife. 

Thus in a pageant ſhow a plot is made; 
And peace itſelf is war in maſquerade. 

Oh fooliſh Ifracl! never warn'd by ill! 


Srill the ſame bait, aud circumvented kill! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book It; 
Did ever men forſake their preſent eaſe ; 
In midſt of health imagine a diſeaſe; _ 
Take pains contingent miſchiefs to foreſee. 
Make heirs for monarchs, and for God decree? 
What ſhall we think? Can people give away, 
Both for themſelves and ſons, their nati;e — n 
Then they are left defenceleſs to the ſwercd 
Of each unbounded arbitrary lord: 

And laws are vain, by which we right enjoy 
If kings unqueſticn'd can thoſe laws deſtrof. 
Yet if the crowd be judge of fit and mt; 
And kings are only officers in truſt, 

Then this reſuming cov'nant was declar'd 
When kings were made, or is for ever barr'd. 
If thoſe who gave the ſceptre could not tie 

By their own deed their own poſterity, 
| How then could Adam bind his future race 
How could his forfeit on mankind take place? 
Or how could heavenly juſtice damn us all, 
Who ne'er conſented to our father's fall! 
Then kings are ſlaves to thoſe whom they com- 

mand, 

And tenants to their people's pleaſure ſtand, 
Add, that the pow'r for property allow'd 

Is miſchicvouſly ſeated in the crowd: 

For who can be ſecure of private right, 

If ſovereign ſway may be diffolv'd by might! 
Nor is the people's judgment always true: 
The moſt may err as grotsly as the few; 
And faultleſs kings run down by common cry, 
For vice, oppreſſion, and for tyranny. 
What ſtandard is there in a fickle rout, 
Which, flowing to the mark, runs faſter out? 
Nor only crowds, but ſanhedrims may be 
Infected with this public lunacy, | 
And ſhare the madneſs of rebellious times, 
To murder monarchs for imagin'd crimes. 
If they may give and take whenc'er they pleaſe, 
Not kings alone, the Godhcad s images, 
But government itſelf, at length muſt fall 
To nature's ſtate, where all have right to all. 
Yet, grant our lords the people kings can make, 
What prudent men a ſettled throne would ſhake? 
For whatſoe'er their ſufferings were before, 
That change they covet makes them ſufler more, 
| All other errors but diſturb a ſtare ; 
But innovation is the blow of fatc. 
If ancient fabrics nod, and threat to fall, 

To patch their flaws, and buttreſs up the wall, 
Thus far 'tis duty: but here fix the mark; 
For all beyond it is to touch the ark. 

To change foundations, caſt the frame anew, 
Is work for rebels, who baſe ends purſue; 

At once divine and human laws controul, 
And mend the parts by ruin of the whole, 
The tamp'ring world is ſubject to this curſe, 
To phyſic their diſcaſe into a worſe | 

Now what relief can righteous David bring! 

How fatal 'tis to be too good a king! The 
Friends he has few, ſo high the madyeſs grows; 
Who dare be ſuch muſt be the people þ focs. 
Vet ſome there were, ev'n in the wort of days 
some let me name, and naming 1s to praile. 
In this thort file Barzillai firſt appears3 


yy” ae rr 3 nd with years . 
Barziilai, crown'd with Ronour 4 Long 


Book I. 


riſing rebels he withſtood 

Long 23 beyond the Jordan's flood : 
Tfocranately brave to buoy the ſtate; 
But finking underneath his maſter's fate.: ; 
In exile with his odlike prince he mourn'd 3 
For him he ſufler d, and with him return d. 
The court he praCtis'd, not the courtier's art : 
Large was his wealth, but larger was his heart ; 
Which well the pobleſt objects knew to chooſe, 
The fighting warrior, and recording Muſe. 
His bed could orice a fruitful iſſue boaſt; 
Now more than half a father's name is loſt. 
Hl eldeſt hope, with ev'ry grace ade di. 
By me (fo Heaven will have it) always mourn d 
And always honour d, ſnatch'd in manhood's prime 
B' unequal fates, and providence's crime : | 
Yet not before the goal of honour won, 
All parts fulfill'd of ſubject and of ſon: 
gail was the race, but ſhort the time to run. 

0h narrow circle, but of pow'r divine, 

Scanted in ſpace, but perfect in thy line! 

By ſea, by land, thy matchleſs worth was known, 
Arms thy delight, and war was all thy own : 
Thy force infus'd the fainting Tyrians propp'd: 
And haughty Pharaoh found his fortune ſtopp'd. 
Oh ancient honour ! oh unconquer'd hand, 
Whom foes unpuniſh'd never could withſtand |! 
But Iſrael was unworthy of his name: 
Short is the date of all immod”rate fame. 
It looks as Heaven our ruin had defign'd, 
And durſt not truſt thy fortune and thy mind. 
Now, free from earth, thy diſencumber'd foul 
Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and 

ſta le: . 
From ho 5 kindred legions mayſt thou bring, 
To aid the guardian angel of thy king. 
Here ſtop, my Mule, here ceaſe thy painful flight: 
No pinions can purſue immortal height : 
Tell good Barzillai thou canſt fing no more, 
And tell thy ſoul ſhe ſhould have fled before: 
Or fled the with his life, and left this verſe 
To hang on her departed patron's hearſe? 
Now take thy ſteepy flight from heaven, and ſce 
If thou canſt find on earth another he: 
Ancther he would be too hard to find; 
See then whom thou canſt ſee not far behind. 
LZadoc the prieſt, whom, flunning pow'r and 
place, | | 

lis lowly mind advanc'd to David's grace. 
With him the Sagan of Jeruſalem, 
Of hoſpitable ſoul, and noble ſtem; . 
Him of the weſtern dome, whoſe weighty ſenſe 
Flows in fit words and heavenly eloquence. 
| The prophet's ſons, by ſuch example led, 

Jo learning and to loyalty were bred : 

or colleges on bountcous kings depend; 
And never rebel was to arts: a friend. 

0 thoſe ſucceed the pillars of the laws ; 
o bt can plead, and beſt can judge, a cauſe. 
Dent taem a train of loyal peers aſcend ; 
Sarp-judging Adriel, the Muſes friend, 

micit a Muſe : in ſanhedrims debate 


2 to his prince, but not a ſlave cf ſtate; 
Wm 
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Jotham of piercing wit, no pregnant thought ; 
Endued by nature, and by learning taught, 

To move aſſemblies, who but only tried 

The worſe awhile, then choſe the better ſide: 
Nor choſe alone, but turn'd the balance too; 

So much the weight of one brave man can do. 
Huſhai, the friend of David in diſtreſs ; 

In public ſtorms of manly ſtedfaſtneſs : 

By foreign treaties he inform's his youth, 

And join'd experience to his native truth. 

His frugal care ſupplied the wanting throne ; 
Frugal for that, but bounteous of his own : 
Tis caſy conduct when exchequers flow; 

But hard the taſk to manage well the low: 

For ſov'reign pow'r is too depreſs'd or high, 
When kings are forc'd to ſell, or crowds to buy. 
Indulge one labour more, my weary Muſe, 

For Amiel: who can Amiel's praiſe refuſe ? 
Of ancient race by birth, bur nobler yet 

In his own worth, and without title great : 
The fanhedrim long time as chief he rul'd, 
Their reaſon guided, and their paſſion cool'd ; 
So dext'rous was he in the crown's defence, 
So form'd to ſpeak a loyal nation's ſenſe, 

That, as their band was Iſrael's tribes in ſmall, 
So fit was he to repreſent them all. 

Now raſher charioteers the ſeat aſcend, - 

Whole looſe carcers his ſteady ſkill commend : 
They, like th' unequal ruler of the day, 
Miſguide the ſeaſons, and miſtake the way ; 
While he withdrawn at their mad labours Aale, 
And ſafe enjoys the ſabbath of his toils. 


Of worthies, in the breach who dar'd to ſtand, 
And tempt th' united fury of the land. 


| With grief they view'd ſuch pow'rful engines bent 


To batter down the lawful government : 


| A num'rous faction, with pretended frights, 


In ſanhedrims to plume the regal rights ; 


| The true ſucceſſor from the court remov'd; 


The plot by hireling witneſſes improv'd. 
Theſe ills they ſaw, and, as their duty bound, 
They ſhew'd the king the danger of the wound : 
That no conceſſions from the throne would pleaſe, 
But lenitives fomented the diſeaſe: 


That Abſalom, ambitious of the crown, 


Was made the Jure to draw the people down 
That falſe Achitophel's pernicious hate | 
Had turn'd the plot to ruin church and ſtate ; 


The council violent, the rabble worſe : 


That Shimei taught Jeruſalem to curſe. 
With all theſe loads of injuries oppreſt, 
And long revolving in his careful breaft 
Th' event of things, at laſt his patience tir'd, 
Thus from his royal throne, by heaven inſpir'd, 
The godlike David ſpoke ; with awful fear 
His train their Maker in their maſter hear : 
Thus long have I, by native mercy ſway'd, 
My wrongs diſſembled, my revenge delay d: 
So willing to forgive th' offending age; 
So much the father did the King afluage. 
But now ſo far my clemency thev flight, 
Th' offenders queſtion my E right: 


be David's love with honours did adorn, 
er kom his difobediem fon were torn, 


That one was made for many, they contend 3 
| But 'tis to rule; for that's a monarch's end. 


3 


Theſe were the chief, a ſmall but faithful band 


They 
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They call my tenderneſs of blood my fear 
Though manly tempers can the longeſt bear, 
Yet, ſince they will divert my native courſe, 
Tis time to ſhew I am not good by force. 
Thoſe heap'd affronts that haughty ſubjects bring 
Are burdens, for a camel, not a king. 

Kings are the public pillars of the ſtate, 
Born to ſuſtain and prop the nation's weight : 
Tf my young Samfon will pretend a call 

To fhake the column, let him ſhare the fall : 
Nut, oh! that yet he would repent and live! 
How eaſy tis for parents to forgive! 

With how few tears a pardon might be won 


From nature, pleading for a darling ſon ! 


Poor, pitied youth, by my paternal care 


Bais'd up to all the height his frame could bear: 


Had God ordain'd his fate for empire born, 
He would have given his ſoul another turn : 
Gull'd with a patriot's name, whoſe modern ſenſe 


Is one that would by law ſupplant his prince; 


The people's brave, the politician's tool 

Never was patriot vet but was a fool. 

Whence comes it that religion and the laws 
Should more be Abfalom's than David's cauſe ? 
His old inſtructor, ere he loſt his place, 

Was never thought endued with ſo much grace, 
Good heavens ! how faction can a patriot paint 
My rebel ever proves my people's faint. _ 
Would they impoſe an heir upon the throne, 


Let ſanhedrims be taught to give their own. 


A king's at leaſt a part of government; 

And mine as requiſite as their conſent : 
Without my leave a future king to chooſe, 
Infers a right the preſent to depoſe. 

True, they petition me t' approve their choice: 


But Eſau's hands ſuit ill with Jacob's voice. 


My pious ſubjects for my ſafety pray ; 


Which to ſecure, they take my pow'r away. 


From plots and treaſons heaven preſerve my years, 
But fave me moſt from m petitioners ! 


_ Unfatiate as the barren womb or grave, 
Bod cannot grant fo much as they can crave. 


What then is left, but with a jealous eye 
To guard the ſmall remains of royalty ? 
The law ſhall ſtill dire my peaceful ſway, 


And the fame law teach rebels to obcy : 


Vates ſhall no more eftablith'd power controul, 


Such votes as make a part exceed the whole. 
Na groundleis clamours ſhall my friends remove, 


Nor crowds have pow'r to puniſh ere they prove; 


For Gods and godlike kings their care expreſs, 
Still ta defend their ſervants in diftreſs. 


Why am! fore'd, like heaven, againſt my mind, 
To make examples of another kind 2 _ 

Muſt J at length the ſword of juſtice draw ? 
Oh curſt effects of neceſſary law ! | 
How ill my fear they by my mercy ſcan ! 
Beware the fury of a patient man. 

Law they require, let law then ſhew her face; 
They could not be content to look on grace, 


h, that my pow'r to ſaving were conſin'd } 


Her hinder parts, but with a daring eye 


To tempt the terror of her front, and die. 
By their own arts *tis rightcouſly decreed, 


T hoſe dire artificers of death ſhall bleed. 
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Againſt themfelves theic witneſſes will ſwear 


Till, viper- like, their mother plot 4 
And ſuck for nutriment that NN 
Which was their principle of life before : 
Their Belial with their Beelzebub will fight: 
Thus on my foes, my foes ſhall do me right. 
Nor doubt th' event: for factious crowds en ; 
In their firſt onſet, all their brutal rage. 8 
Then let them take an unreſiſted courſe: 
Retire, and traverſe, and delude their force: 
But when they ſtand all breathleſs, urge the fight 
And riſe upon them with redoubled might; ; 
For lawful pow'r is ſtill ſuperior found; 
When long driven back, at length it ſtands the 
ground, 

He faid : th' Almighty nodding gave conſent; 
And peals of thunder ſhook the firmament. 
Henceforth a ſeries of new time began, 

The mighty years in long proceſſion ran : 
Once more the godlike David was reftor'd, 
And willing nations knew their lawful lord, 


PART II. 


6 <--$; guis tamen haec quoque, ſi quiy 
s Captus amore letzet 


In the year 1680, Mr. Dryden undertook the 


| poem of Abſalom and Achitophel, upon the deſire 


of king Charles II. The performance was ap- 
þlauded by every one; and ſeveral perſons preſ- 
ing him to writ a Second Part, he, upon declining 
it himſelf, ſpoke to Mr. Tate to æurite one, and 
gave him his advice in the direction of it: and 
that part beginning with 

« Next theſe, a troop of buſy ſpirits pre,” 
and ending with | 

« To talk like Doeg, and to write like thee," 


| containing near tao hundred verſes, was entirely 
Mr. Dryden's compoſition, beſides ſome touches in 
other places. he preceding lines, upwards of 
three hundred in number, were written by Mr, 
Tate. The poem is here printed complete. 


ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 


| SINCE men, like beafts, each other's prey were 


made; | 
Since trade began, and prieſthood grew a trade; 
Since rcalms were form'd, none ſure ſo curſt as th 


| That madly their own happineſs oppoſe; 


There Heaven itſelf, and godlike kings in vain 
Show'r down the manna of a gentle reign ; 
While pamper'd crowds to mad ſedition run, 
And monarchs by indulgence are undone. 

| Thus David's clemency was fatal grown, 
While wealthy faction aw'd the wanting throne, 
For now their ſovereign's orders to contemn 
Was held the charter of Jeruſalem; 

His rights t' invade, his tributes to refuſe, 

A privilege peculiar to the Jews 3 

As if from heavenly call this licence fell, 
And Jacob's ſeed were choſen to rebel! 
Achitophel with triumph ſces his crimes 


Thus fuited to the madneſs of the times; Ard 
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om, to make his hopes ſucceed, 

rs charms no longer ſtands in need; 
While, fond of change, tho' ne er ſo dearly bought, 
Qurtribes outſtrip the youth's ambitious thought; 
His ſwifteſt hopes with ſwifter homage meet, 
And crowd their ſervile necks beneath his feet, 
Taus to his aid while prefling tides repair, 
ie mounts and ſpreads his ſtreamers in the air. 
The charms of empire might his youth miſlead, 
But what can our beſotted Ifracl plead ? 
Sway d by a monarch whoſe ſerene command 
geems half the bleſſing of our promis'd land, 
Whoſe only grievance is exceſs of eaſe ; 
Freedom our pain, and plenty our diſeaſe ! 
Yet as all folly would lay claim to ſenſe, 
And wickedneſs ne er wanted a pretence, 
With arguments they'd make their treaſon good, 
And righteous David's ſelf with ſlanders load : 
That arts of foreign ſway he did affect, 
And guilty Jebuſites from law protect, 
Whoſe very chiefs, convict, were never freed ; 
Nay we have ſeen their facritices bleed! 
Accuſers infamy is urg'd in vain, 
While in the bounds of ſenſe they did contain; 
But ſoon they launch'd into th'unfathom'd tide, 
And in the depths they knew diſdain'd to ride. 
For probable diſcoveries to diſpenſe, | 
Was thought below a penſion'd evidence; 
Mere truth was dull, nor ſuited with the port 
Of pamper'd Corah when advanc'd to court. 
No leſs than wonders now they will impoſe, 
And projects void of grace or ſenſe diſcloſe. 
Such was the change on pious Michal brought, 
Michal that ne'er was cruel even in thought, 
The beſt of queens, and moſt obedient wife, 
1 of curſt deſigns on David's life! 

® life, the theme of her eternal pray'r, 
'Tis ſcarce ſo much his guardian angel's care. 
Not ſummer morns ſuch mildneſs can diſcloſe, 
The Hermon lily, nor the Sharon roſe. 
Neglecting each vain pomp of majeſty, 


Tranſported Michal feeds her thoughts on high: 


dhe lives with angels, and, as angels do, 
Quits heaven ſometimes to bleſs the world below: 
Where,cheriſh'd by her bounty's plenteous ſpring, | 
Reviving widows ſmile, and orphans ſing. 
Oh! when rebellious Iſrael's crimes at height 
Are threaten d with her Lord's approaching fate, 
The piety of Michal then remain 
In Heaven's remembrance, and prolong his reign ! 
Leſs deſolation did the peſt purſue 
That from Dan's limits to Beertheba flew, 
Lefs fatal the repeated wars of Tyre, 
And lef; Jerulitcin's avenging fire; 
With gentler terror theſe our Rate o'er-ran, 
Than fince our evidencing days began 
On ev'ry check a pale confuſion ſat, 
Continued fear beyond the worft of fate 
raſt was no more ; art, ſcience, uſeleſs made; 
Alf occupations loſt but Corah's trade. 
: N 9 guard on modeſt Corah wait, 
not for ſafety, needful yet for ſtate. 


Woll might he d | , ; 
And lord eacem each peer and prince his ſlave, 


Even to that height with ſome the phrenzy grew, 


| Perceives the plot, too foul to be excus'd, 


And, filial ſenſe yet ſtriving in his breaſt, 


What will it when the tragic ſcene is wrought? 
1 Dire war muſt firſt be conjur'd from below, 


And when the civil furies are on wing, 


| Who knows what impious chance may reach 


Po e t der rhe tribes which he could ſave: 
ns 1 N him was virtue what fad fate 


Or, preſs'd by clam' rous crow ds, myſelf be 
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But for his honeſty had ſeiz d our ſtate ! 
And with what tyranny had we been curſt, 
Had Corah never prov'd a villain firſt ! 

T' have told his knowledge of th intrigye in groſs, 
Had been, alas ! to our deponent's Jots : 
The travell'd Levite had th' experience got, 
To huſband well, and make the beſt of 's plot; 
And therefore, like an evidence of ſkill, 
With wiſe reſerves ſecur'd his penſion ſtill; 
Not quite of future pow'r himſelf bereft, 
But limbos large for unbelievers left. 
And now his writ ſuch reverence had got, 
Twas worſe than plotting to ſuſpect his plot. 
Some were ſo well convinc'd, they made no doubt 
Themſelves to help the founder d ſwearers out. 
Some had their ſenſe impos'd on by their fear, 
But more for intereſt ſake believe and ſwear : 
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They rag'd to find their danger not prove true, 
Yet, than all theſe a viler crew remain, 
Who with Achitophel the cry maintain; 
Not urg'd by fear, nor thro” miſguided ſenſe 
Blind zeal and ſtarving need had ſome pretence— 
But for the good old cauſe that did excite 
Th' original rebels wiles—revenge, and ſpite. 
Theſe raife the plot to have the ſcandal thrown 
Upon the bright ſucceſſor of the crown, 
Whoſe virtue with ſuch wrongs they had purſued, 
As ſeem'd all hope of pardon to exclude. 
Thus, while on private ends their zeal is built, 
The cheated crowd applaud and hare their guilt, 
Such practices as theſe, too groſs to lie 
Long unobſerv'd by each diſcerning eye, 
The more judicious Iſraelites unſpell'd, 
Though ſtill the charm the giddy rabble held. 
Even Abſalom, amidſt the dazzling beams 
Of empire, and ambition's flatt'ring dreams, 
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To aid deſigns, no leſs pernicious, us'd. 


Thus to Achitophel his doubts expreſs'd: 
Why are my thoughts upon a crown employ'd, 
Which once obtain'd can be but half enjoy d 
Not ſo when virtue did my arms require, | 
And to my father's wars IT flew entire. 
My regal pow'r how will my foes reſent, 
When I myſelf have ſcarce my own conſent ! 
Give me a ſon's unblemiſh'd truth again, 
Or quench the ſparks of duty that remain. 
How {light to force a throne that legions guard 
The taſk to me; to prove unjuſt, how hard ! 


And if th imagin'd guilt thus wound my thought, 


The realm we'd rule we firſt muſt overthrow ; 
That blind and undiftinguiſh'd ſlaughters fling, 
the king ? 


Oh ! rather let me periſh in the ſtrife, 

Than have my crown the price of David's life! 

Or, if the tempeſt of the war he ſtand, _ 

In peace, ſome vile officious villain's hand 

His ſoul's anointed temple may invade, 

made 
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His murderer—rebellious crowds, whoſe guilt 
Shall dread his vengeance till his blood be ſpilt. 

Which if my filial tenderneſs oppole, 
Thoſe very arms on me ſhall be employ'd, 
A new uſurper crown'd, and I deftroy'd : 

The ſame pretence of public good will hold, 
18 new Achitophels be found as bold 
o urge the needful change, perhaps the old. 

A ſmile that did his riſing ſpleen diſguiſe: 
My thoughts preſum'd our labours at an end, 
And are we ſtill with conſcience to contend, 
Whoſe want in kings as needful is allow'd 
As 'tis for them to tind it in the crowd ? 
And only can be ſafe by preſſing on. 
The crown's true heir, a prince ſevere and wiſe, 
Has view'd your motions long with jealous eyes; 
Your perſon's charms, your more prevailing arts, 
And mark'd your progreſs in the people's hearts, 
But treaſures vengeance for the fatal hour; 
And, if remote the peril he can bring, 
Your preſent danger's greater from the king. 
Let not a parent's name deceive your ſenſc, 
Nor truſt the father in a jealous prince 
To doom you little leſs than baniſhment, 
What rage muſt your preſumption fince inſpire ! 
Againſt his orders you return from Tyre. 
Nor only ſo, but with a pomp more high, 
And open court of popularity, 
The prince replies, O ſtateſman's winding {kill ! . 
They firſt condemn that firſt advis'd the ill! 
Illuſtrious youth, return'd Achitophel, 
Miſconſtrue not the words that mean you well. 
The courſe you ſtcer I worthy blame concludc, 
A monarch's crown with fate ſurrounded lies ; 
Who reach, lay hold on death that miſs the prize. 
Did you for this expoſe yourſelf to ſhow, 
And to the crowd bow popularly low ? 
For this your glorious progreſs next ordain, 
With fame before you like the morning ſtar, 
And ſhouts of joy ſaluting from afar ? | 
Oh, fromthe heights you've reach'd but take a view, 
Scarce leading Lucifer could fall like you! 
And muft I here my ſhipwreck'd arts bemoan? 
Your Gngle int'reſt with the nation weigh'd, 
And turn'd the ſcale where your defires were laid! 
ven when at heim a courſe fo dang'rous mov'd i 
To land your hopes as my removal prov d, 
[ not diſpute, the royal youth replies, 
Nor in Achitophel yet grudge or blame 
The privilege that ſtateſinen ever claim; 
Who private int'reſt never yet purſucd, 
Burt ſtill pretended 'twas for others good: 
What politician yet e'er fcap'd his fate, 


Since to the empire by their arms I roſe, 
He 1aid ; the ſtateſman with a ſmile replies, 

Far in the doubtful paſſage you are gone, 

Whoſe patience is th' effect of tinted pow'r, 
Your trivial faults if he could ſo reſent, 

The factious tribes—And this reproof from thee? 
But 'tis becauſe you leave it unpurſued. 

With chariots, horſemen, and a numerous train; 
Have I for this ſo oft made Iſrae! groan ? 
The known perfection of your policies; 

bo ſaving his own neck not fav'd the ſtate? 
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rſe you ſtcer'd. 
e er purſue, 
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ous Jews in awe; 


With ſhifted fails a ſeveral cou 
What from a ſway did David 
That ſeem'd like abſolute, but 
Who at your inſtance quaſh'd 
2 3 facti 
nd who ſuſpends fix'd laws, may abr ; 
That done, form new, and ſo —. 4 = + ol 
Even property, whoſe champion now you ſtand 
And ſcem for this the idol of the land, 
Did ne'er ſuſtain ſach violence before, 
As when your counſel ſhut the royal ſtore; 
rocur'd, 
But ſecret kept till your own banks ſccur'd, 
Recount with this the triple cov'nant broke 
And Iſrael fitted for a foreign yoke; ; 
Nor here your counſels! fatal progreſs ſaid, 
But ſent our levied pow'rs to Pharaoh's aid. 
Hence Tyre and Iſrael low in ruins laid, 
And Egypt, once their ſcorn, their common terror 
made. 
Even yet of ſuch a ſeaſon can we dream, 
When royal rights you made your darling theme, 
For pow'r unlimited could reaſons draw, 
And place prerogative above the law ; 
Which on your fall from office grew unjuſt, 
The laws made king, the king a ſlave in truſt; 
Whom with ſtate- craft, to int'reſt only true, 
You now accuſe of ills contriv'd by you, 

To this hell's agent—Royal youth, fix here, 
Let int'reſt be the ſtar by which you ſteer ; 
Hence to repoſe your truſt in me was wile, 
Whoſe int'reſt moſt in your advancement lies, 

A tie ſo firm as always will avail, 

When friendſhip, nature, and religion, fail, 
On ours the ſafety of the crowd depends ; 
Secure the crowd, and we obtain our ends; 
Whom I will cauſe fo far our guilt to ſhare, 
Till they are made our champions by their fear, 
What oppoſition can your rival bring, 
While ſanhedrims are jealous of the king? 
His ſtrength as yet in David's friendſhip hes, 
And what can David's ſelf without ſupplics? 
Who with exclufive bills muſt now diſpenſe, 
Debar the heir, or ſtarve in his defence; 
Conditions which our elders ne'er will quit, 
And David's juſtice never can admit. 

Or forc'd by wants his brother to betray, 

To your ambition next he clears the way; 
For if ſucceſſion once to nought they bring, 
Their next advance removes the preſent king: 
Perſiſting elſe his ſenates to diſſolve, 

In equal hazard ſhall his reign involve. 


| Ourtribes, whom Pharaoh's pow r ſo much alarms, 


Shall riſe without their prince t' oppolc his arms; 
Nor boots it on what cauſe at firſt they join, 

| Their troops once up are tools for our deſign. 
At leaſt ſuch ſubtile cov'nants ſhall be made, 
Till peace itſelf is war in maſquerade. 
Aſſociations of myſterious ſenſe, : | 
Againſt, but ſeeming for, the king s defence: 
E'en on their courts of juſtice fetters draw, 
And from our agents muzzle up their law. 


By which a conqueſt if we fail to make, 1 


c . 5 , ; 
rtau hence og er humorous wind that veer' d, 


Tis a drawn Zame at worſt, and We ſecur 


ſtake, - Us 


id; and for the dire ſucceſs depends 
C 1 no ſects, by common = made friends. 
\Whoſe heads, tho' ne'er ſo diff ring in their creed, 
]' th' point of treaſon yet were well agreed. 
Mongſt theſe, extorting Iſhban firſt appears, 
purſued by meagre troops of bankrupt heirs. 
Bluſt times, when Iſhban, he whoſe cccupation 
6 long has been to cheat, reforms the nation! 
liaban of conſcience ſuited to his trade, 
As good A faint as uſurer ever made, : 
Yet Mammon has not fo engroſs d him quite, 
Put Belial lays as large a claim of ſpite ; 
Who, for thoſe pardons from his prince he draws, 
Returns reproaches, and eries up the cauſe. 
That year in which the 99 he did ſway, 
He left rebellion in a hopeful way. 
Yet his ambition once was found ſo bold, 
To offer talents of extorted gold; 
Could David's wants have ſo been brib'd, to ſhame 
And ſcandalize our peerage with his name; 
For which, his dear ſedit ion he'd forſwear, 
And ev'n turn loyal to be made a peer. 
Next him, let railing Rabſheka have place, 
So full of zeal he has no need of grace; 
A faint that can both fleſh and ſpirit uſe, 
Alike haunt conventicles and the ſtews : 
Ot whom the queſtion difficult appears, 
If moſt i th preacher's or the bawd's arrears. 
What caution could appear too much in him 
That keeps the treaſure of Jeruſalem ! 
Let David's brother but approach the town, 
Double our guards, he cries, we are undone! 
Proteſting that he dares not ſleep in's bed, 
Leſt he ſhould riſe next morn without his head. 
Next theſe, a troop of buſy ſpirits preſs, 
Of little fortunes, and of conſcience leſs ; 
With them the tribe, whoſe luxury had drain'd 
Their banks, in former ſequeſtrations gain'd 
Who rich and great by paſt rebellions grew, | 
And long to fiſh the troubled ſtreams anew. 
dome future hopes, ſome preſent payment draws, | 
To fell their conſcience and eſpouſe the cauſe. 
duch ſtipends thoſe vile hirelings beſt befit, 
Prieſts without grace, and poets without wit. 
Shall that falſe Hebronite eſcape our curſe, 
Judas that keeps the rebels penſive purſe ; 
Judas that pays the treaſon-writer's fee, 
Judas that well deſerves his nameſake's 
Who at Jeruſalem's own gates erects 
His college for a nurſery of ſets ; 
Young prophets with an early care ſecures, - 
And with the dung of his own arts manures ? 
What have the men of Hebron here to do? 
What part in Iſrael's promis'd land have you? 
Ilerc Phaleg the lay-Hebronite is come, : 
Cauſc like the reſt he could not live at home; 
Vho from his own poſſeſſions could not drain 
An omer even of Hebronitiſh grain, | 
lere ſtrurs it like a patriot, and talks high 
Of injur'd ſubjects, alter'd property: a 
n emblem of that buzzing inſect juſt, | 
os 1 the wheel, and thinks ſhe raiſes duſt. 
be a ones live ? or ſkeletons produce = 
we vital warmth of cuckoldizing juice ? 


| 


tree; 
| 
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Return'd the grateful product to the bed. 

A waiting-man to travelling nobles choſe, 

He his own laws would ſaucily impoſe; 

Till baſtinadocd back again he went, 

To learn thoſe manners he to teach was ſent. 
Chaſtis'd he ought to have retreated home; 


| But he reads politics to Abſalom. 


For never Hebronite, tho' kick'd and ſcorn'd, 


To his own country willingly return'd. 


But, leaving famiſh'd Phaleg to be fed, 
And to talk treaſon for his daily bread, 

Let Hebron, nay let hell, produce a man 

So made for miſchief as Ben- J ochanan; 

A Jew of humble parentage was he, 

By trade a Levite, though of low degree : 
His pride no higher than the dcſk afpir'd ; 
Bur for the drudgery of prieſts was hir'd, 
To read and pray in linen ephod brave, 
And pick up fingle ſhekels from the grave. 
Married at laſt, but finding charge come faſter, 
He could not live by God, but chang'd his maſter: 
Inſpir'd by want, was made a factious tool; 


| | They got a villain, and we loſt a fool. 


Still violent, whatever cauſe he took, 

But moſt againſt the party he forſook. 

For renegadoes, who ne'er turn by halves, 
Are bound in conſcience to be double knaves. 

| So this proſe-prophet took moſt monſtrous pains, 
To let his maſters ſee he earn'd his gains. 
But, as the devil owes all his imps a ſhame, 
He choſe th” apoſtate for his proper theme; 
With little pains he made the picture true, 
And from reflection took the rogue he drew. 
A wondrous work, to prove the Jewiſh nation 
In every age a murmuring generation; 


_ I To trace them from their infancy of finning, 


And ſhew them factious from their firſt beginning. 
To prove they could rebel, and rail, and mock, 
Much to the credit of the choſen flock ; 
A ſtrong authority, which muſt convince, 
That ſaints own no allegiance to their prince. 
As 'tis a leading-card to make 4 whore, 
To prove her mother had turn'd up before. 
But, tell me, did the drunken patriarch bleſs 
The ſon that ſhew'd his father's nakedneſs ? 
reſent church thy pen will give, 
W hich proves rebellion was ſo primitive. | 


{ Muſt ancient failings be examples made ? 


Then murderers from Cain may learn their trade. 
As thou the heathen and the faint haſt drawn, 


| Methinks th' apoſtate was the better man 
And thy hot father, waving my reſpect, 


Not of a mother-church, but of a fett : 

And ſuch he needs muſt be of thy inditing; 

This comes of drinking aſſes milk, and writing. 
If Balack ſhould be call'd to leave his place, 

As profit is the loudeſt call of grace, 

His temple, diſpoſſeſs'd of one, would be 

Repleniſh'd with ſeven devils more by thee, 

Levi, thou art a load, I'll lay thee down, 

And ſhew rebellion bare, without a gown ; 

Poor flaves in metre, dull and addle-pated, 

 Whorhyme below ev'n David's Pſalms tranilated, 

Some in my ſpeedy pace I muſt out-run, 


Phaleg could, and at the table fed, 


1 


I As lame Mephiboſheth, the wizard's for : 


"TW 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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| 


Was rightly ſentenc'd by the law to die; 
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To make quick way, Tl leap o'er heavy blocks, 
Shun rotten Uzza as I would the pox; 
And haſten Og and Doeg to rehearſe, 


Two fools that crutch their feeble ſenſe on verſe; | 
Who by my Muſe to all ſucceeding times 


Shall live, in ſpite of their own doggrel rhymes, 
Doeg, though without knowing how or why, 
Made ſtill a blundering kind of melody 


Spurr'd boldly on, and daſh'd thro thick and thin, 


Thro' ſenſe and nonſenſe, never out nor in; 
Free from all meaning, whether good or bad, 
And, in one word, heroically mad : | 
He was too warm on picking-work to dwell, 
But fagotted his notions as they fell, 
And, if they rbym'd and rattled, all was well; 
Spiteful he is not, tho he wrote a ſatire, 

For ſtill there goes ſome thinking to ill- nature: 
He needs no more than birds and beaſts to think, 
All his occaſions are to cat and drink. | 


If he call rogue and raſcal from a garret, 


He means you no more miſchicf than a parrot : 
The words for friend and fôe alike were made; 
To fetter them in verſe, is all his trade. 
For almonds he'll cry whore to his own mother: 
And call young Ablalom king David's brother. 
Let him be gallows-free by my conſent, 

And nothing ſuffer fince he nothing meant; 
Hanging ſuppoſes human ſoul and reaſon; 
This animal's below committing treaſon ; 

Shall he be hang'd who never could rebel 5 
That's a preferment for Achitophel. 

The woman that committed buggery. 


But twas hard fare that to the gallows led 

The dog that never heard the ſtatute read. 
Railing in other men may be a crime, 

Bur ought to paſs for mere inſtinct in him: 
Inſtinct he follows, and no farther knows; 

For to write verſe with him is to tranſproſe. 

*T were pity treaſon at his door to lay, 

Who makes heaven's gate a lock to its own key: 
Let him rail on, let his invective Mule 

Have four-and-twenty letters to abuſe ; 


Which, if he jumbles to one line of ſenſe, 
Indict him of a capital offence. | 


In fire-works give him leave to vent his ſpite, 
Thoſe are the only ſerpents he can write; 
The height of his ambition is, we know, 


But to be maſter of a nh. e 
5 


On that one ſtage his works may yet appear: 

And a month's harveſt keeps him all the year. 
Now ſtop your noſes, readers, all and ſome, ) 

For here's a tun of midnight-work to come, ! 


Og from a treaſon-tavern rolling home. 


Round as a globe, and liquor'd ev'ry chink, 
Goodly and great he fails behind his link ; 
With all this bulk there's nothing loſt in Og; 
For every inch that is not fool, is rogue: 

A monſtrous mals of foul corrupted matter, 
As all the devils had ſpew'd to make the batter. 
When wine has given him courage to blaſpheme, 


He curſes God, but God before curs'd him; 
And, if man could have reaſon, none has more, 


That made his paunch fo rich, and him fo poor. 
7 ph 


| But pleas d to be reputed of a ſet. 


Book ll. 
With wealth he was not truſted, f : | 
What 'twas of old to pamper ERIN knew 
To what would he on quail and pheaſant (ell 
That ev'n on tripe and carrion could rebel! =» 
But tho' Heaven made him poor, with rev'r 
He never was a poet of God's making; [ſpeaking 
The midwife laid her hand on his thick ſkull,” 
With this prophetic blefling—* Be thou dull; 
Drink, ſwear, and roar; forbear no lewd deli bt 
Fit for thy bulk; do any thing but write: , 
Thou art of laſting make, like thoughtleſs men: 
A ſtrong nativity but for the pen ; 
Eat opium, mingle arſenic in thy drink, 

Still thou mayſt Jive, avoiding pen and ink: 

I fee, I ſee, tis counſel given in vain, 

For treaſon botch'd in rhyme will be thy bane: 
Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck 
Tis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck: j 
Why ſhould thy metre good king David blaſt } 


A pfalm of his will ſurely be thy laſt, 


Dar'ſt thou preſume in verſe to meet thy foes, 
Thou whom the penny pamphlet foil'd in proſe? 
Doeg, whom God for mankind's mirth has made, 
O'ertops thy talent in thy very trade; 

Doeg to thce, thy paintings are fo coarſe, 

A poet is, tho” he's the poct's hore, 

A double nooſe thou on thy neck doſt pull 
For writing treaſon, and for writing dull: 

To die for faction is a common evil; 

But to be hang'd for nonſenſe is the devil. 


Hadſt thou the glories of thy king expreſs'd, 


Thy praiſes had been ſatire at the beſt; 


| But thou in clumſy verſe, unlick'd, unpointed, 


Haſt ſhamefully defied the Lord's anointed : 

I will not rake the dunghill of thy crimes, 
For whowould read thy lite that reads thy rhymes? 
But of king David's Gra be this the doom, 
May all be like the young man Abſalom ! 
And for my foes, may this their bleſſing be, 


| To talk like Doeg, and to write like the !” 


Achitophel each rank, degree, and aye, 
For various ends neglects not to engage; 


The wiſe and rich for purſe and council brought, 
| The fools and beggars for their numbers ſouglu; 
Who yet not only on the town depends, 


For ev'n in court the faction had its friends; 
Theſe thought the places they poſſeſs'd too ſmall, 


And in their hearts wiſh'd court and king to fu 


Whoſenames the Muſe diſdaining, holds i th dark, 
Thruſt in the villain herd without a mark; 


| With paraſites and libel-ſpawning imps, 


Intriguing fops, dull jeſters, and worle pimps. 


Diſdain the raſcal rabble to purſue; 
Their ſet cabals are yet a viler crew: 
see where involv'd in common ſmoke they ft; 


Some for our mirth, ſome for our ſatire fit: 


| Theſe gloomy, thoughtful, and on miſchicf bent, 


While thoſe for mere good fellowſhip frequent 
Th' appointed club, can let ſedition pals, 


Senſe, noſenſe, any thing, t' employ the glaſs; 
And who believe in their dull honeſt hearts, 


The ref talk treaſon but to ſhew their parts; 
Who ne'er had wit or will for miſchict yet, 


N But; 
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in the ſacred 22 our plot, | 
:0us Arod never be forgot: 
* of this midnight magiſtrate, 
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But, 


eh Corah's to preſerve the ſtate. 
** _ * Fail'd not to lay hold 
| In ſearch ot arms Id 
On war's moſt pow'rful, dangerous weapon, gold. 
And laſt, to take from J ebuſites all odds, 
Their altars pillag' d, ſtole their very gods 3 
Ok would he cry, when treafure he ſurpris d, 
'Tis Baaliſh gold in David's coin diſguis'd ; 
Which to his houſe with richer relics came, 
While lumber idols only fed the flame EP 
For our wiſe rabble ne'er took pains t enquire 
What 'twas he burnt, fo 't made a rouſing fire, 
With which our clder was enrich d no more 
Than falſe Gehazi with the Syrian's ſtore ; 
& poor, that when our chooſing- tribes were met, 
Ev n for his ſtinking votes he ran in debt; 
For meat the wicked, and, as authors think, 
The ſaints he chous'd for his electing drink; 
Tins ev'ry ſhift and ſubtle method paſt, 
And all to be no Zaken at the laſt. 
Now, rais'don Tyre's fad ruins, Pharaoh's pride 
Soar'd high, his legions threat'ning far and wide. 
As when a battering ſtorm engender'd high, 
By winds upheld, hangs hovering in the iky, | 
I gzz'd upon by ev'ry trembling ſwainz _ 
This for his vineyard fears, and that his grain ; 
For blooming plants, and flow'rs new opening, 
'. theſe, nr 
For lambs yean'd lately, and far-labouring bees: 
To guard his ſtock each to the gods does call, 
Uncertain where the fire-charg'd clouds will fall: 
Eren ſo the doubtful nations watch his arms, 
With terror each expecting his alarms. 
Where, Judah, A e —4 now thy lion's roar ? 
Thou only couldſt the captive lands reſtore: 
But thou, with inbred broils and faction preſt, 
from Egypt need'it a guardian with the reſt. 
Thy prince from ſanhedrims no truſt allow*d, 
Too much the repreſenters of the crowd, 
Who for their own defence give no ſupply, 
But what the crown's prerogatives muſt buy : 
As it their monarch's i ights to violate 
More needful were, than to preſerve the ſtate! 
From preſent dangers they divert their care, 
And all their fears are of the royal heir; 
om now the reigning malice of his foes, 
Unjudg'd would ſentence, and ere crown'd depoſe; 
Keligion the pretence, but their decree ALE hg 
To bar his reign, whate'er his faith ſhall be ! 
by ankedrims and clam'rous crowds thus preſt, 
What paſſions rent the righteous David's breaſt ! 
Who knows not how te oppoſe or to comply, _ 
Vnjuſt to grant, and dang'rous to deny N 
near in this dark juncture Iſrael's fate, 
Whoſe peace one ſole expedient could create, 
uch yet th' extremeſt virtue did require, 
1 n of that prince whoſe downfal they conſpire! 
ls abſence David docs with tears adviſe 
U Ppeale their rage: undaunted he complies. 
us he who, prodigal of blood and eaſe, 
royal life expos'd to winds and ſeas, 
t once contending with the waves and fire, 
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Inglorious now forſakes his native ſand, 

And, like an exile, quits the promis'd land! 
Our monarch ſcarce from pretling tears refraius, 
And painfully his royal ſtate maintains; 
Who*®now embracing on th' extremeſt ſhore 
Almoſt revokes what he enjoin'd before: 
Concludes at laſt more truſt to be allow'd 

To ſtorms and ſeas than to the raging crowd! 
Forbear, raſh Muſe, the parting ſcene to draw, 
With ſilence charm'd as deep as theirs that faw ! 
Not only-our attending nobles weep, 

But hardy ſailors ſwell with tears the deep 
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The tide reftrain'd her courſe, and more amaz'd 


The twin-ftars on the royal brothers gaz d: 
While this fole fear 

Does trouble to our ſuffering hero bring, 

Leſt next the popular rage opprets the King! 
Thus parting, cach for th' other's danger griev'd, 


The ſhore the King, and ſeas the prince receiv'd. 


Go, injur'd hero, while propitious gales, 
Soft as thy conſort's breath, inſpire thy ſails; 


| Well may ſhe truſt her beautics on a flood, 


Where thy triumphant flects to oft have rode! 
Safe on thy breaſt rcclin'd her reſt be deep, 
Rock'd like a Nereid by the waves aſleep; 
While happieſt dreams her fancy entertain, 
And to Elyſian ftelds convert the main 


Go, injur'd hero, while the ſhores of Tyre 


At thy approach fo ſilent ſhall admire, 

Who on thy thunder ſtill their thoughts employ, 
And greet thy landing with a trembling joy. 
On heroes thus the prophet's fate is thrown, 

Admir'd by ev ry nation but their own; _ 

Yet while our factious Jews his worth deny, 
Their aching conſcience givestheir tongue the lye. 
Ev'n in the worſt of men the nobleſt parts 
Confeſs him, and he triumphs in their hcarts, 
Whom to his king the beſt reſpects commend 


Of ſubject, ſoldier, kinſman, prince, and friend; 


All ſacred names of moſt divine eſteem, 

And to perfection all ſuſtain'd by him; | 

Wiſe, juſt, and conſtant, courtly without art, 

Swift to diſcern and to reward deſert; 

No hour of his in fruitleſs caſe deitroy'd, 

But on the nobleſt ſubjects ſtill employ'd : 

Whoſe ſteady ſoul ne'er learnt to feparate 

Between his monarch's int'reſt and the ſtate z 

But heaps thoſe bleſſings on the royal head, 

Which he well knows muſt bc on ſubjects ſued. 
On what pretence could then the vulgar rage 


| Againſt his worth and native rights engage ? 


Religious fears their argument are made, 

Religious fears his ſacred rights invade ! 

Of future ſuperſtition they complain, 

And Jebuſitic worſhip in his reign : 

With ſuch alarms his foes the crowd deceive, 

With dangers fright which not themſelves believe. 
Since nothing can our ſacred rites remove, 

Whate'er the faith of the ſucceſſor prove: 

Our Jews their ark ſhall undiſturb'd retain, 

At leaſt while their religion is their gain; 

Who know, by old experience, Baal's commands 


| Not only claim'd their conſcience but their lands; 


They grudge God'stithes, how therefore ſhall they 


ad heading danger in the wars of Tyre, 


J An idel full pofletfon of the field? 


[ yield 


Grant. 
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Grant ſuch a prince enthron'd, we muſt confeſs 
The people's ſufferings than that monarch's leſs, 
Who muſt to hard conditions ſtill be bound, 
And for his quiet with the crowd compound ; 
Or, ſhould his thoughts to tyranny wes; 
Where are the means to compaſs the deſign ? 
Our crown's revenues are too ſhort a ſtore, 
And jealous ſanhedrims would give no more. 
As vain our fears of Egypt's potent aid, 
Not fo has Pharaoh learnt ambition's trade; 
Nor ever with ſuch meaſures can comply, 
As ſhock the common rules of policy; | 
None dread like him the growth of Iſrael's king, 
And he alone ſufficient aids can bring ; 
Who knows that prince to Egypt can give law; 
That on our ſtubborn tribes his yoke could draw, 
At iuch profound expence he has not ſtood, 
Nor dyed for this his hands ſo deep in blood; ¶ take, 
Would ne'er thro' wrong and right his progreſs 
Grudge his own reſt, and keep the world awake, 
To fix a lawleſs prince on Juda's throne, 
Firſt to invade our rights, and then his own : 
His dear-gain'd conqueſts cheaply to deſpoil, 
And reap the harveſts of his crimes and toil. 
We grant his wealth vaſt as our ocean's ſand, 
And curſe its fatal influence on our land, 
Which our brib'd Jews fo num'rouſly partake, 
That ev'n an hoſt his penſioners would make ; 
From theſe deceivers our diviſions ſpring, 
Our weaknefs, and the growth of Egypt's king; 
Theſe, with pretended friendſhip to the ſtate, 
Our crowd's ſuſpicion of their prince create ; 
Both pleas'd and frighten'd with the ſpecious cry, 
To guard their ſacred rights and property; 
'To ruin thus the choſen flock are ſold, 


While wolves are ta'en for guardians of the fold; 


Seduc'd by theſe we groundleſsly complain, 

And loath the manna of a gentle reign: 

Thus our forefathers' crooked paths are trod; 

We truſt our prince no more than they their God. 
But all in vain our reas'ning prophets preach 

To thoſe whom ſad experience nc'er could teach, 


Who can commence new broils in bleeding ſcars, 
Thus madly their own freedom they betray, 


And freſh remembrance of inteſtine wars; 
When the ſame houſehold mortal foes did yield, 
And brothers ſtain'd with brothers blood the held; 


When ſons curſt ſteel the fathers gore did ſtain, | 
| Waſte, rapine, ſpoil, without, th' aſſault begin; 


And mothers mourn'd for ſons by fathers ſlain ! 
When thick as Egypt's locuſts on the ſand 
Our tribes lay flaughter'd thro' the promis'd land, 
Whoſe few ſurvivors with worſe fate remain, 
Io drag the bondage of a tyrant's reign : 
Which ſcene of woes, unknowing, we renew, 
And madly, ev'n thoſe ills we fear, purſue; 
While Pharaoh laughs at our domeſtic broils, 
And fafely crowds his tents with nations {polls. 
Yer our fierce ſanhedrim in reſtleſs rage 
Againſt our abſent hero ſtill engage; 
And chiefly urge, ſuch did their phrenzy prove, 
Tus only uit their prince forbids to move; 


Which till obtain'd they ceaſe affairs of ſtate, 


And real dangers wave for groundleſs hate. 
Long David's patience waits relief to bring, 

Wich all th' indulgence of a lawful kipg, 
Expecting till the troubled waves would ceaſe, 
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| But found the ra 
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ng billows ill j 
The crowd, whoſe infolence AN lle 
While he forgives too far, almoſt rebels wn 
At laft his deep reſentment filence broke 
Th' imperial palace ſhook while thus he cht; 
Then Juſtice wake, and Rigour take her tim 
For, lo! our mercy is become our crime, „ 
While halting Puniſhment her ſtroke delays 
Our ſov'reign right, heaven's ſacred truſt, decars! 
For whoſe ſupport ev'n ſubjects intereſt call,” 
*Woe to that kingdom where the monarch; falls! 
That prince who yields the leaſt of regal ſway, 
So far his people's freedom does betray, © 
Right lives by law, and law ſubſiſts by pow'r; 
Difarm the ſkepherd, wolves the flock. devour, 
Hard lot of empire o'er a ſtubborn race, 
Which Heaven itſelf in vain has tried with grace! 
When will our reaſon's long-charm'd eyes uncloſe 
And Iſrael judge between her friends and forg2. 
When ſhall we ſee expir'd deceivers ſwar, 
And credit what our God and monarchs ſay 
Difſembled patriots, brib'd with Egypt's gold, 
Ev n ſanhedrims in blind obedience hold; 
Thoſe patriots falſehood in their actions ſce, 
And judge by the pernicious fruit the tree; 


If aught for which fo loudly they declaim, 


Religion, laws, and freedom, were their aim; 
Our ſenates in due methods they had led, 
T'avoidthoſe miſchiefswhich they ſeem'dtodread; 


But firſt ere yet they propp'd the ſinking ſtate, 


T' 1mpeach and charge, as urg'd by private hate; 
Provesthatjtheyne'er believ'd the fearstheypreſs'd, 
But barberouby deſtroy'd the nation's reſt! | 
O whither will ungovern'd ſenatcs drive, 
And to what bounds licentious votes arrive? 
When their injuſtice we are preſs'd to ſhare, 
The monarch urg'd t'exclude the lawful heir; 
Are princes thus diftinguiſh'd from the crows, 
And this the privilege of royal blood ? 

But grant we ſhould confirm the wrongs they pres, 
His ſufferings yet were than the people's lefs; 
Condemn'd for life the murdering {word to wicld, 
And on their heirs entail a bloody field: 


And for th* oppreſſion which they fear make way; 
Succeſſion fix'd by Heaven, the kingdom's bar, 
Which once difſoly'd admits the flood of war; 


And our mad tribes ſupplant the fence within, 
Since then their good they will nor under ſtand, 


is time to take the monarch's pow'r in hand; 


Authority and force to join with ſkill, 
And fave the lunatics againſt their will. ſ[peale 


| The ſame rough means that ſuage the crowd, p- 


Our ſenatcs raging with the crowd's diſeaſe. 


{ Henceforth unbiaſs'd meaſures let them draw 


From no falſe gloſs, but genuine text of law; 
Nor urge thoſe crimes upon religion's ſcore, 


Themſelves ſo much in Jebuſites abhor. 


Whom laws convict, and only they, ſhall bleed; 


Nor Phariſees by Phariſccs be feced. 


Impartial juſtice from our throne ſhall ſnow'r; 


All thall have right, and we our ſov'reign pow f. 


He faid : th' attendants heard with ewe oh 
And glad preſages their fix'd thoughts * 


by 


Book II. 
From Hebron now the ſuffering heir return'd a 
A realm that long with civil diſcord mourn d; 
Till his approach, like ſome arriving God, 
Compos'd and heal'd the place of his abode ; 
The deluge check'd that ro Judea ſpread, 
And opp d ſedition at the fountain's head. 
Thus in denz David's patlis he dri es, 
Ard, chas d from Iſrael, Iſrael's peace contrives. 
The field confeſs d his pow r in arms before, 
And ſeas proclaim d his triumphs to the ſhore; 
A; nobly has his ſway in Hebron ſhewn, 
How fit t' inherit godlike David's throne. 
Through Sion's ftreets his glad arrival's ſpread, 
And conſcious faction ſhrinks her ſnaky head; 
His train their ſufferings think O erpaid, to fce 
The crowd's applauſe with virtue once agree, 
ducceſs charms all, but zeal for worth diſtreſs'd 
A virtue proper to the brave and beſt; 
Mongſt whom was Jothran, Jothran always bent 
To ſerve the crown, and loyal by deſcent; | 
Whoſe conftancy ſo firm, and conduct juſt, 
Dcfery'd at once two royal maſters truſt; | 
Who Tyre's proud arms had manfully withſtood 
On ſeas, and gather d laurels from the flood; 
0f learning yet no portion was denied, 
Friend to the Muſes, and the Muſes pride. 
Nor can Benatah's worth forgotten lic, 
Or frady foul when public ſtorms were high; 
Wrote conduct, while the Moor tierce onſcts made, 
S:cur'd at once car honour and our trade. 
dich were the chiefs who moſt his ſufferings 
mourn'd, Wet | | 
Aud vriew'd with ſilent joy the prince return'd; 
While thoſe that fought his abſence to betray, 
Prefs firſt their nauſeous falſe reſpects to pay; 
Im ill th” officious hypocrites moleſt, 
And with malicious duty break his reſt. 
Wile real tranſports thus his friends employ, 
and foes are loud in their difſembled joy, 
U triumphs, ſo reſounded far and near, 
Yd not his young ambitious rival's ear; 
And as when joyful hunters clamorous train 
dome llumbering lion wakes in Moab's plain, 
Wig "tr had forc'd the bold aſſailants yicld, 
An! cater q his purſuers through the field, 
Die amng, furls his mane and tcars the ground, 
Ni es Inflaming all the deſart round, 
With roar of ſeas directs his chacers „„ 
Prorokes from far, and dares them to tlie fray; 
en kege ttorm'd now in Abfalom's fierce breaſt, 
be indignation his fir'd eyes confeſs'd; 
e Was the inftructor of his pride 
hole k 0 3 fo rough a tide ? ce 
And thus one 3 e betray d, 
\ 2 enmelves the credubous youth convey'd; 
3 droleing thoughts he weighs his ſtate, 
ore of craft, nor doubts to baffle fate; 
ſtorm'd bark muſt go adrift, 


1 


4 1 * 7 
0 baulk hi | . . 
I ere ve charge, and for himſelf to ſhift, 
Aud in us dext Tous wit had oft been ſhewn, 
bed wreck of kingdoms ſav'd his own. 
& I p V — * 4 TEES ü 
Cre wich more than common danger preſt, 


various reſoluti 
. ions |; 
erbcive 1s ſtands poſſeſt, 
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Who on a father's grace his hopes may ground, 

And for his pardon with their heads compound. 

Him therefore, ere his fortune ſlip her time, 

The ſtateſman plots t' engage in fome bold crime 

Paſt pardon, whether-to attempt his bed, 

Or threat with open arms the roy al head, 

Or other daring method, and unjuſt, 

That may coniirm him in the people's truſt, 

But failing thus t' enſnare him, nor jecure 

How long his foil'd ambition may cndure, 

Plots next to lay him by, as paſt his date, 

And try ſome new pretender's luckier fate; 

Whoſe hopes with equal toil he would purſue, 

Nor cares what claimer's crown'd except the true, 

Wake, Abſalom, approaching ruin ſhun, 

And ſec, oh ſee, for whom thou art undone ! 

How arc thy honours and thy fame betray'd, 

The property of deſperate villains made 

Loft pow'r and conſcious fears their crimes create, 

And guilt in them was little leſs than fate; 

But why ſhould thou, from ev'ry grievance free, 

Forlake thy vineyards for their ſtormy ſca? 

For thee did Canaan's milk and honey flow; 

Love drefs'd thy bow'rs, and laurels ſought thy 
brow ; | 

Preferment, wealth, and pow'r thy vaſſals were, 

And of a monarch all things but the care. 

Oh ſhould our crimes again that curſe draw down, 

And rebel-arms once more attempt the crown, 

Sure ruin waits unhappy Ablalom, 

Alike by 22 or defeat undone; 


= 


Who could relentleſs ſee ſuch youth and charm 
Expire with wretched fate in impious arms? 
A prince ſo form'd with earth's and heaven's 
applauſe, 
To triumph oer crown'd heads in David's cauſe: 
Or, grant lum victor, ſtill Eis hopes muſt fail, 
Who conquering would not for himſelf prevail; 
The faction whom he truſts for future ſway, 
Him and the public would alike betray ; 
Amongſt tkemtelves divide the captive ſtate, 
And found their hydra-empire in his fate 
Thus having bcat the clouds with painful flight, 
The pitied youth, with ſceptres in his ſight, 
So have their cruel politics decreed, | 
Muit, by that crew that made him guilty, bleed! 
For could their pride brook any prince's ſway, 
Whom but mild David would they chuſe t' obey? 
Who once at ſuch a gentle reign repine, | 
The fall of monarchy itſelf defign ; 
From hate to that their reformations ſpring, 
And David not their grievance, but the king. 
Sciz'd now with panic fear the faction lies, 
Left this clear truth ſtrike Abſalom's charm'd 
eyes, | | 
Leſt he 8: HOY from long enchantment free, 
Whar all beſide the flatter'd youth muſt ſee, 
| But whate'er doubts his troubled boſom ſwell, 
Fair carriage ſtill became Achitopheli 
Who now an envious feſtival — 
And to ſurvey their ſtrength the faction calls, 
Which fraud, religious worſhip too muſt gild; 
But oh how weakly does fedition build! _ 
For, lo! the royal mandate iſſues forth, 


a e crowd's unſtable zeal decay, 
oe teaming chief the cauſe butray ; 


t Daſhing at once their treaſon, zcal, and mirth 


So 


k 
i 
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— 
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So have I ſeen diſaſtrous chance invade, 
Where careful emmets had their forage laid, 
Waether fierce Vulcan's rage the furzy plain 
Had feiz'd, engender'd by ſome carclets ſwain; 
Or ſwelling Neptune lawleſs inroads made, 
And to their cell of ſtore his flood convey'd ; 
"The commonwealth broke up, diſtracted go, 
And in wild haſte their loaded mates 9'er throw: 
Ev'n fo our ſcatter'd gueſts confus'dlv mect, 
With boil'd, bak'd, roaft, all juſtling in the ſtreet ; 
Dejecting all, and ruefully diſmay'd, 

For ſhekel without treat or treaſon paid. 
Sedition's dark eclipſe now fainter ſhews, 
More bright each hour the royal planet grows, 

Of force the clouds of envy to diſpertc, 
In kind conjunction of aſſiſting ſtars. 
Here, lat 'ring Muſe, thoſe glorious chiefs relate, 
That turn'd the doubt. ul fcale of David's fate; 
The reſt ot that illuſtrious band rehcarſe, 
Immortaliz'd in laurcl'd Afaph's verſe : 
Hard taſk ! yet will not I thy flight recal; 
View heaven, and then enjoy thy glorious fall. 
| Firſt write Bezaliel, whoſe illuſtrious name 
Foreſtals our praiſc, and gives his poct fame. 
The Kenitcs rocky province his command, 
A barren limb of fertile Canaan's land ; 
Which for its generous natives yet could be 
Held worthy ſuch a preſident as he! 
Bezaliel with each grace and virtue fraught, 
Serene his looks, ſerene his life and thought; 
On whom fo largely nature heap'd her ſtorc, 
There ſcarce remain'd for arts to give him more ! 
Jo aid the crown and ſtate his greatelt zeal, 
His fecond care that ſervice to conceal : 
Of dues obſervant, firm to ev ry truſt, 
And to the needy always more than juſt : 
Who truth from ſpecious falſchood can divide, 
Has all the gownſmen's {kill without their pride; 
Thus crown'd with worth from heights of ho— 
nc ur won, | 
Secs all his glories copicd in his fon, 
Whoſe forward fame thould ev'ry Muſe engage; 
Whote vouth boatts ſkill denicd to others aye. 
Men, manners, language, books of nobleſt Kind, 
Alrcady are the conquelt of his mind; 
Whote loyalty before its date was prime, 
Nor waned the dull courſe of rolling time: 
The monſtcr Faction eariy he diſmay d, 
And David's cauſe Jong fince confels'd his aid. 
Brave Abdacl oer the prophet s ſchool was 
plac'd; a 
Abdul with all his father's virtue grac'd; 


A here, who, while ſtars leok'd wond'ring 


down, 


Without one Hebrew's blood reſtor'd the crown. 


That praiſe was his; what therefore did remain 
For following chiefs, but boidly to maintain 
That crown reftor'd * and in this rank of fame, 
Brave Abdact with the firſt a place muſt claim, 
P: occed, illuſtrious, happy chief! proceed. 
Forcicize the gat lands for thy brow decreed, 
While th' inſfit'd tribe attend with nobleſt ſtrain 
To regifier the glories thou ſhalt gain: 

Fur tare the dow thail Gilboah's hills forſake, 
And Jordan nas hb ſtrcam with Sodom's lake; 
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Or ſeas retir'd their ſecret ſtores diſc! 
And to the ſun their ſcaly brood expole ; 

Or ſwell'd above the clifts their billows fl. 
Before the Muſes leave their patron's dalle. 
Eliab our next labour does invite, ; 
And hard the taſk to do Eliab right: 
Long with the royal wanderer he rov'd 
And trm in all the turns of fortune prov'd! 
Such ancient ſervice, and deſert ſo large 
Welt claim'd the royal houſchold for his 
His age with only one mild heireſs bleſt 
In all the bloom of ſmiling nature dreſt, 
And bleſt again to fee his flow'r allied 
To David's ſtock, and made young Othnicl'sbride! 
The bright reſtorer of his father's youth, 
Devoted to a fon's and ſubject's truth: 
Reſolv'd to bear that prize of duty home, 

So bravely fought, while fought by Abſalom, 
Ah prince! th' illuſtrious planet of thy birth. 
And thy more pow 'rful virtue, guard thy wort: 
That no Achitophecl thy ruin boaſt;  * 
Ifrael too much in one ſuch wreck has loſt. 

E en envy muſt conſent to Helon's worth, 
Whoſe foul, though Egypt glorics in his birth, 
Could for our captive-ark its cal retain, 
And Pharaoh's altars in their pomp diſdain: 
To flight his gods was ſmall; with nobler pride, 
He all th' allurements of his court dened.“ 

V hom profit nor example could betta, 
Bur Ifracl's friend, and true to David's fwoy, 


oſe, 


chuge, 


| What acts of favour in his province fall, 


On merit he confers, and freely all. 
Our liſt of nobles next Kt Amri grace, 


| Whoſe merits claim'd the Abethdin's high place; 


Who, with a lovalty that did excel, 
3rought all th' cndowments of Achitephel. 
Sincere was Amri, and not only Knew, 
But Iſracl's ſanctions into practice drew; 
Our laws, that did a boundleſs occan ſcem, 
Were coaſted all, and fathom'd all by im. 
No rabbin ſpcaks like him their myſtic ſcufe, 
So juſt, and with ſuch charms of cloqurnce ; 
To whom the double bleſſing docs belong, 
With Moſcs' intpiration, Aaron's tongue. 
Than Shava none more loyal zcal have lach, 
\Wakeful as Judah's lion for the crown, 
Who for that cauſe ſtitl combats in his age, 


For which his youth with danger did chggge. 


In vain our factious prieſts the cant Fer lve, 

In vain ſeditious ſcribes with live! firwe 

T' inflame the crowd; while he with watcutc; O52 

Obſerves, and ſhoots their treafons as they. hv, 

Their weekly frauds his keen replies detect, 

He undeceives more faſt than they miect. 

So Moſes, when the pett on legions prev © 0 

Advanc'd his ſignal, and the plague vas ney e. 
Once more, my fainting Muſe, thy pee , 

And ftrengih's exhauficd ftore let love fappiy- 


| What tribute, Aſaph, thall we render thee 
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We'll crown thee with a wreath from tliy 
tree! 


& + we it: ff , 
Thy Jaurcl grove no envy's Raſh can blast; 


The tong of Aſaph {hall for ever laſt. 


Wich wonder late poſterity {hall dwell 


On Abſilom and fallc Achitophe!: ; 
| 0 8 Thy 


Cy 


biene 


hall be our ſlumb' ring prophets dream, 
our Sion virgins ſing their theme, 
ſhall with thy verie be grac'd; 
Aſaph mall for ever laſt. 5 [ tame ! 
How tierce his ſatire loos'd! reſtrain d, how 
How tender of th' offending young man's fame! 
How well his worth and brave adventures ſtyl d! 
Juſt to his virtues, to his error mild. 
No page of thine, that fears the ſtricteſt view, 
But teems with juſt reproof, or praiſe as true, 
Not Eden could a fairer 8 vield; 
All paradiſe without one barren field: 
Whoſe wit the cenſure of his focs has paſt, 
The ſ\ng of Aſaph ſhall for ever laſt. ; 
What praiſe for ſuch rich ſtrains {hall we allow? 
What jult rewards the grateful crown beſtow > 
While becs in flow'rs rejoice, and flow rs in dew, 
While ſtars and fountains to their courſe are true; 
While Judah's throne and Sjon's rock ſtand fait, 
The ſong of Aſaph and the fame thall laft, 
Still Hebron's honour'd happy foil retains 
Our roval hero's beauteous dear remains; 
Who row fails off with winds nor withes ſlack, 
To bring his ſuff rings bright companion back, 
But ere ſuch tranſport can our ſenſe employ, 
A bitter grief muſt poiſon half our joy; 
Nor can our coaſts reſtor'd thoſe bleſiugs fee 
Without a bribe to envious deſtiny ! 
Curs'd Sodom's doom for ever tix the tide 
Where, by ingtorious chance, the valiant dicd ! 
Gine not inſulting Aſkalon to know, 
ND lot Gath's daughters triumph in our woc! 
No ſailor with the news ſwell Egypt's pride, 
U. what inglorious fate our yaliaut died! 
Wecp, Arnon ! Jordan, weep thy fountains dry, 


Thy ſtrains 
And when 
Our jubilces 
The ſong of 
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In taſks of danger always ſeen the firſt, 
Feeds from the hedge, and flakes with ice his thirſt. 
Long muſt his patience ſtrive with fortune's rage, 
And long oppoſing gods themſelves engage; 
Muſt fee his country flame, his friends deſtroy'd, 
Before the promis'd empire be enjov'd : 
Such toil of fate muſt build a man of fame, 
Aud ſuch, to Iſrael's crown, the godlike David 
came. | 
What ſudden beams diſpel the clouds fo faſt, 
Whoſe drenching rains laid all our vineyards waſte! 
The ſpring fo far behind her courſe delay'd, 
On th' inſtant is in all her bloom array'd 
The winds breathe low, the element ſerene 
Yet mark what motion in the waves is ſeen! 
Thronging and buſy as Hyblæan ſwarms, 
Or ſtraggled ſoldiers ſummon'd to their aims. 
Sce where the princely bark in looſeſt pride, 
With all her guardian fleet, adorns the tide! 
High on her deck the royal lovers ſtand, 
Our crimes to pardon ere they touch'd our land. 
Welcome to 1fracl and to David's breaft! 
Here all your toils, here all your ſuff' rings reſts 
This year did Ziloah rule Jeruſalem, | 
And boldly all ſedition's Syrtes ſtem. 
Howe'er encumber'd with a viler pair 
Than Ziph or Shimei to atfiſt the chair; 
Yet Ziloah's loyal labours fo prevail 'd, 
That faction at the next clection fail'd; 
When ev'n the common cry did juſtice found, 
And merit by the multitude was crown'd: 
With David then was 1ſracl's peace reſtor'd; 
Crowds mourn'd their error, and obey'd their lord. 


Key to Aoſalom and Achitophel. 
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$ 28. Palamon and Arcite; or, the 
Tale. DRYDEN. 5 
BOOK I. | 
N dars of old, there liv'd, of mighty fame, 
A valiant prince, and Theſeus was his name: 
A chief who more in feats of arms excell'd 
The riſing nor the ſetting ſun beheld. 
Of Athens he was lord; much land he won, 
And added foreign countries to his crown. 
In Scythia with the warrior queen he ſtrove, 
Whom firſt by force he conquer'd, then by love; 
Tie brought in triumph back the beautcous dame, 
With whom her ſiſter, fair Emilia, came. 
With honour to his home let Theſeus ride, 
With love to friend, and fortunc for his guide, 
And his victorious army at his fide. 


Knight's 
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their proud array, 
their welcome on the 


| 


oft 


I paſs their warlike pomp, 
Their ſhouts, their ſongs, 
way : 
But, were it not too long, I would recite 
The feats of Amazons, the fatal fight 
Betwixt the hardy queen and hero knight: 
The town beſieg'd, and how much blogd it c 
The female army and th' Athenian oft; 
The ſpouſals of Hippolita the queen ; 
Whar tilts and turneys at the feaſt were ſcen: 
The ſtorm at their return, the ladies fear: 
But theſe, and other things, 1 muſt forbexr, 
The field is ſpacious I detign to ſow, 


With oxen far untit to draw the plough; 
The remnant of my tale is of a length 
To tire your patrence, and to waſte my ſtrength, 
And trivial accidents ſhall be forborn, 
That others may have time to take their turn; 
As was at frit cnjoin'd us by mine hoſt, 
That he whoſe tale ts beſt, and pleaſes moſt, 
Should win his {upper at our common ct, 
And therefore where I left, I will purſue 
This ancient ſtory, whether falte or true, 
In hope it may be mended with a new. 
| 3g prince 1 mention'd, full of high renown, 
In this array drew near th' Athenian town; 
When in his pomp and utmoſt of his pride, 
Marching he chanc'd to caft his eye atide, 
And faw a choir of mourning dames, who lay 
By two and two acrofs the common way : 
At his approach they rais'd a rueful cry, [high, 
And beat their breaſts, and held their hands on 
Creeping and crying, till they feiz'd at laſt 
His courſer's bridle, and his feet embrac'd. 
Tell me, ſaid Theſeus, what and whence you 
are, : | 
And why this fun'ral pagcant you prepare? 
[s this the welcome of my worthy deeds, 
To meet my triumph in ill-omen'd weeds ? 
Or envy you my praiſe, and would deſtroy 
With grief my pleaſures, and pollute my joy? 
Or are you injur'd, and demand relief? 
Name your requeſt, and J will eaſe your grief. 
The moſt in vears of all the mourning tram 
Began (but ſwooned firſt away for pain); 
Then ſcarce recover'd ſpoke: Nor envy ve e 
Thy great renoten, nor grudge thy victory: 
'Tis rhine, O king, th' atHicted to redrets, 
And fame has fill'd the world with thy ſuceeßb: 
We wretched women ſue for that alone, 
Which of thy goodneſs is refus'd to none; 
Let fall ſome drops of pity on our ericf, = 
If what we beg be juſt, and we deferre relick: 
For none of us, who now thy grace implore, 
But held the rank of fov'reign queen befofe; ; 
Till, thanks to giddy chance, which never beat, 
That mortal bliſs ſhould laſt for length of years, 
She caſt us headlong from our high eſtate; 
And here in hope of thy return we wat: 
And long have waited in the temple nign, 
Built to the gracious goddeſs Clemency, 
But rev'rence thou the pow'r whoſe name it bears 
Relieve th' oppreſs d, and wipe the widow 5 20 
I. wretched 1, have other fortune ſeen, 


! 


! 


= 
- 


The wife of Capaneus, and once a queen 1 
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At Thebes he fell; curſt be the fatal day ! 


eſt thou ſeeſt in this array, | 
tw ge moan, their lords in battle loſt 
Before that town beſieg d by our confed'rate hoſt; 
But Creon, old and impious, who commands 
The Theban city, and uſurps the lands, 
Denies the rites of fun'ral fires to thoſe 
Whoſe breathleſs bodies yer he calls his foes. | 
Unburn'd, unburicd, on a heap they lie; #4 
duch is their fate, and ſuch his tyranny ; 
Xo friend has leave to bear away the dead, 
But with their lifeleſs limbs his hounds are fed. 
At this the ſhrick d aloud ; the mournful train 
Echoed her grief, and, grov ling on the plain, 
With groans, and hands upheld, to move his mind, 
beſought his pity to their helpleſs Kind! | 
The prince was touch'd, his tears began to flow, 
And, as his tender heart would break in two, 
He figh'd ; and could not but their fate deplore, 
So wretched now, ſo fortunate before. 
Then lightly from his lofty ſteed he flew, 
And raifng one by one the ſupplant crew, | 
To comfort each, full ſolemnly he ſwore, 
That by the faith which Knights to knighthood 
eee, 
And v hate er elſe to chivalry belongs, £0 
He would not ceaſe, till he reveng d their wrongs : | 
That Greece ſhould ſee perform'd what he declar'd; 
And cruel Creon find his juſt reward. | 
He ſaid no more, but, fhunning all delay, 
Rode on; nor enter'd Athens on his way : 
But left his ſiſter and his queen behind, 
And wav'd his royal banner in the wind: 
Where in an argent ficld the god of war 
Was drawn triumphant on his iron car: 
Red was his ſword, and ſhield, and whole attire; 
And all the godhead ſeem'd to glow with fire; 
Een the ground glitter'd where the ſtandard flow, 
And the green graſs was dyed to ſanguine hue. 
High on his pointed Jance his pennon bore 
His Cretan fight, the conquer'd Minotaur : 
The ſoldiers out around with gen'rous rage, 
And in that victory their own preſage. 
He prais'd their ardour, inly pleas'd to fee | 
Hs hoſt the flow'r of Grecian chivalry. | 
A! day he march'd, and all th' enſuing night; 
And ſaw the city with returning hight, 
The procefs of the war I necd not tell, | 
How Theſeus conquer'd, and how Creon fell; 
Or after, how by ſtorm the walls were won, 
Or how the victor fack'd and burn'd the town; 
How to the ladies he reſtor'd again 
[he bodies of their lords in battle ſlain; 
And with what ancient rites they were interr'd : 
All theſe to fitter times hall be deferr'd. 
ſpare the widows tears, their woeful cries, 
And howling at their huſbands obſcquies 
uv Theſeus at theſe fun'rals did alliſt, 


And with what gifts the mourning dames diſmiſs'd. 


Thus when the victor chief had Creon flain, 
And conquer'd Thebes, he pitch'd upon the plain 
5 michty camp, and, when the day return'd, 
(or country waſted, and the 1:*.nlets burn'd z 

nd left the pillagers, to rapine bred, | 


| 


Your controul to ſtrip end ſpoil the dead, 
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There, in a heap of ſlain, among the reſt, 
Two youthful knights they found, beneath a load 
preſs'd 
Of ſlaughter d foes, whom firſt to death they ſent, * 
The trophies of their ſtrength, a bloody monument. 
Both fair, and both of royal blood they ſeem'd, 
Whom kinſmen to the crown the heralds deem'd; 
That day in equal arms they fought for fame; 
Their ſwords, their ſhields, their ſurcoats, were 
the ſame. | 


} Cloſe by each other laid, they preſs'd the ground, 


Their manly boſoms pierc'd with many a grieſly 
wound ; 
Nor well alive, nor wholly dead, they were, 
But ſome faint ſigns of feeble life appear: 
The wand'ring breath was on the wing to part, 
Weak was the pulſe, and hardly heav'd the bee, 
Theſe two were fifters ſons ; and Arcite one, 
Much fam'd in fields, with valiant Palamon. 
From theſe their coſtly arms the ſpoilers rent; 
And ſoftly both convey'd to Theſeus' tent: | 
Whom known of Creon's line, andcur'd with care, 
He to his city fent as pris'ners of the war, 
Hopeleſs of ranſom, and condemn'd to lie 
In durance, doom'd a ling'ring death to die. 
Thisdone,he march'd away with warlike ſound, = 
And to his Athens turn'd with laurels crown'd, 
Where happy long he liv'd, much lov'd and 
more renown 'd, 
Bur in a tow'r, and never to be loos'd, 


[The wocfal captive Kinſmen are inclos'd.. 


Thus year by year they paſs, and day by day, 
Till once, 'twas on the morn of cheerful May, 
The young Emilia, fairer to be ſeen 
Than the fair lily on the flow'ry green, 

More freth than May herſelf in bloſſoms new, 
For with the roſy colour ſtrove her hue, 
Waäak'd, as her cuſtom was, before the day, 

To do 1h' obſervance due to ſprightly May: 

For ſprightly May commands our youth to keep 
The vigils of her night, and breaks their ſluggard 


ileep:; 


bl 
ach gentle breaſt with kindly warmth ſhe moyes; 


Inſpires new flames, revives extinguiſh'd loves. 
In this remembrance Emily ere day 

Aroſe, and drets'd herſelf in rich array; 

Freſh as the month, and as the morning fair, 
Adown her ſhould -rs fell her length of hair: 

A ribband did the braided treſſes bind, 


The reft was loofe, and wanton'd in the wind; 
Aurora had but newly chas'd the night, 
And purpled o'er the ſky with bluſhing light, 
When to the garden walk the took her way, 
To\port and trip along in cool of day, | 
And offer maiden vows in honoar of the May. J. 
At dv ry turn ſhe made a little ſtand, | | 
And thruſt among the thorns her lily hand 
raw the roſe; and ev'ry roſe ſhe drew, 
thook the ſtalk, and bruth'd away the dew ; 
Then party-colour'd flow'rs of whitc and red 
She wove, to make a garland for her head: 
This, done, ſhe ſung and carol'd out fo clear, 
That men and angels might rejoice to hear. 
Ev'n wond'ring Philomel forgot to ſing; 
And learn'd fram her t9 welcome+in the ſpring. 
6 "2. OM The 


Struck blind with overpow'ring licht he frood, 
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The tow'r, of which before was mention made, 
Within whoſe keep the captive knights were laid, 
Built of a large extent, and ſtrong withal, 

Was one partition of the palace wall: 


The garden was inclos'd within the ſquare, 


Where young J milia took the morning air. 

It happen'd Palamon, the pris'ner knight, 
Reſtleſs for woe, aroſe before the light, 
And, with his jailor's leave, deſir'd to breathe 
An air more whole ſome than the dumps beneath. 
This granted, to the tow'r he took his way, 
Cheer'd with the promiſe of a glorious day: 
Then caſt a languiſhing regard around, 
And ſaw with hateful eyes the temples crown'd 
With golden fpires, and all the hoſtile ground. 
He ſig ed, and turn'd his eves, hecauſe he knew 
"Tw2s but a larger gaol he had in view: 
Then look'd below, and from the caſtle's height 
Beneld a nearer and more pleaſing fight : 
"The garden, which before he had not ſeen, ) 
In ſpring's new liv'ry clad of White and green, 
Freſh flow rs in wide parterres, and thady 

walks between. | 

This view'd, but not enjoy'd, with arms acrofs 


He Rood, reflecting on his country's loſs ; | 


Himſelf an obiect of the public ſcorn, 

And often wiſh'd he never had been born. 

At laſt, for ſo his deſtiny requir'd, 

With walking gidde, and With thinking tir'd, 
He through a little window caſt his fight, 


Though thick of bars, that gave a ſcanty light: 


But ev'n that ghmn'ring ſerv'd him to deſcry 
Th' inevitable charms of Emily. 

Scarce had he ſeen, but, feiz'd with ſudden ſmurt, 
Stung to the quick, he felt it at his heart; | 


Then ſtarted back amaz'd, and cried aloud. 
Young Arcite heard; and up be ran with haſte, 

To help his friend, and in his arms embrac'd; 

And alk'd him why he look'd fo deadly wan, 


And whence and how his change of cheer began ? 
Or who had done rIt' oftence ? But if, ſaid he, 
'Your grief alone is hard captivity, 


For love of heaven, with paticnce undergo 
A cureleſs ill, fince fate will have it fo ; 


So ſtood our horoſcope in chains to lie, 


And Saturn in the dungeon of the (kv, 
Or other baleful aſpect, rul'd our birth, 
When ali the fricadly ſtars were under carth : 


Whate'er betides, by deftiny 'tis done; 


And better bear, like men, than vainly ſeck to 
thun. 5 
Nor of uy bonds, ſaid Palamon again, | 


Nor of unhappy planets, I complain; 


Bur when my mortal anguith caus'd my cry, 
That moment I was hurt through cither cyc ; 
Pierc'd with a random ſhaft, I faint away, 
And periſh with inſenfſible decay: 

A glance of ſome new goddeſs gave the wound, 
Whom, like Acteon, unaware 1 found, 

Look how the walks along von thady ſpace, 
Not Juno moves with more majeſtic grace; 
And all the Cyprian queen is in her face. 

Tf thou art Venus (for thy charms confeſs 


| 
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{ Arcite on Emily had fix'd his look ; 


— — 


j Nor canſt, nor dar'ſt thou, traitor, on the plat! 


| 
| 


"— ẽĩX — 


s : "S - aa | Fr 5 4 jun j 
And know it thuu not, no lau 15 Made Fu lo 

+ Law is to things which to free choc Vets 

od OS. i . . — * Fg @ 1 * 4? : 
That face was form'd in heaven, nor art thou leſs; | Love is not in our choc, but in du tate 


Mhoſe faith I truſt, and on whote care depen? 


moment elder than wv rival fire; 


Book ll. 
Diſguis'd in habit, undiſguis'd in fh 
help us captives from our chains 
But if our doom be paſs'd in bonds to lie 

Vor life, and in a loathſome dungeon die 

Then be thy wrath appeas'd with our — Reg 
And thew compailion to the Theban race 
Oppreſs'd by tyrant pow'r ! While yet lie ſpcke, 


ape) 
9 1. 5 
to Icape ; 


The fatal dart a re»dy paſſage found, 
And deep within his heart infix'd the wound: 
50 that if Palamon were wounded ſore, 
Areite was hurt as much as he, gr more : 
Then from his inmoſt foul he tih'd, and faid, 
The beauty I behold has ſtruck me des 
Unknowingly ſhe ſtrikes, and kills by chance 
Poiſon is in her cyes, and death in ev'ry glance. 
O, I mutt aſk; nor afk alone, but move 
Her mind to mercy, or mutt die for love. 
Thus Arcite : and thus Palamon replics 
(Euger his tone, and ardent were his ces): 
Spenk'ſt thou in carneſt, or in jeſting vain? 
Jefting, ſaid Arcite, ſuits but ill with pain, 
Ir fuirs far worte (ſaid Palaman again, 
And bent his brows ),with men whe honour weigh, 
Their faith to break, their friendſhip to betray ; 
But worſt with thee, of noble linrage born, 
My kinſman, and in arms my brother ſoon. 
[ave we not plighted cach our holy oath, 
That one fhould be the common wood of eh, 
One ſont ſhonid both inſpire, and neither prove 
His fellow's hindrance in purſuit of love ? 
To this before the gods We gave gur hands, 
And nothing but gur deat! can break the band,, 
This binds thee, then, to further my deſigu, 
As I am bound by vow to further thing? 


Approach my honour, or thine gon mautzan, 
Since thou art of my council, and the friend 


And wouldſt thou court my lady's love, which | 
Much rather than releaſe would choole to die 
But thou, falſe Arcitc, never ſhalt obtain 
Thy bad pretence : I told ther tirit my pain; 
For firſt my love began cre thine was bern: 
Thou, as my countel and my brother ſworn, 
Art bound t afin my elderſhip of yl, 
Or ivſily to be deem'd a perjur'd Knight.“ 
Thus Palamon ; but Krcite with ditd.un, 
in hauglity language, thus rephed again: 
Forſworn thyfelf ; the rraitor's dis wanne 


L firft return, and then ditprove thy. clan 
F love be pafſion, and that palſion mirs q 

With ftrong defires, L lov'd the Lidy tit 
Canſt thou pretend deſire, whom 2cal Whau d 


To worthip, and a pow'r cc] lite! nam d : 
Thing was devotion to the bleſt above ; 
tn the woman, and delir'd her love; 
Firſt own'd my paſſion, and to thee commend 
1 important ſecret, 1s my choten friend. 
Suppoſe (which yet [ grant net) ch) deſire 


* 
„. 


Can chance of fe ing ſirſt thy title pre. 


, 
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Laws are but poſitive 3 love's pow r we Jee 

1; Nature's ſanction, and her firſt decree. 

Each day we break the bond of human laws 

For love, and vindicate the common cauſe. 

Laws for defence of civil rights are plac'd ; 

Lore throws the fences down, and makes a gen' ral 
waſte : 

Maids, widows, WIVES, 


without diſtinction fall; all. 
eu eeping deluge, Love, comes on, and covers 

Lita * dg of frendihip I tranſgreſs, * 

keep the greater, while I break the leſs; 

And botharemadalike, ſince neithercan poſſeſs. 

Both hopeleſs to be ranſom'd, never more 

To ſee the ſun, but as he paſſes oer. 

Like Æſop's hounds contending for the bone, 
Fach pleaded right, and would be lord alone : 
The fruitleſs fight continued all the day; 

A cur came by, and ſnatch'd the prize away. 

As courtiers therefore juſtle for a grant, | want, 
And when they break their friendthip plead their 
$ thou, if fortune will thy ſuit advance, 

Love on, nor envy me my equal chance : 

For I muſt love, and am reſolv'd to try 

My fate, or, failing in th' adventure, die. 

Great was their ſtrife, which hourly was renew'd, | 
Till cach with mortal hate his rival view'd : 

Now friends no more, nor walking hand in hand, 
But when they met they made a furly ſtand; 


And glar'd like angry lions as they paſs'd, 

And with'd that ev'ry look might be their laſt, 
t chanc'd at length, Pirithous came t' attend 

Tis worthy Theſcus, his familiar friend; 

Their love in carly infancy began, 

And roſe as childhood ripen'd into man. 

Companions of the war; and lov'd fo well, | 

That when one dicd, as ancient ſtories tell, j 

His fellow to redeem him went to hell. | 
But to purſue my tale; to welcome home 

His warlike brother is Pirithous come: | 

Arcite of Thebes was known in arms long ſince, 

And honour'd by this young Theſſalian prince. 

PFheſeus, to gratify his friend and gueſt, 

Who made our Arcite's freedom his requeſt, 

Reftor'd to liberty the captive knight, 

But on theſe hard conditions I recite : 

That if hereafter Arcite thould be found 

Within the compaſs of Athenian ground, 

By day or night, or on whate'er pretence, 

ils head thould pay the forfeit of th' oftence. 

Lo this Pirithous for his friend agreed, 

And on his promiſe was the pris'ner freed. 


Unpleas'd and penfive hence he takes his way, | 


Ar his own peril; for his life muſt pay. 
no now but Arcite mourns his bitter fate, 
Finds his dear purchaſe, and repents too late? 
What have I gain'd, he ſaid, in priſon pent, 
If I but change my bonds for baniſhment ? 
And, banith'd from her fight, I ſuffer more 
In freedom, than I felt in bonds before; 
Fore d from her preſence, and condemn'd to live : 
Unwelcome freedom, and unthank'd reprieve ! 
Heaven is not but where Emily abides; 
And where ſhe's abſent, all is bell beſides. 

ext to my day of birth was that accurs'd, 
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Had I not known that prince, I ſtill had been 
In bondage, and had ſtill Emilia ſeen : 

For though I never can her grace deſerve, 
'Tis recompence enough to ſce and ſerve. 


O Palamon, my kinſman and my friend, 


How much more happy fates thy love attend! 
Thine is th' adventure, thine the victory; 

Well has thy fortune turn'd the dice for thee: 
Thou on that angel's face mayſt feed thine eyes, 
In priſon—no—but bliſsful paradife ! 

Thou daily ſeeſt that ſun of beayty ſhine, 

And lov'ſt at leaſt in love's extremeſt line. 

I mourn in abſence, love's eternal night; 

And who can tell but, fince thou haſt her ſight, | 
And art a comely, young, and valiant knight, 
Fortune (a various pow'r) may ceaſe to frown, 
And by ſome ways unknown thy wiſhes crown ? 
But 1, the moſt forlorn of human kind, 

Nor help can hope, nor remedy can find; 

But, doom'd to drag my loathſome life in care, 
For my reward, mutt end it in deſpair. _ 
Fire, water, air, and earth, and force of fates 


| That governs all, and Heaven that all creates, 


Nor art, nor nature's hand, can cafe my grief; 
Nothing but death, the wretch's laſt relief: 
Then farewel youth, and all the joys that dwell 
With youth and life, and life itſelf farewel, 

But why, alas ! do mortal men in vain 
Of fortune, fate, or providence complain ? 
God gives us what he knows our wants require, 
And better things than thoſe which we deſire: 
Some pray for riches, riches they obtain; 
But, watch'd by robbers, tor their wealth are lain; 
Some pray from priſon to be freed ; and come, 
When guilty of their vows, to fall at home ; 
Murder'd by thoſe they truſted with their life, 
A favour'd ſervant, or a boſom wife. 
Such dcar-bought bleflings happen ev'ry day, 
Becauſe we know not for what things to pray, 


Like drunken fots about the ſtreet we roam: 


Well knows the fot he has a certain home; 
Yet knows not how to find th' uncertain place, 
And blunders on, and ſtaggers ev'ry pace. 
Thus all ſeck happincfs, but few can find; 
or far the greater part of men are blind. 
This is my caſe, who thought our utmoſt 


good 
Was in one word of freedom underſtood : i 


| The fatal bleſſing came: from priſon free, 


I ſtarve abroad, and loſe the fight of Emily, 
Thus Arcite : but if Arcite thus deplore 

His ſuff rings, Palamon yet ſuffers more. 

For when he knew his rival freed and gone, 

He ſwells with wrath, he makes outrageous moan ; 

He frets, he fumes, he ſtares, he ſtamps the ground; 

The hollow tower with clamours rings around: 

With briny tears he bath'd his ſe:ter'd fect, 

And dropt all o'er with agony ef ſweat. 

Alas ! he cried, I wretch 1n priſon pine, 

Too happy rival, while the fruit is thine : 

Thou liv'ſt at large, thou draw'ſt thy native air, 

Pleas'd with thy freedom, proud of my defpair : 

Thou mayſt, ſince thou haſt youth and courage 

A fweet behaviour, and a ſolid mind, [join'd, 

Aſſemble ours and all the Theban race, 


Which boung my friendſhip to Pirithous firſt : | 


To vindicate on Athens thy diſgrace 


T 4 And 
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And after, by ſome treaty made, poſſeſs 
Fair Emily, the pledge of laſting peace. 
do thine ſhall be the 9 prize, while I 
NMuft languiſh in deſpair, in priſon dic. 
Thus all th' advantage of the ſtrife is thine ; 
Thy portion double joys, and double ſorrows mine. 
1 he rage of jealouſy then fir d his ſoul, 

And his face kindled like a burning coal: 

Now cold Deſpair, fuccceding in her ſtead, 

To hid paleneſs turns the glowing red. 

J{is blood, ſcarce liquid, creeps within his veins, 
Like watcr which the freezing wind conſtrains. 
Then thus he faid : Eternal Deities, 5 
Who rule the world with abſolute decrees, 
And write whatever time ſhall bring to paſs, 
With pens of adamant, on plates of bats ; 
What, 1s the race of human kind your care 
Beyond what all his fellow-creatures arc? 

He with the rett 15 hable to pain; 

And like the ſheep, his brother-beaſt, is ſlain. 
Cold, hunger, pritons, ills withour a cure, 

All theſe he muſt, and guiltleſs oft, endure ; 

Or does your juſtice, pow'r, or pretcience fail 
When the good ſuffer, and the bad prevail? 
What worle to wretched virtue wn befal, 

If tate; or giddy fortune, govern'd all ? 

Nay, worſe than other beaſts is our eftate : 
Them to purſue their pleaſures you create 
We, bound by harder Revs muſt curb our will, 
And your commands, not our defires, fulfil ; | 
Then when the creature is unjuſtly lain, 

Yet after death at leaſt he fcels no pain; 

But man, in life ſurcharg'd with woe before, 
Not freed when dead, is doom'd to ſuffer more. 
A ferpent ſhoots his ſting at unaware ; 

An arabuſh'd thief forelays a traveller: 

The man hes marder'd; while the thick and ſnake, 
One gains the thickets, and one thrids the brake. 
This let divines decide; but well I know, 

Juſt or unjuſt, I have my ſhare of woe; 
Through Saturn ſeated in a luckleſs place, 

And Juno's wrath, that perſecutes my race 

Or Mars and Venus, in a quartil, move 

My pang of jealouſy for Arcite's love. 

Let Palamon oppreſs'd in bondage mourn, 

While to his exil'd rival we return. | 

By this, the fan, declining from his height, 
he day had fhorten'd, to prolong the night : 
The lengthen d night gave length of miſery 
Both to the captive lover and the free 

Jo Palamon in endleſs priſon mourns, 

And Arcite forf.its life if he returns: 

The banith'd ncver hopes his love to lee, 

Nor hopes the captive lord his liberty. 

* Fis hard to fay who ſuffers greater pains : 
One tces his love, but cannot break his chains; 
One free, and all his motions uncontroul'd, Ibehold. 
Beholds whate'er he would, but what he would 
Judge as you plcaſe, for I will haſte to tell 
What fortune to the baniſh'd knight befel. 
When Arcite was to Thebes return'd again, | 
The loſs of her he lov'd renew'd his pain; 


What could be worſe, than never more to ſce 


—_ 
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[That pale turns yellow, and his face 
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He rav'd with all the madneſs of def air 
He roar N, he beat his breaſt, he tore his hy: 
Dry forrow in his ſtupid eycs appears i 
For, wanting nouriſhment, he wanted tears : 
His eye-balls in their hollow fockets fink: 
Bereft of ſlecp, he loaths his meat and drink 
He withers at his hcart, and looks as wan 
As the pale ſpectre of a murder'd man: 
The aded hue of ſapleſs boxen Do 
In folitary groves lid makes his moan, 
Walks carly out, and ever is alone: 
Nor, mix d in mirth, in youthful pleaſures hare 
But ſighs when ſongs aud inftruments lie heat 
His ſpirits are fo low, lis voice is drown'd. ) 
He hears as from afar, or in a ſwoon, | 
Like the deaf murmurs cf a diſtant found : 
Uncomb'd his locks, and ſqualid his attire, 
Unlike the trim of love and gay defire : 

But full of muſcful mopings, which preface 
The lots cf reaſon, and conclude in tage.“ 
This when he had endur'd a year and more, 
Now wholly chang'd from what he was before, 
It happen'd once, that, ſlumb'ring as he lay, 


| He dream'd (his dream began at break of day) 


That Hermes o'er his head in air appear'd, 
And with foft words luis drooping ſpirits cheer'd : 
His bat, adorn'd wich wings, difclos'd the Got, 
And in his hand he bore the fleep-compelling id: 
Such as he tcem d, when, at his fire's commend, 
On Argus' head he laid the fnaky wand. 
Ariſe, he ſaid, to conq'ring Athens go; 
There fate appoints an cnd to all thy woe, 
The fright awaken'd Arcite with a (tart ; 
Againſt his boſom bounc'd his heaving heart; 
But foon he ſaid, with ſcarce-recover'd breath, 
And thither will I go to meer my death, 

Sure to be ſlain; but death is my defire, 

Since in Emilia's ſight 1 ſhall expire. 

By chance he ſpied a mirror while he ſpoke, 
And gazing there, beheld his alter d look ; 
Wond'ring, he ſaw his features and his hue 
So muchwere chang'd, that ſcarce himſelf he knew, 
A ſudden thought then ſtarting in his mind, 
Since I in Arcite cannot Arcite ſind, 

The world may ſearch in vain with al! their eyes 
But never penetrate through this diſguife. 


give, 

In low eſtate T may ſecurely live, 
And ſee, unknown, my miltrets day by day. 
He faid ; and cloth'd himſelf in coarſe array, 
A lab'ring hind in ſhew ; then forth, he went, 
And to th' Athenian tow'rs his journey bent: 
One ſquire attended in the fame diſguife, 
Made conſcious of his maſter's enterprize. 
Arriv'd at Athens, ſoon he came to court, 
Unknown, unqueſtion'd, in that thick reſoit: 
Proff ring for hire his ſervice at the gute, 
To drudge, draw water, and to run or Walls 

So far befel him, that for little gain 
He ſcrv'd at firſt Emilia's chamberiain 
And, watchful all advantages to ſpyv, 
Vas Kill at hand, and in Els maſters ey? 3 


And 


Ilis life, his foul, his clarming Emily: | | 


Thanks to the change which grief and fickne's. 


— om ts ch. wwe *. Bd WY mp vo 


*« 


Book I. 


bones were big, and ſincws ſtrong, 
Refos'd no toil that could to ſlaves belong; 
from deep wells with engines water drew, 
2 us d his noble hands the wood to hew. 
— paſs'd a year at leaſt attending thus 
On Emily, and call'd Philoftratus. 
But never was there man of his degree 
oo much eſteem d, 10 well-belov'd as he. 
& gentle of condition was he known, 
That thro! the court his courteſy was blown: 
think kim worthy of a greater place, 
And recommend him to the royal grace; 
That, excrcis'd within a higher ſphere, 
lis virrues more conſpicuous might appear. 
Thus by the gen'ral voice was Arcite prais d, 
And by great Theſcus to high favour rais'd : 
Among his menial ſervants firſt enroll'd, 
And largely entertain d with ſums of gold: 
Beſides what ſecretly from "Thebes was ſent, 
Of his own income, and his annual rent : 
This well employ*d, he purchas'd friends and fame, 
gut cautiouſly conceal'd from whence it came. 
Thus for three years he liv'd with large increaſe, 
In arms of honour, and eſteem in peace; 
To Theſeus? perſon he was ever near; 
And Theſeus, for his virtues, held him dear. 
Palamon and Arcite; or, the Knight's Tale. 
B OO K II. | 
WHILE Arcite lives in blifs, the ſtory turns 
Where hopeleſs Palamon in priſon mourns. 
For fix long years immur'd, the captive knight 
Had dragg'd his chains, and ſcarcely ſeen the light: 
Loft liberty and love at once he bore; N 
His priſon pain'd him much, his paſſion more: 
Nor dares he hope his fetters to remove, 
Nor ever withes to be free from love. 


And as his 


But when the fixth revolving year was run, 


And May within the Twins receiv'd the ſun, 
Were it by chance, or forceful deſtiny, 
Which forms in cauſes firſt whate'cr thall be, - 
Aſfited by a friend, one moonleſs night, 
ths Palamon from priſon took his flight: 
A pleaſant bev'rage he prepar'd before 
Ot wine and honey, mix'd with added ſtore 
Of opium; to his keeper this he brought, 
Who iwallow'd unaware the ſleepy draught, 72 
4nd fnor'd ſecure till morn, his ſenſes bound 
In flumber, and in long obhvion drown'd. 
dhort was the night, and carcful Palamon 
do1ght the next covert ere the riſing ſun. 
A thick-ſpread foreſt near the city lay, | 
lothis with lengthen'd ſtrides he took his way | | 
(For far he could not fly, and fear'd the day). J 
date from purſuit, he meant to ſhun the light, 
4 the brown {ſhadows of the friendly night j 
4 Thebes might favour his intended flight. 
An to ms country come, his next deſign 
ke all the Theban race in arms to join, 
2 ar on Theſeus, till he loſt his life, 
nl won the beautcous Emily to wife. 
: us while his thoughts the ling'ring day beguile, 
wis nile Arcite let us turn oor ye 3 
0 7 llitle Areamrt how nigh he was to care, 
ul creach'rous fortune caught him in the ſnarc. 
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Saluted in her ſong the moruing grey; 

And ſoon the ſun aroſe with beams ſo bright, 

That all th' horizon laugh'd to {ee the joyous tight; 

He with his tepid rays the roſe renews, 

And licks the drooping leaves, and drics the dews; 

When Arcite left his bed, refolv'd to pay 

Obtcrvance to the month of merry May : 

Forth on his fiery ſteed betimes he rode, 

That ſcarcely prints the turf on which he trod : 

At eaſe he ſcem'd, and, prancing o'er the plains, 

Turn'd only to the grove his horſe's reins, 

The grove 1 nam'd before; and, lighted there, 

A wooudbine garland ſought to crown his hair; 

Then turn'd his face againſt the riſing day, 

And rais'd his voice to welcome in the May. 
For thee, {weet month, the groves green liveries 

wear; 2 2 5 

Tf not the firſt, the faireſt of the year : 

For thee the Graces lead the dancing hours, 

And Nature's ready pencil paints the flow'rs : 

When thy ſhort reign is paſt, the feveriſh fun 

The ſultry tropic fears, and moves more flowly on. 

So may thy tender bloſſoms fear no blight, 

Nor goats with venom'd teeth thy tendrils bite, 

As thou ſhalt guide my wand'ring fect to find 

The fragrant greens I ſeek, my brows to þind. 
Hisvows addreſs'd, within the groveheſtray'd, 


Till fate, or fortune, near the place convey'd 

His ſteps where ſecret Palamon was laid, 

Full little thought of him the gentle knight, 

W ho flying death had there conceal'd his flight, 

In brakes and brambles hid, and ſhunning mor- 
tal fight ; | | 

And leſs he knew him for his hated foe, 

But fear'd him as a man he did not know. 

But as it has been ſaid of ancient years, 


For this the wiſe are ever on their guard; 
For unforeſcen, they ſay, is unprepar'd. 
Uncautious Arcite thought himſelf alone, 
And leſs than all ſuſpected Palamon, 


But on the fudden ſtopp'd, and ſilent ſtood, 

As lovers often muſe, and change their mood; 
Now high as heaven, and then as low as hell; 
Now up, now down, as buckets in a well; 

For Venus, like her day, will change her cheer, 
And ſeldom ſhall we ſee a Friday clear. 

| Thus Arcite, having ſung, with alter'd hue 
Sunk on the ground, and from his boſom drew 
A deſp'rate ſigh, accuſing Heaven and fate, 
And angry Juno's unrelenting hate. 
Curs'd be the day when firſt I did appear [ 


Let it be blotted from the calendar, | 

Leftitpollutethe month, and poiſon all the year, 

Still will the jealous Queen purſue our race ? 

Cadmus 1s dead, the Theban city was : 

Yet ceaſes not her hate; for all who come 

From Cadmus are involy*d in Cadmus' doom, 

I ſuffer for my blood : unjuſt decree ! - | 

Thar puniſhes another's crime on me. 

lu mean eſtate I ſerve my mortal toe, 

The man who caus'd my country's e 
8 h his 


That fields are full of eyes, and woods have ears; | 


Who liſt'ning heard him, while he ſearch'd the 
| And loudly tung his roundelay of love; \ grove, 
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This is not all; for Juno, to my ſhame, 

Has forc'd me to forſake my former name; 

Arcite I was, Philoſtratus 1 am. 

That fide of heaven is all my enemy; 

Mars ruin'd Thebes, his mother ruin'd me. 

Of all the roval race remains but one 

Beſides myſelf, th' unhappy Palamon, | 

Whom Theſeus holds in bonds, and will not free; 

Without a crime, except his kin to me. 

Yet thefe, and all the reſt, I could endure; 

But Love's a malady without a cure; 

Fierce Love has picre'd me with his frery dart; 

He fres within, and hiſſes at my heart. 

Your eyes, fair Emily, my fate purſuc ; 

1 ſuffer for the reſt, I die for you. 

Of ſach a Goddeſs no time leaves record, 

Who burn'd the temple where the was ador'd : 

And let it burn, I never will complain; 

Pleas'd with my ſuff' rings, if you 1 my pain. 
At this a ſickly qualm his heart afſail'd, 

His cars ring inward, and his ſenſes fail'd. 

No word miſs'd Palamon of all he ſpoke, 

But ſoon to deadly pale he chang'd his look: 

He trembled every limb, antl felt a ſmart, 

As if cold ſteel had glided through his heart; 

Na longer ſtaid; bur, ſtarting from his place, 

Diſcover'd ſtood, and fhew'd his hoſtile face. 

Falſe traitor Arcite, traitor to thy blood, 

Round by thy ſacred oath to ſcek my good, 

Now art thou found forefworn for Emily, 

And dar'ſt attempt her love for whom I die. 

Sn haſt thou cheated Theſcus with a wile, 

Againſt thy vow, returning to beguile 

Under a borraw'd name; as talſe to me, 

go falſe thou art to him who fer thee tree: 

But reſt ailur'd that either thou ſhalt dic, 

Or elſe renounce thy claim in mily: 

For though unarm'd I am, and (treed by chance) 

Am here without my ſword or pointed lance, 


Hope not, baſe man, unqueition'd hence to go; 


For I am Palamon, thy mortal for. | 


Arcite. who hoard his tale, and knew the man, 


His ſword unſheath'd, and fiercely thus began: 
Now bv the Gods win govern heaven above, 


Wert thou not weak ithi hunger. mad with love, 


That word had been thy laſt, or in this grove 
This hand ſhould force thee to renounce thy love. 
The ſurety which I care thee, 1 dety : * 
Foot, not to know thet love endures no tie, 
Aud Jeve but laughs at fovers permry, 
Know I will ferve the fair in thy deſpite ; 
Bur fince thou art my kinſman and a Knight, 
Here, have mv faith. to-morrow in this grove 
Our arms ſhall plead the titles of our love : 
And Heaven fo help my right, as I alouc | 
Will come, and keep the caute and quarrel botli 
unknown, | | 
With arins of proof both for myſelf and-thce ; 
Chcote thou the beſt, and leave the wortt to mc, 
And, that a better caſe thou mavlt abide, 
Bedding and clothes I will this night provide, 
And ncedful ſuſtenance, that thou mayſt be 
A conqueſt-better won, and worthy. me. 
His promite Palamon accepts; but prav d 
To keep it better than the firſt he made. 
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Approach ; each other from afar they knew, 


Againſt each other, arm'd with ford and lance: 


With rifng briſtles, and with ftrathy laws, 


80 fouglit the kniglits, and nighting wu abide, 


_ * 9 .% * . . i 1 wn 
Comes with retiftiels force, and finds or makes he! 


Chev more our appetites to good or ill, 


! Was beaſts of chace in foreſts to deftrov ; 


| Fortook his caly couch at carly day, 


Boo 11, 


Thus fair they parted till the morrow 
For each had laid his plighted faith x 
Oh Love! thou ſternly doſtthy pow'rmaintg; 
And wilt not bear a rival in thy rj 85 
n thy reign, 
Jyrants and thou all fellowſhip diſdain. 
This was in Arcite prov'd, and Palamen . 
Both in deſpair, yet cach would love alone 
Arcite return'd, and, as in honour tied. 
His foe with bedding and with food tupplicd, 
Then, ere the day, two ſuits of armour.ſus!; 
N hich borne before him on his ſtecd he brought 
Both were of ſhining ſtecl, and u rought ſo pur: 
As might the ſtrokes of two ſuch arms endure, 
Now at the time, and in th' appointed place, 
The challenger and challeng'd, face to fate, 


8 dern; 
0 paun. 


And from afar their hatred chang'd their lvic, 
So ſtands the Thracian herdſman with his ſpear 
Full in the gap, and hopes the hunted bear; 
And hears him ruſtling in the wood, and fes, 
His courte at diſtance by the bending trees; 
And thinks, here comes my mortal enemy, 
And cither he muſt fall in fight, or: 
This while he thinks, he lifts aloft his dart; di 
A gen'rous chilneſs ſcizes ev'ry part; heart. 
The veins pour back the blood, and fortit the | 

Thus pale they meet, their eyes with fury bury; 
None greets, for none the greeting will return, 
But in dumb ſurlineſs cach arm'd with cate 
His foe profeſt, as brother of the war: 
Then both, no moment loſt, at once advance 


Ther lath, they foin, they paſs, they {{rive to bus 
Their corflets, and rhe thinneſt parts explore, 
Thus two long hours in equal arms they ftoo!, 
And wounded, wound ; till both were bath'd mn 
And not a foot of ground had either gat, b 
As it the world depended on the tpot, 
Fell Arcite like an angry tiger far'd, 
And like a hon Palamon appear td : 
Or as two boars whom love to battle draws, 


The! ; ; "BY 
Their adverſe breaſts with tuſks oblique tt 
| wound, 
With grunts and groans the foreſt rings around, 


Pill fate an umpire ſends their dift'rence to deceive, 
The pow 'r that miniſters to God's decrees, 

And executes on carth what Heaven foretess, 
Cold providence, or chance, or fatal ſwar, 
Nor Kings, nor Nations, nor united power. LM. 
One monicnt can retard th' appointed hour. 
And tome one day forme wondrons chance ap: 

„ wears, | 

\Vhich happen'd not in centuries of years: 
For ſure whatc'er we mortals late, or love, 
Or hope, or tcar, depends on powers above : 


And by foreſight neceſlitate the will. © 
In Theſcus this appears, whote yourhfu! 03 


This gentle knight, infpir'd by jolly Mav, 


Aud to the wood and wilds purtued His Wag "Refile 
| | * 


Book II. 
Bede him rode 


n the queen, 

> ily attir'd in lively green, 

And worm, and hounds, and all the runeful cry, 
To hunt a royal hart withia the covert nigh : 
And as he follow'd Mars before, fo now 
lle ſerres the goddels of the filver bow. 
The way that Theſeus took was to the wood 
Where the two knights in cruel battle ſtood : 
Thelawnon which they fought, th' appointed place 
In which th' uncoupled hounds began the chace. 
Thither forth-right he rode to route the prey, 
That thaded by the fern in harbour lay; 

| And, thence diflodg'd, was wont to leave the wood 
For open fields, and croſs the cryſtal flood. 
Approach'd, and looking underneath the ſun, 

He {wv proud Arcite and fierce Palamon 

I» mortal battle doubling blow on blow, 

Like lightning flam'd their faulchions to and fro, 

1nd hot a dreadful gleam; fo ſtrong they ſtruck, 

There ſeem'd leſs force requir'd to fell an oak: 

il, end with wonder on their equal might, 

Look 's cager on, but knew not either knight: 

WAlv'd to learn, he ſpurr'd his fiery ſtecd 

\Wirh goring rowels to provoke his ſpeed, 

The minute ended that began the race, 

90 ſoon he was betwixt them on the place; 

And with his {word unſheath'd, on pain of life, 

Ummands both combatants to ceaſe their ſtrife : 

Then with imperious tone purſues his threat 

What arc vou? why in arms together met? 

[low dares vour pride preſume againſt my laws, 

imm a litted field, to fight your cauſe ? 

Uniſk'd the royal grant; no marthal by, 

\, anightly rites require, nor judge to try? 

Then Palamon, with ſcarce recover'd breath, 

Laus haſty poke: We both deſerve the death, 

And both would die; for look the world around, 

\ pair fo wretched is not to be found: _ 

Our 07c's a load; encumber'd with the charge, 

We tong to fer th' impriſon'd ſoul at large. 

Now 4s thou art 2 ſov'reign judge, decree 

1.erghifel doom of death to him and me; 

neither find thy grace, for grace is cruelty. 
ert, oh kill me firſt, and cure my woc; 

Wo thczth the ſword of juſtice on my foe: 

0 l him kirſt; for when his name is heard, 
4 toremott will receive his due reward. 

\reite of Thebes. is he, thy mortal foe, 

Ha whom thy grace did liberty beſtow * 
* arit contracied, that if ever found 
be or night upon th' Athenian ground, 

Wo wal ſhould pay the forteit ; ſee return'd 
erur'd knight, Eis oath and honour ſcorn'd. 
e tilts is he who, with a borrow'd name 
Jad profer'd tervice, to tliy palace came, 

ate ited, and in high degrce, 
© ping to the bed of beauteous Emily. 
"ly part remains; from Thebes my birth I own, 


An all Cd 7 

4 nd Cal! my ſelf the unhappy Palamon. 

& that man; ſince no diſgrace 

| | enounce the honour of my race. 
Sia me for what I am: I broke ; 
promis'd I th 
he love of libert 
And 


ink me not lik 
Luan tree me do r 


nn, my chain, 
y pris ner to remain: | 
y with life is given; 


ate itſelf thi inferior gift of Heaven, 
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Thus without crime I fled; but farther know, 
I with this Arcite am thy mortal foe : 

For ſafeguard of thyſelf, death is my duc. 

More xouldſt thou know? I love bright Emily, 
And for her ſake and in her fight will die: 

But kill my rival too; for he no leſs 1 
Deſerves; and I thy righteous doom vill bleſs, j 
To this replied the ſtern Athenign prince, 

And fourly ſmil'd—In owning vour offence, 
You judge yourſelf; and I but keep record 

[n place of law, while you pronqunce the word. 
Take your deſert, the death you have decreed ; 
By Mars, the patron of my arms, you die. 

He faid ; dumb forrow ſeiz'd the ſtanders- by. 
The queen above the reſt, by nature good 

(The pattern form'd of perfect wonhanhood), 
For tender pity wept : when the began, 

All dropt their tears, ev'n the contended maid z 
And thus among themſelves they ſoftly ſaid: 
What eyes can ſuffer this unworthy ſight ! 

Two youths of royal blood, renown'd in fight, 
The maſterthip of hcaven in face and mind, 

See their wide ſtreaming wounds; they neithercame 
For pride of empire, nor deſire of fame. 
Kings light for kingdoms, madmen for applauſe : 
But love for love alone; that crowns the lover's 
(0 1: onal. 76 5 


Then give me death, ſince 1 thy life purſue; 
Aſſur'd that what I loſe he never ſhall poſſeſs. 

'T feal your doom, and ratify the deed : 

Thro' the bright quire ti' infectious virtue ran. 
And lovers far beyond their faithleſs Kind: 
This thought, xhichever bribesthebeauteouskind, 


| Such pitv wrought in ev'ry lady's mind, 


| They left their ſteeds, and proſtrate on the place, 
From the fierce king implor'd th' offenders grace. 
| He paus'd awhile, ſtood filent in his mood 
| (For vet his rage was boiling in his blood); 
But ſoon his tender mind th' impreſſion felt 
(As ſofteſt metals are not flow to melt, 
And pity ſooneſt runs in ſofteſt minds): 
Then reaſons with himſelf; and firſt he finds 
IIis paſſion caſt a miſt before his ſenſe, | 
And either made or magnified th' oftence. 
| Offence! of what? towhom? who judg'dthe cauſe? 
The pris'ver freed himſelf by nature's laws : 
Born free, he tought his right: the man he freed 
Way perjur'd ; but his love excus'd the deed: 
Thus pond'ring, he look'd under with his eyes, 
And ſaw the women's tears, and heard their crics, 
Which mov'd compatlion more: he ſhook his head, 
And, ſoftly ſighing, to himſelf he faid: {draw 
Curſe on th' unpardoning prince whom tears can 
To no remorſe, who rules by lions law; 
And deaf to prayers, by no ſubmiſſion bow'd, 
Rends all alike, the penitent and proud: 
At this, with look terenc, he rais'd his head; 
Reaſon reſum'd her place, and patlion fled : 
Then thus aloud he tpokc: The pow'r of love, 
In carths, and ſeas, and air, and heaven above, 
Rules, unreſiſted, with an awful nod; 
By daily miracles declar'd a God: 


He blinds the wife, gives eyc-fight to the blind; 


And moulds and ſtamps anew the lover's mind. 
| Behold that Arcite, and this Palamon, 
Freed from my fetters, and in ſafety gone, 


What | 


1 


What hinder'd either in their native foil 
At eaſe to reap the harveſt of their toil; 
But Love, their lord, did otherwiſe ordain, 
And brought them in their own deſpite again, 
To ſuffer death deferv'd; for well they know 
*Tis in my pow'r, and I their deadly foe ; 
The proverb holds, that to be wiſe and love, 
Is hardly granted to the Gods above. 
dee how the madmen bleed: behold the gains 
Withwhich their maſter, Love,rewards their pains; 
For ſeven long years, on duty ev'ry day, 
Lo their obedience, and their monarch's pay: 
Vet, as in duty bound, they ſerve him on; 
And, afk the fools, they think it wiſely done; 
Nor eaſe, nor wealth, nor life itſelf regard, 
For 'tis their maxim, Love is love's reward. 
This is not all; the fair for whom they ſtrove. 
Nor knew before, nor could ſuſpect, their love; 
Nor thought, when the beheld the fight from far, 
Her beauty was tli' occaſion of the war. 
But ſure a gen'ral doom on man 1s paſt, 
And all are fools and lovers, firſt or laſt : 
This both by others and myſelf I know, 
For I have ſerv'd their ſov*reign long ago; 
Ott have been caught within the winding train 
Of female ſnarcs, and felt the lover's pain, 
And learn'd how far the God can human hearts 
| conſtrain. | 7 
Jo this remembrance, and the pray'rs of thoſe 
Who for th' offending warriors imerpoſe, 
T give their forfeit lives; on this accord, 
To do me homage as their fov reign lord; 
And as my vaſlals, to their utmoſt might, 
Aſliſt my perſon, and aſſert my right. | 
his freely ſworn, the knights their grace obtain'd. 
Then thus the king his ſecret thoughts explain'd: 
It wealth, or honour, or a royal race, 
Or each, or all, may win a lady's grace, 
Then cither of you knights may well deſerve 
A princeis born; and ſuch is the you ſerve: 
For Emily is ſiſter to the crown, | 
And but too well to both her beauty known : 
Bat ſhould you combat till you both were dead, 
Two lovers cannot ſhare a ſingle bed: 
As therefore both are equal in degree, 
The lot of both be left to deſtiny. 
Now hear th' award, and happy may 1t prove 
To her, and him who beſt deſerves her love! 
Depart from hence in peace, and free as air 
Search the wide world, and where you pleaſe re- 
pair; 3 | 
But on the day when this returning ſun 
[Fo the fame point through ev'ry ſign has run, 
Then cach of you his hundred knights thall bring, 
In royal liſts, to fight before the king; _ 
And then the knight whom fate or happy chance 
Shall with his friends to victory advance, 
And grace his arms ſo far in equal fight 
From out the bars to force his oppoſite, 
Or kill, or make him recreant on the plain, 
The prize of valour and of love ſhall gain; 
The vanquiſh'd party thall their claim releaſe, 
And the long jars conclude in laſting peace. 
he charge be mine t' adorn the choſen ground, 
The theatre of war, for champions fo renown'd ; 


— 
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And take the patron's place of either knight 
With eyes impartial to behold the ficht: 
And heaven of meſo judge as I ſhall: ad ITY 
If book cow Goh a . jUdgearight, 
: oth are ſatisfied with this accord, | 
swear by the law 1 fn 
. y a laws of knighthood on my ſword, 
| 0 now . ut Palamon exults with joy 7 
And raviſh'd Arcitc ſeems to touch t ſey: 
i he whole aſſembled troop was pleas'd as well: 
Extol th award, and on their knees they fell ; 
To bleſs the gracious king, The knight; with 
leave (ccive; 
Departing trom the place, his laſt commands re- 
On Emily with equal ardour lock, 
And from her eves their inſpiration took, 


From thenceto T hebes'old walls purſue their way, 


Each to provide his champions for the day. 


It might be deem'd, on our hiſtorian's part, 
Or too much negligence, or want of art, 
If he forgot the vaſt magnificence 
Of royal Theſeus, and his large cxpence, 
He firſt inclos'd for lifts a level ground, 
The whole circumference a mile around ; 
The form was circular ; and all without 
A trench was ſunk, to moat the place about, 
Within an amphitheatre appear'd, 
Kais d in degrees, to fixty paces rear'd : 
That, when a man was plac'd in one Cegree, 
Height was allow'd for him above to ſee. 
Eaſtward was built a gate of marble white; 
The like adorn'd the weſtern oppoſite. 
A nobler object than this fabric was 
Rome never faw, nor of ſo vaſt a ſpace: 
For, rich with ſpoils of many a conquer'd land, 
All arts and artiſts Theſcus could command: 
Who fold for hire, or wrought for better fame, 
The maſter-painters and the carvers came. 
So roſe within the compaſs of the year 
An age's work, a glorious theatre, 
Then o'er its eaſtern gate was rais d above 
A temple, ſacred to the queen of love; 
An altar ſtood below: on cither hand 
Apricſtwithroſes crown'd,vhoheldamyrtlewand, 
The dome of Mars was on the gate oppos d, 
And on the north a turret was inclos d, 
Within the wall of alabaſter white, 
And crimſon coral for the queen of night, 
Who takes in ſylvan ſports her chaſte delight. 
Within theſe oratorics: might you fee |» 
Rich carvings, portraitures, and imagery : 
Where ev'ry figure to the life expretv'd 
The godhead's pow'r to whom it was addreſo d. 
[n Venus' temple, on the ſides were teen 
The broken flumbers of cnamour'd men, _ 
Pray'rs that e'en ſpoke, and pity ſcem d te Cath, | 
And iſſuing ſighs that ſmok'd along the wel. 
Complaints, and hot deſires, the lover's hell. 
And tcalding tears that ore a channel where t 
EET + | : 
And all around were nuptial bonds, the tics 
Of love's aſſurance, and a train of lycs, 
That, made in Juſt, conclude in perjuries: 


hey 


I Beauty, and youth, and wealth, and luxury, 


And < ritely hope, and ſhort-enduring joy; 


And ſorceries to raiſe th infernal pow rs, 
And ſigils fram'd in planctary hours: 


Expencc, 
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e, and 
And doubts o 
Suſpicions, anc 
FA jcalouly ſuffus 


after-thought, and idle care, 
f motley hue, and dark deſpair; 
d fantaſtical ſurmiſe, 
'd with jaundice ag re” eyes, 
10 view'd, in tawny dreſs'd; 
PN Tad wo a cuckow & her filt. 
The cofily feaſt, the carol and the dance, 
inſrcls and muſic, poetry and play, 
4nd balls by night, and tournaments by day. 
All theſe were paintcd on the wall, and more; 
With acts and monuments of times before: 
And others added by prophetic doom, 
And lovers yet unborn, and loves to come : 
For there th' 1daltan mount and Cithcron, 
The court of Venus was in colours drawn ; 
Before the palace- gate, in careleis dreſs, 
And loote array, fat portreſs Idleneſs: 
There, by the fount, Narciſſus pin'd alone; J 
There Sampſon was, with wiſer Solomon, 
And all the mighty names by Love undone. 
Medca's charms were there, Circean feaſts, 
Withbowlsthat turn d enamour'd youths to beaſts, 
lere might be ſeen, that beauty, wealth, and wit, 
And proweſs, to the pow'r of love ſubmit: 
The ſpreading ſnare for all mankind is laid; 
And lovers all betray, and are betray'd. 
The Goddeſs? felf ſome noble hand had wrought; 
Smiling the ſeem'd, and full of pleaſing thought: 
From occan as ſhe firſt began to riſe, 
And ſmooth the ruffled ſeas and clear'd the-ſkies ; 
dhe trod the brine all bare below the breaſt, 
And the green waves but ill conceal d the reſt ; 
A lute ſhe held; and on her head was ſeen 
A urcath of roſes red, and myrtles green; 
Her turtles fann'd the buxom air above, 
And, by his mother, ſtood an infant Love, 
Wihwings unfledg'dzhis eves were bandedo'er; 
His hands a bow, his back a quiver bore, _ 
dupplicd with arrows bright and Keen, a deadly 
ſtore. | | | 
But in the dome of mighty Mars the red 
With diff rent figures all the fides were ſpread ; 
This temple, leſs in form, with equal grace, 
Was imitative of the firſt in Thrace : 
For that cold region was the lov'd abode, 
And for'reign manſion, of the warrior god. 
The landſcape was a foreft wide and bare, 
mow neither beaſt nor human kind repair; 
ac fowl, that ſcent afar, the borders fly, 


And fhun the bitter blaſt, and wheel about the ky . 


A cake of ſeurf lies baking on the ground, 
And prickly ſtubs inſtead of trees are found 3 


Ur woods with knots and knares deform'd and 


old; 
WM 24. | 
er the moſt, and hideous to behold : 
W lattüng tempeſt tkrough the branches went, 


bat ſtripp'd them bare, and one ſole waythey bent. 


en troze above ſevere, the clouds congeal, 


And through the cryſtal vault appear'd the 


2 ſtanding hail; 
The. ae ace OR a mountain ſtood 
neath KY. BN * * e , ee on: 
The z. g brow, and on a bent, 
| temple ſtood of Mars armi potent: 
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| | The frame of burniſh'd ſteel, that caſt a glare 
From far, and ſcem'd to thaw the freezivg arr. 


A ſtrait long entry to the remple led, 


Blind with high walls, and horror over head: 


Thence iſſued ſuch a blaſt and hollow roar, 


As threaten'd from the hinge to heave the door - 
In through that door a northern light there thone ; 
Twas all it had, for windows there were none. 


The gate was adamant ; cternal frame !, 


Which, hew'd by Mars himfelf, from Indian 


quarries came, 
The labour of a God; and all along 


Tough iron plates were clench'd to make it ſtrong. 


A tun about was ev'ry pillar there ; 
A polith'd mirror ſhone not half fo clear. 
There ſaw J how the ſecret felon wrought, 


And treaton lab'ring in the traitor's thought; 
And midwite Time the ripen'd plot to murder 


brought. | | | 
There the red anger dar'd the pallid fear; 
Next ſtcod hypocriſy with holy lcer, 
Soft ſmiling, and demurely looking down, 
But hid the dagger underncath the gown : 
TH affatlinating wife, the houſehold fiend ; 


And, far the blackeſt there, the traitor- friend. 


On t' other fide there ſtood deſtruction bare; 
Unpuniſh'd rapine, and a waſte of war. 


Conteſt, with ſharpen'd knives, in cloiſters drawn, 


And all with blood beſpread the holy lawn. 


Loud menaces were heard, and foul diſgrace, 


And bawling infamy, in language baſe ; 


Till fenſe was loſt in ſound, and ſilence fled 


the place. 
The layer of himſelf yet ſaw I there, 
The gore congeal'd was clotted in his hair: 


[Wich eyes half clos'd and gaping mouth he lay, 
And grim as when he breath'd his tullen ſoul away , 
| In midſt of all the dome misfortune fart, 


And gloomy diſcontent, and fell debate, 


And madnels laughing in his ireful mood, 
And arm'd complaint on theft, and cries of blood, 
There was the murder'd corpſe, in covert laid, 

And violent death in thouſand ſhapes diſplay'd: 
| The city to the ſoldier's rage refign'd ; 


Succeſsleſs wars, and poverty behind: 


Ships burnt in fight, or forc'd on rocky ſhores, 


And the raſh hunter ſtrangled by the boars : 
The newborn babe by nurſes overlaid ; _ 


And the cook caught within the raging fire hemade. 


All ills of Mars's nature, flame and ſteel; 
The gaſping chariotcer beneath the wheel 
Of his own car; the ruin'd houſe that falls, 
And intercepts her lord betwixt the walls : 
The whole diviſion that to Mars pertains; 


All trades of death that deal in ficel for gains 
Were there: the butcher, armourer, and ſmith. 
Who forges ſharpen'd faulchions, or the ſcythc. 


The ſcarlet conqueſt on a tow'r was plac'd, 


With ſhouts and ſoldiers acclamations grac'd : 
A pointed ſword hung threat'ning o'er his head, 


Suſtain'd but by a ſlender twine of thread, 
There faw I Mars's ides, the capitol, 
The ſeer in vain foretelling Czfar's fall; 
The laff triumvirs, and the wars they move, 
And Anthony, who loft the werld for love 
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Theſe, and a thouſand more, the fane adorn; 
Their fates were painted cre the men were born, 
All copied from the heavens, and ruling force 
Of the red ſtar, in his revolving courſe. 
The form of Mars high on a chariot ſtood, 
All theath'd in arms, and gruffly look'd the God: 
Two gcomantic figures were diſplay'd 
Above his head, a warrior and a maid ; 
One when direct, and one when retrograde, 

Tir'd with deformirics of death, 1 haſte 
To the third temple of Diana chaſe. 

A ſylvan ſcene with various greens was drawn, 
Shades on the ſides, and on the midft a lawn: 
The filver Cynthia, with her nymphs around, 
Purſued the flying deer, the woods with horns 
Caliſto there ſtood manifeſt of ſhame, / refound : 
And, turn'd a bear, the northern ſtar became: 
Iler fon was next, and by peculiar grace 

In the cold cirele held the ſecond place: 
The ſtag Acteon in the ſtream had ſpied 
The naked huntrets, and, for ſecing, died: 
His hounds, unknowing of his change, purſue 
"The chace, and their miſtaken maſter flew, 

encian Daphne too was there to ſee, 

Apollo's love before, and now his tree: 
Th adjoining fane th'allembled Greeks expreſs'd, 
And hunting of the Caledonian beaſt. 
Ocnides' valour, and his envicd prize; 
The fatal pow'r of Atalanta's eyes; 
Diana's vengeance on the victor thewn, 
The murd'reſs mother, and conſuming fon ; 
The Volſcian queen extended on the plain; 
The treaſon punith'd, and the traitor flain. 
The rett were various huntings, well deſign'd, 
And ſavage beuſts deſtroy'd, of ev'ry kind. 
The graceful goddefs was arrav'd in green; 
About her feet were little beavles ſcen, 
That watch'd with upward cycs the motions 

of their queen, | 
Her legs were buſkm'd, and the left before; 
In att to ſhoot, a filver bow the bore, | 
And at her back a painted quiver wore, 
She trod a waxing moon, that ſoon would wane, 
And drinking dorrow'd light, be fill'd again; 
With downcatt <ycs, as ſeeming to ſurvey 
The dack dominions, her alternate ſway. 
Before her ſtood a woman in her throes, 
And call'd Lucina's aid, her burden to diſcloſe. 
All theſe the painter drew with ſuch command, 
That Nature ſnatch d the pencil from his hand, 
Aſham'd and angry that his art could feign 
Aud mend the tortures of a mother's pain. 
T heſcus beheld the fancs of cv'ry God, 
And thought his migtity coſt was well beftow'd. 
So princes now their ports ſhould regard; 
But few can write, and fewer can reward, 
The rhearre thus rais'd, the lifts inclos'd, 

And ail with vaſt magnificence diſpos'd, | 
We lea e the monarch pleas'd. and haſte to bring 
The knights to cowbat, and their arms to ſing. 


Pulamon and Arcite; or, the Knight's Tale. 
| 3 RES Lo i 
TIIU day approach'd when Fortune ſhould decide 
Th'impoctaut enterprize, and give the bride g 


ULunettiue, King of Inde, a migaty halb-, 
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For now the rivals round the world had ſou» | 
And cach his number, well appointed, brou, ; 
The nations far and ncar contend in 8 n. 
And ſend the flow'r of war by public 5 
That after, or before, were never known * 
Such chicts, as cach an army ſcem'd ala 
Beſide the champions, all of high de 
Who knighthood lov'd and deeds of chivalry 
Throng d to the lifts,” and envied to behold ; 
Lhe names of others, not their own, enroll'd, 
Nor tcems it ſtrange; for ev'ry noble knight 
Who loves the fair, and is endued with might, 
In tuch a quarrel would be proud to fight, 
There breathcs not ſcarce a man on Britith ground 
(An iſle for love and arms of old renown d) 
But would have fold his life to purchaſe fame, 
To Palamon or Arcite ſent his name : 
And had the land ſelected of the bet, 
Half had come hence, and let the world provide 
the reit. 7 
M hundred knights with Palamon there came, 
Approv'd in fight, and men of mighty name ; 
Their arms were ſev'ral, as their nations were, 
But furnith'd all alike with word and ſcar, 
Some wore coat armour, imitating ſcale; 
And next their {kins were ſtubborn thirts of mail; 
Some wore a breaſt-plate and a light juppon, 
Their horſes cloth'd with rich capariſon; 
Some for defence would leathern bucklers uſe 
Of folded hides, and others ſhields of pruce z 
One hung a pole-ax at his ſaddle-bow, 
And one a heavy mace to ſhun the tor ; 
One for his legs and knees provided well, 
With jambeux arm'd, and double plates of ſteck: 
This on his helmet wore a lady's glove, 
And that a flecve embroider'd by his love, 
With Palamon, above thc reſt in place, 
[.ycurgus came, the ſurly king of Thrace; 
Black was his beard, and manly was his face: 
The balls of his broad eyes roll'd in his head, 
And glar'd betwixt a yellow and a red: 
He look'd a lion with a gloomy ſtare, 
And o'er his eve-brows hung his matted hatr : 
Big-bon'd, and large of limbs, with finews firony, 
Broad-thoulder'd, and his arms were round a 
long. 


ne: 
gree, 


2 N * ; . 0 ai 
| Four milk-whitc bulls (the Thracian uſe of od) 


Were yok'd to draw his car of burnifa « gold, 
Upright he ſtood, and bore aloft His ficli. 5 
Contpicuous from afar, and overiook'd the held. 
His furcoat was a bear- ſKkin on his back == 
His hair hung long behind, and glolty raven black. 
His ample forchcad bore a coronet OL. 
Wich ſparkling diamonds and with rubies ſet: 
Jen brace, and more, of greyhounds, fnow fat 
And tall as tags, ran looſe, and cours'd aroune 
his chair; bear: 
A match for pards in flight, in grappling for the 
Wich volden muzzles all their mouth} were donna; 
And collars of the ſame their necks furrounc. 
Thus thro” the fields Lycurgus too his r AD 
His hundred knights attend in pump and proue 
Array. 


, . 1 2 1 L 185 c: me 
To match this monarch, with ſtreng Arcit cen 


On 
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On a bay courſer, goodly to behold, 


[ gold, 
The trappings of his horſe a > with bard rout 
Not Mars beſtrode a ſteed with greater grace; 
His ſurcoat o er his arms was cloth of 1 hrace, 
Adorn'd with pearls, all orient, round, and great; 
His ſaddle was of gold, with emeralds ſet. 

His ſhoulders large a mantle did attire, 

With rubies thick, and ſparkling as the fire: 
His amber- colour d locks in ringlets run, 
Withoracefulnegligence,and ſhone againſt the ſun. 
li noſe was aquiline, his eyes were blue, 
Raddy his lips, and freth and fair his hue : 
game ſprinkled freckles on his face were ſcen, 
Whoſe duſk ſet off the whiteneſs of the ſkin : 
ls awful preſence did the crowd ſurpriſe, 

Nor durſt the raſh ſpectator meet his eyes; 
pres that confeſs'd him born for Kingly ſway, 

& ficree, they flath*d intolerable day. 
lis age in nature's youthful prime appear'd, 

And juſt began to bloom his yellow bcard. 
Whenc'er he ſpoke, his voice was heard around, 
Loud as a trumpet, with a ſilver found. 

A lavrel wreath'd his temples, freſh and green; 
And myrtle ſprigs, the marks of love, were mix d 
Upon his fiſt he bore, for his delight, . [ between... 
An eagle well reclaim'd, and hly white. 

His hundred knights attend him to the war, 
All azm'd for battle, fave their heads were bare, 
Words and devices blaz'd on ev'ry ſhield, | 
And pleaſing was the terror of the field. 

Forkings, and dukes, and barons, you might ſce, 
Like parking ſtars, though ditt rent in degree, 

All for th'inereaſe of arins, and love of chivalry, | 
Before the king tame leopards led the way, 

And troops of lions innocently play. 
do Bacchus thro” the conquer'd Indies rode, 

And beaſts in gambols friſk d before the honeſt god. 

In this array the war of cither fide 
Through Athens paſs'd with military pride. 

At prime, they enter'd on the Sunday morn ; 
Fich tap ttry ſpread the ſtrects, and flow rsthe poſts 
The town was all a jubilee of feaſts; [ adorn. 
by Theſeus will 'd, in honour of his gueſts ; 
thmtelf with open arms the king embrac'd, 

Then all the reſt in their degrees were grac d, 
do harbinger was ncedful for a night, 
lor evry heute was proud to lodge a knight, 
2 pals the royal treat, nor muſt relate 
lit gifts beſtow'd, nor how the champions fat : 

Wi bt or laſt, or how the Enights addreſe d 
heir vous, or who was faireſt at the feaſt; 

0 Lobe . whote graceful dance did moſt ſur- 

ram 1645 lighs, and ſilent love of eyes. { prite; 

The rivals call my Mule another way, 

Jo ung their vigils for ti enſuing dav. 
W darkneſs, paſt the noon of night; 
. on che cuntines of the light, 

A Al aiready {tretch'd her wing, 

ö 5 28 on her neſt, made ſhort eſſays to 

When wakeful Pal | 

A to the roval 

Venus ut her fan 


mon, preventing day, 
liſts his carly way, 
e, in her own houle to pray. 
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| Doſt faireſt ſhine, and beſt become thy place. 


And roaring hunts his female thro' the wood: 


If e'er Adonis touch'd thy tender heart, 


4 


{ O Goddeſs, tell thyſelf what I would ſay, 


[The reſt among the rubbiſh ray they ſweep, 


At length it catches flame, and in a blaze expires ; 
£ | 
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There, falling on his knees before her ſhrine, 
He thus implor'd with pray'rs her pow'r divine. 
Creator Venus, genial pow'r of love, 

The bliſs of men below, and gods above! 
Beneath the ſliding ſun thou runn'ſt thy race, 


For thee the winds their caſtern blaſts forbear, 
Thy month reveals the ſpring, and opens all the 
car. 

Thee, Goddeſs, thec the ſtorms of winter fly, 

Earth ſmiles with flow'rs renewing, laughs the 
ky, ; [ apply. 

And birds to lays of love their tuneful notes 

For thee the lion loaths the taſte of blood, 


For thee the bulls rebellow thro' the groves, 
And tempt the ſtream, and ſnuff their abſent loves. 
'Tis thine, whate'er is pleaſant, good, or fair: 
All nature is thy province, life thy care: 

Thou mad ſt theworld,and doſttheworldrepair. 
Thou gladder of the mount of Cytheron, 
Increate of Jove, companion of the ſun ; 


Have pity, Goddeſs, for thou know'ſt the ſinart. 
Alas! I have not words to tell my gricf; 

To vent my forrow would be ſome relief; 
Light ſuff'rings give us leiſure to complain; 
We groan, but cannot ſpeak, in greater pain. 


Thou know | it, and I feel too much to pray. 
So grant my ſuit, as I enforce my might, 

In love to be thy champion and thy Knight; 

A ſervant to thy ſex, a flave to thee, 

A toe profeſt to barren chaſtity. 

Nor aſk I fame or honour of the ficld, 

Nor chooſe 1 more to vanquith than to yield. 
In my divine Emilia make mc bleft, 

Let fate, or partial chance, diſpoſe the reſt: 
Find thou the manner, and the means prepare; 
Poſſeſſion, more than conqueſt, is my care. 
Mars is the warrior's god; in him it lies, 

On whom he tavours to confer the prize; 
With ſmiling aſpect you ſerencly move 

In your fifth orb, and rule the realm of love, 
The fates but only ſpin the coarſer clue, 

The fineſt of the wool is left for yu. 
Spare me but one {mall portion of the twine, 
And let the ſiſters cut below your line: 


Or add it to the yarn of ſome old miter's heaps, 

But if you this ambitious pray'r deny 

(A with, I grant, beyond mortality), 

Then let me tink beneath proud Arcite's arms, 

And, 1 once dead, let him poſſeſs her charms, 
Thus ended he; then with obſervance due 

The lacred incenſe on her altar threw : 

The curling ſinoke mounts heavy from the fires; 


At once the gracivus Goddeſs gave the fign, 
Her ſtatue ſhook, and trembled all the ſhrine: 
Pleas'd Palamon the tardy omen took. ; 

For, fince the flames purſued the trailing ſmoke, 
He knew his boon was granted; but the day | delay. 


To difiance diixen, and joy adjourn'd with long 
Now 
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Now morn with roſy light had ſtrœak d the ſky; 

Up roſe the ſun, and up roſe Emily; 
Adrefs'd her carly ſteps to Cynthia's fane, 
In ſtate attended by her maiden train, 
Who bore the veſts that holy rites require, 

Incenſe, and od'rous gums, and cover'd fire. 

Che plenteous hornswith pleaſant mead theycrown, 
Nor wanted aught beſides in honour of the moon. 
Now. while the temple ſmok'd with hallow'd ſteam. 
They waſh the virgin in a living ſtream; =» 
"The ſecret ceremonies I conceal, 

Uncouth, perhaps unlawful, to reveal ; 

But ſuch they were as Pagan uſe requir'd, 
Perform'd by women when the men retir'd, | 
Whoſe eyes profane their chaſte myſterious rites 
Might turn to ſcandal, or obſcene deligglits. | 
Well-meaners think no harm; but for the ref, 
Things facred they pervert, and filence is the beit. 
Her thining hair, uncomb'd, was loofe!y ſpread, 
A crown of maſtleſs oak adorn'd her head: 
When to the ſhrine approach'd, the ſpotleſs maid 
Had kindling fires on either altar laid 
(The.rites were ſuch as were obſery'd of old, 
By Statius in his Theban ſtory told) ; | 
Then kneeling with her hands acroſs her breaſt, 
Thus lowly ſhe preferr'd her chaſte requeſt : 

O Goddeſs, haunter of the wood!and green, 
To whom both heaven, and carth, and ſeas are ſcen; | 
Queen of the nether ſkies, where half the ar 
Thy ſilver beams deſcend, and ligut the gloomy 

ſphere ; | 

Goddeſs of maids, and conſcious of our hearts, 
So keep me from the vengeance of thy darts, 

Which Niobe's devoted ue felt, | 
M' hen hiiling through the ſkies the feather'd deaths 
As I deſue to live a virgin life, [ wore dealt; 
Nor know the name of mother or of witc, 

Thy votreſs from my tender years J am, 

And love, like thee, the woods and ſylvan game. 
Like death, thou know'ſt, J loath the nuptial 
And man, the tyrant of our ſex, I hate, | ſtate, 

A lowly ſervant, bur a lofty mate; 

Where love is duty on the female fide 

On theirs mere ſenſual guſt, and ſought with ſurly 
Now by thy triple ſhape, as thou art ſeen | pride. 
In heaven, carth, hell, and ev'ry where a queen, 
Grant this my firſt deſire; let diſcord ceale, 

And make betwixt the rivals laſting peace : 
Quench their hot fire, or far from me remove 
hie flame, and turn it on ſome other love: 

Or, if my frowning ſtars have ſo decreed, 

That one mutt be rejected, one ſucceed, 

Make him my lord, within whoſe faithful breaſt 
Is fix'd my image, and who loves me beſt. 

But, oh! even that avert! I chooſe it not, 

Bur take it as the leaſt unhappy lot. 

A maid I am, and of thy virgin train ; 

Oh let me till that ſpotleſs name retain ! 
Frequent the foreſts, thy chaſte will obey, 

And only make the beaſts of chace my prey! 
The flames aſcend on either altar clear, 

Whilethusthe blameleſs maid addreſsꝰꝗ her pray'r. 
When, lo! the burning fire that ſhone ſo bright 
Tiew off, all ſudden, with extinguith'd Zignt, 


_ 
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And left one altar dark, a little ſpace ; 

Which turn'd ſelf-Kindled, and renew d the blar 
Lhe other victor flame a moment good " 
Then fell, and lifeleſs left th' extinguiſh'd wood 
For ever loſt, th' irrevocable liglit i 
Forſook the black ning coals, and ſunk to night: 
At cither end it whiſtled as it flew, (dez 
And as the brands were green, ſo dropp d the 
Infetted as it fel] with ſweat of ſanguine hue 

The maid from that ill omen turn' d her ct 
And with loud ſhrieks and clamours rent the tie 
Nor knew what ſignified the boding fivn, 285 
But found the pow'rs diſpleas'd, and feat'd hs 

wrath divine. i 

Then thook the ſacred ſurine, and ſud len light 
Sprung through the vaulted roof, and made ths 

temple bright. 

The pow'r, behold! the pow'r in glory ſhone, 
By her bent bow and her keen arrows known; 
1 he reft, a huntreſs iſſuing from the wood, 
Reclining on her cornel ſpear the ſtood. 

Then gractous thus began: Diſmiſs thy fear, 
And Heaven's unchang'd decrees attentive hear: 
More pow'rful Gods have torn thee from my fide, 
Unwilling to reſign, and doom'd a bride : 


| The two contending knights are weigh'd above; 


One Mars protects, and one the Queen ef Lors: 
But which the man, is in the Thund'rer's breat , 
This he pronounc'd, 'tis he who loves chec bk, 
The tire that once extinct reviv'd again, | 
Foreſhews the love allotted to remain: 
Farewel ! the ſaid, and vanith'd from the place; 
The ſheaf of arrows ſhook, and rattled in the calc, 
Aghaſt at this, the royal virgin ſtoud, 
Duchaim'd, and now no more a ſiſter of the woot; 
But to the parting Goddeſs thus ſhe pray d:) 
Propitions ſtill be preſent to my aid, ſ 
Nor quite abandon your once favour'd maid. 
"Then tighing the return'd ; but fmil'd berwix?, 
With hopes and fears, and joys with ſorrows mit, 
The next returning planctary hour 


Of Mars, who ſhar'd the hepturchy of pow'r, 
His fieps bold Arcite to the temple bent, 


T' adore with Pagan rites the pow'r armipotent: 
Then proftrate low before his altar lay, 
And rais'd his manly voice, and thus beyanto pray: | 
Strong God of Arms, whwle iron fceptre faqs 
The treczing North, and Hyperborcan seas, 
And Scythian colds, and Thracia's winter caſt, 
Where ſtand thy ficeds, and thou art honour d 
mot: | 5 
There moſt ; but evry where thy pow'r is Known, 
The fortune of the fight is all thy own : 
Terror is thine, and wild amazcment, flung 
From out thy chariot, vithers cven the ſtrong: 
And diſarray and ſhameful rout enfuc, 
And force is added to the fainting crew. 


* 
| Acknowledg'd as thou art, accept my Pray r, 


f aught I have achicv'd deſerve thy care: 
lt to my utmoſt pow'r with ſword and ſhield 
I dar'd the death, unknowing how to vie, 
And, falling in my rank, ſtill kept the field: 
Then let my arms prevail, by thee ſuſtaiu d, 
That Emily by conqueſt may be gain'd- 


Ne 
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iy on my pains ; nor thoſe unknown 

mg an chick, when a lover, were his own. 
Venus, the public care of all above, 
Thy ſtubborn heart has ſoftcn'd into love: 
Now by her blandiſhments and powerful charms, 
When yielded ſhe lay curling in thy arms, 
Eren by thy ſhame, if ſhame it may be call d, 
When Vulcan had hes 542 net cnthrall'd z 

tied ignominy, ſweet diſgrace, 
When 98/4 God 2 ſaw thee with'd ;hy place! 
By thoſe dear pleaſures, aid my arms in ght, 
And make me conquer in my patron's right: 
For I am young, a novice in the trade, 
The fool of love, unpractis d to perſuade, 
And want the ſoothing arts that catch the fair; 


But, caught myſelf, lic ſtruggling in the ſnare : 
And the I love, or laughs at all my pain, 


Or knows her worth too well, and pays me with 


diſdain, | Pe 
For ſure I am, unleſs J win in arms, 
To ſtand exrluded from Emilia's charms : 
Nor can my ſtrength avail, unleſs by thee 
Endued by force, I gain the victory; 
Then for the fire which warm'd thygen'rous heart, 
Pity thy ſubject's pains and equal ſmart. 
So be the morrow 's ſweat and labour mine, 
The palm and honour of the conqueſt thine : 
Then ſhall the war; and ſtern debate, and ſtrife 
Immortal, be the buſineſs of my life; 
And in thy fane, the duſty ſpoils among, hung; 
High on the burniſh'd roof my banner jhall be 


| 


Rank d with my champion's buckler, and below, 


With arms revers'd, th'achicvements of my foe : 
And while theſe limbs the vital ſpirit feeds, 
While day to night, and night to day ſucceeds, | 
Thy ſmoking altar ſhall be fat with food 
Ot incenſe, and the grateful ſteam of blood 
Burnt off rings morn and evening ſhall be thine, 
And hres eternal in thy temple ſhine. 
The buth of ycllow bcard, this length of hair, 
Which from my birth inviolate I bear, 
Guiltlels of ſteel, and from the razor free, 
hall fall a plentcous crop, reſerv'd. for thee 3 
da may my arms with victory be bleſt: 
I ak no more ; let fate diſpoſe the reſt. 
The champion ccas'd; there follow d in the cloſe 
A hogow groan: a murmuring wind aroſe 
ha rings of iron, that on the doors were hung, 
Ota jarring ſound, and harſhly rung: 
The bolted gates flew open at the blaſt; 
Ihe form ruſh'd in, and Arcite ſtood aghaſt : 
ſs oy were blown afide, yet ſhone they 
bright, e 
F da by the wind, and gave a ruffled light. 
3 trom the ground a ſcent began to riſe, 
ele as accepted ſacriſice: 
eee R 4, and as the flames aſpire 
6 incenſe Arcite heaps the tire : 
thy yrans to Mars, or heathen charms: 
; & the nodding ftatue claſh'd his arms, 
e With a ſullen found and feeble cry 


1 and half pronounc'd, the word of 


wa. of ſuceeſs ſecure, return d to his abode, | 


' 


| 2% 
Theſe vows thus granted riis'd a ſtrife above 

Betwixt the God of War and Queen of Love. 

She granting firſt had right of tune to plead , 

But he had granted teo, nor would recede. 

Jove was for Venus; but he fear' d his wife, 

And ſeem'd unwilling to decide the ſtrife; 

Till Saturn from his leaden throne arvſt, _ 

And found a way the diff 'rence to compoſe: 

Though ſparing of his grace, to miſchief bent, 

He ſeldom docs a good with good intent. 

Wayward, but wite ; by long experience taught, 

To plcaſe both partics, for ill ends, he ſought: 

For this advantage .age from youth has won, 

As not to be outridden, though outrun. 

By fortune he was now to Venus trin'd; 

And with ſtern Mars in Capricorn was join'd + 


| Of him diſpoſing in his own abode 


* . 
He ſooth'd the Goddeſs, while he gull'd the Godt 
Cealc, daughter, to complain, and ſtint the ſtrifez 
Thy Palamon ſhall have his promis'd wife: 
And Mars, the lord of conqueſt, in the fight 
With palm and laurel ſhall adorn his knight. 
Wide is my courſe, nor turn I to my place, 
Till length of time, and move with tardy pace. 
Man feels me, when I preſs th' ethereal plains 
My hand is heavy, and the wound remains. 


Mine is the ſhipwreck, in a wat'ry gh 


And, in an earthy, the dark dungeon mine. 
Cold ſhivering agves, melancholy care, 
And bitter blaſting winds, and poiſon'd air, 

Are mine, and wilful death, reſulting from 

| deſpair. 
The throtling quinſey 'tis my ſtar appoints, 

And rheumatiſms afcend to rack the joints: 
When churls rebel againſt their native prince, 

I arm their hands and furniſh the pretence; 
And, houſing in the lion's hateful ſign, 

Bought ſenates and deſerting troops are mine. 
Mine is the privy pois'ning; 1 command 
Unkindly ſeaſons, and ungrateful land. 

By me king's palaces are puſh'd to ground, 
And miners eruſh'd beneath their mines are found, 
Tas 1 flew Sampſon, when the pillar'd hall 
Fell down, and cruth'd the many with the fall. 
My looking is the tire of peſtilence, 

That tweeps at once the people and the prince. 
Now weep no more, but truſt thy grandſire's art, 
Mars thail be pleas d, and thou perform thy part, 
'Tis ill, though diff *rent your coinplexions ate, 


| The family of Heaven for men ſhould war: 


Th' expedient pleas d, where neither loſt his 
right; F 
Mars had the day, and Venus had the night. 
The management they left to Chronos” care 
Now turn we to th' effect, and ſing the war. 
In Athens all was pleaſure, mirth, and plays 
All proper to the ſpring, and ſprightly May : 
Which ev'ry foul infpir'd with ſuch delight, 
'Twas jeſting all the day, and love at night: 
Heaven 1mil'd, and gladded was the heart of man 3 
And Venus had the world as when it firſt began. 
At length in ſleep their bodies they compoſe, * 
And dreamt the future fight, and early roſe. 
Now {ſcarce the dawning day * to ſpting, 
As at a _ given the ſtreets with clamours as 


200 
At once the crowd aroſe; confus'd and high 
Even fromtheHeaven was heard a ſhouting cry; | 
For Mars was early up, and rous'd the ſky. 
The Gods came downward to behold the wars, 
Sharp ning their ſights, and leaning from their ſtars, 
The neighing of the gen'rous horſe was heard, 
For battle by the huſv groom prepar'd, 
Ruſtling of harneſs, rattling of the ſhield, 
Clattering of armour furbiſh'd for the field. 
Crowds to the caſtle mounted up the ſtreet, 
Batt'ring the pavement with their courſers feet: 
The greedy fight might there devour the gold 
Of glittering arms, too dazzling to behold : | 
And poliſh'd ſteel that caſt the view aſide, 
And crefted morions, with their plumy pride. 
Knights, with a long retinue of their ſquires, 
In gaudy liveries march, and quaint attires. 
One lac'd the helm, another held the lance : 
A third the ſhining-buckler did advance. 
The courſer paw'd the ground with reſtleſs feet, 
And ſnorting foam'd, and champ'd the golden bit. 
The ſmiths and armourers on palfreys ride, 
Files in their hands, and hammers atthcir fide, 
And nails for looſen'd ſpears, and thongs for 
ſhiclds provide. | 
The yeomen guard the ſtreets in ſeemly bands; 
And clowns come crowdin 
their hands. 

The trumpets, next the gate, in order plac'd, 
Attend the ſign to ſound the martial blaſt ; _ 
The palace-yard is fill'd with floating rides, 
And the laft comers bear the former to the ſides. 
'The throng is in the midſt : the common crew 
Shut out, the hall admits the better few; 

In knots they ftand, or in a rank they walk, 

Serious in aſpect, earneſt in their talk: 

Factious, and favouring this or t' other fide, 

As their ſtrong fancy or weak reaſon guide : 

Their wagers back their withes ; numbers hold 
With the fair freckled king, and beard of gold: 
So vigorous are his eyes, ſuch rays they caſt, 

So prominent his eagle's beak is plac'd. 

But moſt their looks on the black monarch bend, 

His riſing muſcles end his brawn commend; 

His double-biting axe and beamy ſpear, 

Each aſking a gigantic force to rear. 

All ſpoke as partial favour mov'd the mind; 

And, ſafe themſelves, at others coſt divin'd. 

Wak'd by the crics, th' Athcnian chief aroſe, 
The knightly forms of combat to diſpole ; - 
And paſling thro' th' obſequious guards, he fat 
Conſpicuous on a throne, ſublime in ſtate ; 
Thee for the two contending knights he tent : 
Arm'd cap-a-pee, with rev'rence low they bent. 
lic (mild on both, and with ſuperior loo 
Alike their offer'd adoration took. 

The people preſs on every fade, to ſce 

'Their awful prince, and hear his high decree. 
Then ſigning to their heralds with his hand, 
They gave his orders from their lofty ſtand. 
Silence is thrice enjoin'd ; then thus aloud 
The king at arms beſpeaks the knights and 

liſt'ning crowd. 

Our fov'reign lord has ponder'd in his mind 
The means to {pars the bloed of gentle Kind; | 
N of SD | | 
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But iſſues, ere the fight, 


Of the toug 
| But knights unhors'd ma 


g on, with cudgels in 1 


| And after him the queen and Emily: 


Book II. 


clemency, 
cree ; 
rebate, 


£, not for hate, 
ſhould terminate their ſtrife 


And of his grace, and inborn 
He modifies his firſt ſevere de 
The keener edge of battle to 
The troops for honour fightin 
He wills not death 
And wounds, if wounds enſue, 


f be ſhort of lift: 
ö his dread command, 
That ſlings afar, and poniards hand to hand, 


Be baniſh'd from the field; that none 

With ſhorten'd ſword to ſtab in cloſer — 2 

But in fair combat fight with manly firength 

Nor puſh with biting point, but firike at length 

The tourney is allow'd but one carcer f 

h aſh, with the tharp-grinded ſpear ; 

y rife from off the plain 

And fight on foot their honour to regain; 

Nor, if at miſchief taken, on the ground 

Be ſlain, but priſoners to the pillar bound, 

At either barrier plac d; nor, captives made, 

Be freed, or arm'd anew the fight invade, 

The chief of either fide, bereft of life, 

Or yielded to his foe, concludes the ſtrife. 

Thus dooms the lord: now valiant knights and 

oung 

Fight cach his fill with ſwords and maces long, 
The herald ends: the vaulted firmament 

With loud acclaims and vaſt applauſe *« rent: 

Heaven guard a prince ſo gracious and ſo yood, 

So juſt, and yet fo provident of blood! 

This was the gen'ral cry. The trumpets ſound, 

And warlike ſymphony is heard ground, _ 

The marching troops thro' Athens take their way, 


| The great carl-marſhal orders thei! array, 


The fair from high the patling pomp behold; 
A rain of flow'rs is from the windows roll'd, 
The caſements are with golden tiſſue ſpread, 
And horſes hoofs, for earth, on ſilken tapeſtry 
| tread : | 
| The king goes midmoſt, and the rivals ride 

In equal rank, and cloſe his either fide, 

Next after theſe there rode the royal wife, 
Wich Emily, the cauſe and the reward of ſtrife, 
The following cavalcade, by three and three, 
Proceed by titles marſhall'd in degree. 
Thus thro' the ſouthern gate they take their w, 
And at the liſt arriv'd ere prime of day. 


, ' te yp. 
There, partiog from the king, the chiefs divide, 


And, wheeling eaſt 
ride. | f 10 
Th' Athenian monarch mounts his throne on high, 


and weſt, before their many 


ö 


| grac'd 
With nearer ſeats, and lords by ladies plac d. 
Scarce were they ſeated, when with clamours 19% 
In ruſh'd at once a rude promiſcuous crowd: 


Next theſe the kindred of the crown are 


The guards, and then each other overbear, 


And in a moment throng the ſpacious theatre. 
Now chang'd the jarring noiſe to whilpers low 
As winds forſaking ſeas more ſoftly blow ; 

| When at the weſtern gate, on which the cat 

Is plac'd aloft, that bears the God of war, 
Proud Arcite ent'ring arm'd before his train, 
Stops at che barrier, and divides the plain. 
Red was his banner, and diſplay'd abroad 


The bloody colours of his Patron God. A 
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ſelf moment enters Palamon 

— of Venus, and the riſing· ſun ** 
Wav'd by the wanton winds, his banner flies, 
All maiden white, and ſhares the people's eyes. 
From caſt to weſt, look all the world around, 
wo troops ſo match'd were never to be found : 
duch bodies built for ſtrength, of equal age, 
I ature fi: d; fo proud an equipage : 
The niceſt eye could no diſtinction make 
Where lay th' advantage, or what fide to take. 

Thus rang? d, the herald for the laſt proclaims 
A ſilence, while they anſwer'd to their names: 
For ſo the king decreed, to ſhun the care, [war. 


The fraud of muſters falſe, the common bane of | 


The tale was juſt, and then the gates were clos'd, 
And chief to chief, and troop to troop oppos d. 
The heralds laſt retir'd, and loudly cried, 
The fortune of the field be fairly tried. 
At this, the challenger with fierce defy 
His trumpet ſounds, the challeng*d makes reply: 
With clangour rings the field, reſounds the 
vaulted ſky. | 
Their vizors clos'd, their lances in the reſt, 
Or at the helmet pointed, or the creſt ; 
They vaniſh from the barrier, ſpeed the race, 
And fpurring ſee decreaſe the middle ſpace. 
A cloud of ſmoke envelops either hoſt, 
And all at once the combatants are loſt : 
Darkling they join adverſe, and ſhock unſeen, 
Courſers with courſers juſtling, men with men: 
As lab'ring in eclipſe, awhile they ſtay, 
Tul the next blaſt of wind reſtores the day. 
Tiey look anew : the beautcous form of fight  ; 
I: chang'd, and war appears a grizly fight. | 
Two troops in fair array one moment thew'd, 
The next, a field with fallen bodies ſtrew'd : 
Not half the number in their ſeats are found; 
But men and ſteeds lie grov'ling on the ground. 
The points of ſpears arc ſtuck within the ſhield, 
The feeds without their riders ſcour the field. 
The knights unhors'd on foot renew the fight; 
The glitt ring faulchions caſt a gleaming light: 
Hauberks and helms are hew'd with many a wound: 
Out ſpins the ſtreaming blood, and dyes theground. 
The mighty maces with ſuch haſte deſcend, | 
They break the bones, and make the ſolid ar- 
mour bend. | 
Tiis thruſts amid the throng with furious force ; 
n goes, at once, the horſeman and the horſe : 
That courſer tumbles on the fallen ſteed, 
And flound'ring throws the rider o'er his head. 
One rolls along, a foot-ball to his foes ; | | 
Cnc with a broken truncheon deals his blows. 4 
This halting, this diſabled with his wound, | 
{a triumph led, is to the pillar bound; . 
here by the king's award he muſt abide: | 
5 85 goes a captive led on t' other ſide. 1 
f ar they ceaſe ; and, leaning on the lance, | 
reath awhile, and to new fight advance. 
| 


* oft the rivals met, and neither ſpar d 
Th Ney force, and each forgot to ward. 
© cad of this was to the ſaddle bent, 
— other backward to the crupper ſent : 
were by turns unhors'd ; the jealous blows 


F | ” 
ul thick and beavy, when gn foot they clole, 
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So deep their faulchions bite, that ev'ry ffroke 


| Pierc'd to the quick; and equal wounds they 


| ve and took. | 

| Borne fer aſunder by the tides of men, 

Like adamant and ſteel they meet again. 
So when a tiger ſucks the bullock's blood, } 


A famiſh'd lion iſſuing from the wood 


| Roars lordly fierce, and challenges the food. 
Each claims poſſeſſion, neither will obey, _ 
' But both their paws are faſten'd on the prey ; 


The ſwains come arm'd between, and both to diſ- 
; tance drive. 5 

At length, as fate foredoom' d, and all things tend 
By courie of time to their appointed end, 

So when the ſun to weſt was far declin'd, 

And both afreſh in mortal battle join'd, 

The ſtrong Emetrius came in Arcite's aid, 
And Palamon with odds was overlaid : 

For, turning ſhort, he ſtruck with all his might 
Full on the helmet of th' unwary knight. 
Deep was the wound ; he ſtagger'd with the blow, 
And turn'd him to his unexpected foe ; 
Whom with ſuch force he ſtruck, he fell'd him 
down, | 
And cleft the circle of his golden crown. 

But Arcite's men, who now prevail d in fight, 


| Twice ten at once ſurround the ſingle Knight: 


O'erpow'r'd at length, they force him to the ground 
Unyiclded as he was, and to the pillar bound; 
And king Lycurgus, while he fought in vain 
His friend to free, was tumbled on the plain. 
Who now. laments but Palamon, compell'd 
No more to try the fortune of the field! 
His rival's conqueſt, and renounce the prize ! 
The royal judge on his tribunal plac'd, 
Who had beheld the fight from firſt to laſt, _ 
Bade ceaſe the war; pronouncing from on high, 
Arcite of Thebes had won the beauteous Emily: 
| The ſound of trumpets to the voice replied, | 


And round the royal liſts the heralds cried, 


Arcite of Thebcs has won the beauteous bride. 
The people rend the ſkies with vaſt applauſe ; ' 
All own the chief, when fortune owns the cauſe. 
Arcite is own'd ev'n by the gods above, | 
And conq'ring Mars inſults the Queen of Love. 
So laugh'd he, when the rightful Titan fail'd, 
And Jove's uſurping arms in heaven prevail'd. 


| Laugh'd all the pow'rs who favour tyranny 


And all the ſtanding army of the ſky. 

But Venus with dejected eyes appears, 

And weeping on the liſts diſtill'd her tears; 
Her will refus'd, which grieves a woman moſt, 
And, in her champion foil'd, the cauſe of Love is 
Till Saturn faid, Fair daughter, now be ſtill, [ loft. 
The bluſt'ring fool has ſatisfied his will; 
His boon is given; his knight has gain'd the day, 
But loſt the prize; th' arrears are yet to pay. 
Thy hour is come, and mine the care ſhall be 
To pleaſe thy knight, and ſet thy promiſe free, 
Now while the * run the liſts around, 
And Arcite, Arcite, heaven and earth reſound; 
A miracle (nor leſs it could be call'd) 
Their joy with unexpected ſorrow pall d. 
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They bite, they tear; and while in vain they ſtrive, 


And, worſe than death, to view with hateful eyes 
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The ſvictor knight had laid his helm afide, 

Part for his cafe, the greater part for pride : 

BRarc-headed, popularly low he bow'd, 

And paid the falutations of the crowd. 

Then ſpurring at full ſpecd, ran headÞbng on 

Where Thefcus fat on his imperial throne; 

Furious he drove, and upward caſt his eve, 

Where, next the queen, was plac'd his Emily; 

Then paſſing to the ſaddle-bow he bent: 

A ſweet regard the gracious virgin lent. 

(For woman, to the brave an caſy prey, 

Still follow fortune where the leads the way.) 

Juſt then from carth ſprung out a flaſhing tire, 

By Pluto ſent, at Saturn's bad defire : 

"The ftartling ſtecd was ſeiz'd with ſudden fright, 

And, bounding, o cr the pommel caſt the knight: 

Forward he flew, and, pitching on his head, 

He quiver'd with his feet, and lay for dead. 

Black was his count'nance in a little ſpace ; 

For all the blood was gather'd in his face, 

Help was at hand: they rear d him from the ground, 

And from his cumbrous arms his limbs unbound; 

Then lanc'd a vein, and watch'd returning breath; 

It came, but clogg'd with ſymptoms of his death. 

The faddle-bow the noble parts had preſt, 

All bruis'd and mortified his manly breaſt. 

Him ſtill entranc'd, and in a litter laid, 

They bore from field, and to his bed convey'd, 

At length he wak'd, and, with a feeble cry, 

The word he firſt pronounc'd was Emily. 

Meantime the King, though inwardly he 

mourn'd, 

In pomp triumphant to the town return'd, 

Attended by the chiefs who tought the field 

(Now friendly mix'd, and in one troop compell'd), 

Compos'd his looks to counterfeited cheer, 

And bade them nor for Arcite's hife to fear, 

Bur that which gladded all the warrior-train, 

Though moſt were ſorely wounded, none were 
ſlain. 

The furgcons ſoon deſpoil'd them of their arms, 

And 1ome with ſalves they cure, and fone with 
charms ; | 

Voment the bruiſes, and the pains aſſuage, 

And healtheir ins ardhurtswith foy regadraughts 

"The king in perton viiits alt around; of fave. 

Comforts the fick, congratutates the found ; 

Honours the princely chiets, rewards the rett, 

And holds tor thrice three davs a royal feaſt. 

None was diſgrac'd; for failing is no ſhaine, = 

And cow ardice alone is lots of fame. 

The vent rous knight is from the faddlic thrown; 

Burt 'tis the fault of fortune, not his own. 

It crowns and palms the conqu'ring hide adorn, 

"The vicior under better ſtars was born: | 

The brave man ſecks not popular applauſe, 

Nor overpow r'd with arms deſerts his cauſe; 

Unſham'd, tho' foil'd, he does the beſt he can; 

Force 1s of brutes, but honour is of man, 

Thus Theſeus ſmil'd on all with equal grace; 
And cach was ſet according to his place, 
With eaſe were reconci!'d-the diff' ring purts, 
For envy ncver dwells in noble hearts, 

At length they took their leave, the time expir'd ; 
Veit pleas'd, and to their £2 al homes retir'd. 
7 
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Meanwhile the health of Arcite ill 

From bad proceeds to worſe, and mockst 
cares; | 

-Swoln is his breaſt ; his inward 


þ - 


impairs . 


he leeches 


All means are us'd, and all wh ln 5 
The clotted blood lies heavy on his heart N 
Corrupts, aud there remains in ſpite of art: 
Nor breathing veins, nor cupping, will prevail; 
All outward remedies and inward fail: : 
Che mold of nature's fabric is deſtroy'd; 

Her veſſels difcompos'd, her virtue void: 
The bellows of his lungs begin to ſwell; 

All out of frame is ev'ry ſceret cell, 

Nor can the good reccive, nor bad expel, 
Thoſe breathing organs thus within o preſs'd, 
With venom ſoon diſtend the finews of his brea?, 
Nought profits him to ſave abandon d life, 
Nor vomits upward aid, nor downward laxatire, 
The midmoſt region batter'd and deftroy'd, 
When nature cannot work, th' effet of art is void, 
For phyſic can but mend our crazy ftate, 
Patch an old building, not a new create, 
Arcitc is doom'd to die in all his pride, 

Muſt leave his youth, and yield his bcautcous 

bride, | | 

Gain'd hardly, againft right, and unenjoy'd, 
When 'twas declar'd all hope of life as paſt, 
Conſcience (that all of phy ſic works the laſt) 
Caus'd him to ſend for Emily in haſte. 

With her, at his deſire, came Palamon; 
Then on his pillow rais'd, he thus begun: 

No language can expreſs the ſmalleſt part 
Of what 1 fecl, and ſuffer in my heart, 

For you, whom beſt I love and value moſt; 
Burt to vour ſervice I bequeath my ghoſt ; 
Which from this mortal body when unticd, 
Unſecn, unheard, thall hover at your fide; 
Nor fright you waking, nor your fleep oftend, 
But wait officious, and your ſteps attend. 
How TI have lov'd, excuſe my falt'ring tongue, 
My ſpirits feeble, and my pains are ſtrong: 
This I may ſay, I only grieve to die, 
Becaufe J loſe my charming Emily : f 
To die, when Heaven had put you in my pov 7 
Fate could not chobſe a more malicious hour | 
What greater curle could envious fortune ge, 
Than juſt to die when I began to live! 

Vain men, how vaniſhing a blits we crave, _ 

| 'ring in the grass 


— 


Now warm in love, now with 
Never, O never more to fee the fun! 

Still dark, in a damp vault, and ſtill alone! 
This fate is common; but 1 loſe my breath, 
Near bliſs, and vet not bleſs d before my death. 

Farewe}; but take me dying in your arms, 

"Tis all 1 can enjoy of all your charms: 

This hand I cannot but in death reſign; 

Ah! could I live! but while I live tis mine. 

I feet my end approach, and thus l 

Am pleas d to die; but hear me ſpeak my 4a - 

Alt! my f\veet foe, for you, and you alone, 

[ broke my faith with infur'd Palamon. , 
But love the ſenſe of right and wrong con ny 
Strong love and proud ambition have no e 
And much I doubt, ſhould Heaven my lite pro 8˙ 
L thould return to juſtify my wrong 


L 


Tor, 
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For, while 70 
tance is bu g to 
Wis are hatred I purſued his life, | 


ior he, nor you, were guilty of the ſtrife : 
— I, but 4 1 jor d ; yet all combin'd, 


* 


Your beauty, and my impotence of mind, 

And his concurrent flame, that blew my fire; 

For ſtill our kindred ſouls had one deſire. 

He had a moment's right in point of time ; 

Had I ſeen firſt, then his had been the crime. 

Fate made it mine, and juſtified his right; 

Nor holds this earth a more deſerving knight 

For virtue, valour, and for noble blood, 

Truth, honour, all that is compris'd in good; 

So help me Heaven, in all the world is none 

So worthy to be lov'd as Palamon. 

He loves you too with ſuch an holy fire 

As will not, cannot, but with life expire : 

Our vow'd affections both have often tried, 

Nor any love but yours could ours divide, 

Then, by my love's inviolable band, 

By my long ſuff ring, and my ſhort command, 

It cer you plight your vows when J am gone, 

Hare pity on the faithful Palamon. . 5 
This was his laſt; for death came on amain, 

And exercis'd below his iron reign ; 

Then upward to the ſcat of life he goes: 

Senſe fled before him, what he touch'd he froze : 

Yet could he not his clofing eyes withdraw, 

Though lefs and leſs of Emily he faw ; 

So, ſpcechleſs, for a little ſpace he lay; [away. 

Then graſp'd the hand he held, and ſigh'd his foul 
But whither went his ſoul, let ſuch relate 

Who ſearch the ſecrets of the future ſtate : 

Dix ines can fav but what themſelves believe; 

Strong proofs thev have, but not demonſtrative : 

For were all plain, then all ſides muſt agree, 

And faith itſelf be loſt in certainty. 

To Jive uprightly then is ſure the beſt ; 

To fave ourſelves, and not to damn the reſt. 

The foul of Arcite went where heathens go, 

Who better live than we, thou gh lets they know. 
In Palamon a manly grief appears ; 

Silent he wept, aſham'd to ſhew his tears : 

Emilia thrick'd but once, and then, oppreſs'd 

With lorrow, ſunk upon her lover's breaſt : 

Til Theſeus in his arms convey'd with care, 

Far from ſo ſad a hight, the (wooning fair. 


1 
> 


10 bears the ſex a vouthful lover's fate, 
* hen juſt approaching to the nuptial ſtate; 
But, like a low-hung cloud, it rains to falt, 
that all at once it falls, and cannot laſt. 
The face of things is chang'd, and Athens now, 
That laugh'd fo late, becomes the ſcene of woe: 
rer maids, both lexcs, ev ry ſtate, os 
eee w 8 S u ntimel y fate. 
ts thn. b is * alling TI roy was ſeen | 
10 Tg with ye 3 but Hector Was not then. 
ee 0 5 eform'd their hoary hair; 
attÞc1 breaſts,theirchCehs thectear, 


15 . . 
Tucre loſs of time her ſorrow to relate 1 * 
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Old Egeus only could revive his ſon, 
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| Who various changes of the world had known; 
And ſtrange viciſſitudes of human fate, 


Still alt'ring, never in a ſtcady ſtate ; 

Good after ill, and after pain delight; 

Alternate, like the ſcenes of day and night: 
Since ev'ry man who lives is born to dic, 

And none can boaſt ſincere felicity, 

With equal mind what happens let us bear, 
Nor. joy nor grieve too much for things beyond 
our care, 

Like pilgrims to th' appointed place we tend; 
The world's an inn, and death the journey's end. 
Even kings but play; and when their part is done, 
Some other, worſe or better, mount the throne, 
With words like theſe the crowd was ſatisſied; 
And ſo they would have been had Theſeus died. 
But he, their king, was lab'ring in his mind 

A fitting place for fun'ral pomps to find, | 
Which were in honour of the dead deſign'd: JJ 
And, after long debate, at laſt he found 

(As love itſelf had mark'd the ſpot of ground) 


That grove for ever green, that conſcious land, 


Where he with Palamon fought hand to hand: 

That where he fed his amorous deſires 

With ſoft complaints, and felt his hotteſt fires, 

There other flames might waſte his earthly part, 

And burn hislimbs, where love had burn'd hisheart. 
This once reſolv'd, the peaſants were cnjoin'd 

Serc-wood, and firs, and dodder'd oaks to ſind. 

With ſounding axcs to the grove they go, 

Fell, ſplit, and lay the fuel on a row, 

Vulcanian food: a bier is next prepar'd, 

On which the lifeleſs body ſhould be rear'd, 

Cover'd with cloth of gold, on which was laid 

| The corple of Arcite, in like robes array'd, 


A wreath of laurel, mix'd with myrtle, ſpread. 
A ſword keen-edg'd within his right he held, 


The warlike emblem of the conquer'd field: 


Bare was his manly viſage on the bier: | 
Menac'd his count'nance; even in death ſevere, 


| Then to the palace-hall they bore the Knight, 


To lie in ſolemn ſtate, a public ſight. 


And unaffected forrow fat on ev'ry face. 

Sad Palamon above the reſt appears, 

In fable garments, dew'd with guſhing tears: 
His auburn locks on cither ſhoulder flow'd, 
Which to the fun'ral of his friend he vow'd: 
But Emily, as chief, was next his ſide, 


| A virgin-widow, and a mourning bride. 


| And, that the princely obſcquies might be 
Perform'd according to his high degree, 

The fteed that bore him living to the tight | 
Wastrapp'dwith poliſh'dſiccel,all ſhining bright, 
Andcover'd with th' achicvementsofthe Knight. 
The riders rode abreaſt, and one his ſhield, 

His lance of corncl-wood another held; 

The third his bow, and, gloriqus to behold, 
Ine coſtly quiver, all of burniſh'd gold. 


W 22 ou yo, with one conſent they cry, 
Naben hhea 7 me cnough, and Emily ? 
Are elf, who ſhould have cheer'd the 

35 wanted now the tae religf. rief 


The nobleſt of the Grecians next appeary : 
' And, weeping, on their ſhoulders bore the bier; 
' With ſober pace they march'd, and often ſaid, 
And thro' this maſter - ſtreet the corpſe ce 5 
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White gloves were on his hands, and on his head 


Groans, cries, and howlings, fill the crowded place, 
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Were pour'd upon the pile of burning wood, 


The houſes to their tops with black were ſpread, ' 

And even the pavements were with mourning hid. 

The right fide of the pall old Egeus kept, | 

And on the left the royal Theſcus wept ; 

Each bore a golden bowl of work divine, 

With honey fill'd, and milk, and mix'd with 
ruddy wine. 

Then Palamon, the kinſman of the ſlain, 

And after him appear d th' illuſtrious train. 

To grace the pomp, came Emily the bright, 

With cover'd fire, the fun'ral pile to light. 

With high devotion was the ſervice made, 

And all the rites of Pagan honour paid: 

So lofty was the pile, a Parthian bow, | 

Wirth vigour drawn, muſt ſend the ſhaft below. 

The bottom was full twenty fathom broad, 

With crackling ſtraw beneath in due proportion 
ſtrew'd. 

The fabric ſeem'd a wood of riſing green, 

With ſulphur and bitumen caſt between, 

To feed the flames: the trees were unctuous fir, | 


And mountain aſh, the mother of the ſpear; 


The mourner-yew and builder oak were there: 
The beech, the ſwimming alder, and tac plane, 
Hard box, and linden of a ſofter grain, 

And laurels, which the Gods for conqu'ring 

chiefs ordain. 

How they were rank'd ſhall reſt untold by me, 
With nameleſs nymphs that liv'd in ev'ry tree: 
Nor how the dryads, or the woodland train, 
Diſherited, ran howling o'er the plain: 

Nor how the birds to foreign ſeats repair'd, 

Or beaſts, that bolted out, and ſaw the foreſt bar'd : 


Nor how the ground, now clear'd, with ghaſtly 
fright, | 


Bcheld the ſudden ſun, a ſtranger to the light. 


The ſtraw, as firſt I ſaid, was laid below: 
Of chips and fere-wood was the ſecond row; 
The third cf greens, and timber newly fell'd ; 
The fourth high ſtage the fragrant odours held, 
And pearls, and precious tones, and rich array; 
Ta midſt of which, embalm'd, the body lay. 
The ſervice ſung, the maid with mourning eyes 
The ſtubble fir d; the ſmould'ring flames ariſe: 
This office done, ſhe ſunk upon the ground ; 
But what ſhe ſpoke, recover'd from her ſwoon, 
J want the wit in moving words to dreſs ; 
But by themſelves the tender ſex may gueſs. 
While the devouring ſire was burning faſt, 
Rich jewels in the flame the wealthy caſt ; 
And ſome their ſhields, and ſome their lances 
threw, 4 


And gave their warrior's ghoſt a warrior's due. 


| 


Full bowls of wine, of honey, milk, and blood, Y ) 


And hiſſing flames receive, and, hungry, lick 
the food, # | 
Then thrice the mounted ſquadrons ride around 
The fire, and Arcite's name they thrice reſound 
Hail, and farewel, they ſhouted thrice amain; 


Thrice facing to the left, and thrice they turn'd 

agua 2 
Srtillas they turn d, they beat theirclatt'ring ſhields; 
Ihe women mix their cries; and clamour ſills 
the Helda. ; | 
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The warlike wakes continued all the n; 


And fun'ral games were play'd * 
lehr.“ | play'd at new returaing 

Who naked wreſtled beſt, beſmear'd with oil, 
Or who with gauntlets gave or took the foil 
I will not tell you, nor would you attend ; 
But briefly haſte to my long ſtory's end. ; 

J paſs the reſt; the year was fully mourn'a, 
And Palamon long fince to Thebes return d: 


| When, by tlie Grecians general conſent, 


At Athens Theſeus held his parliament : 
Among the laws that paſs'd, it was decreed 
That 1 op Thebes from bondage ſhould be 
reed; | 
Reſerving homage to th' Athenian throne, 
To which the ſov'reign ſummon'd Palamon, 
Unknowing of the cauſe, he took his way, 
Mournful in mind, and ſtill in black array. 
The monarch mounts the throne, and, plac d 
on high, 
Commands into the court the beauteous Emily; 
So call'd, the came; the ſenate roſe, and paid 
Becoming rev rence to the royal maid, 
And firſt ſoft whiſpers through th' aſſembly wert: 
With filent wonder then they watch'd th' event: 
All huſh'd, the king aroſe with awful grace: 


Deep thought was in his breaſt, and counſel in 


His face. 
At length he ſigh'd; and, having firſt prepar d 
Th' attentive audience, thus his will declar'd: 
The Cauſe and fprivg of motion, from above, 


| Hung down on earth the golden chain of love: 


Great was th' effect, and high was his intent, 
When peace among the jarring ſeeds he ſent, 
Fire, flood, and earth, and air, by this were bound, 
And Love, the common link, the new creation 
___crown'd, 
The chain ſtill holds, for, though the forms decay, 
Eternal matter never wears away 
The ſame firſt Mover certain bounds has plac d, 
How long thoſe periſhable forms ſhall laſt; 
Nor can they laſt beyond the time align d 
By that all-ſeeing and 2 mind : 
Shorten their hours they may; for will is free; 
But never paſs th appointed deſtiny, 


| So men oppreſs'd, when weary of their breath, 
| Throw off the burden, and ſuborn their death. 
| Then, fince thoſe forms begin, and have their end, 


On ſome unalter'd cauſe they ſure depend: 
Parts of the whole arc we ; but God the whole; 
Who-gives us life and animating ſoul: 

For nature cannot from a part derive 
That being, which the whole can only give: 
He perfect, table ; but imperfect we, 


Subject to change, and diff rent in degree; f 
Plants, beaſts, aud man; and, as our organs de, 
Wie more or leſs of his perfection ſhare. 


But by a long deſcent th ethereal 8 
Corrupts; and forms, the mortal part, expife? 


As he withdraws his virtue, fo they pals; 


And the ſame matter makes another mats. 
This law th' Omniſcient Pow 'r was pless d to give 
That ev'ry kind ſhould®by ſucceſſion lire: 
That individuals die his will ordaifs; 


The propagated ſpecies Fill remains. The 


DIDACTIC, D 


Book II. 
oak; the patriarch of the trees, 
and ſpreads by ſlow degrees; 
Three centuries he grows, and ata Rays, | 
Supreme in ſtate, and in three more decays z 
& wears the paving pebble in the ſtreet, | j 
And towns and tow'rs their fatal periods meet: 
& rivers, rapid once, now naked lie, | 
Forſaken of their ſprings, and leave their channels 
80 man, at firſt a drop, dilates with heat, [dry. 
Then, form'd, the little heart begins to beat; 
Secret he feeds unknowing in the cell; 
At length, for hatching ripe, he breaks the ſhell, 
And ſtruggles into breath, and cries for aid : 
Then, helpleſs, in his mother's lap is laid. 
He creeps, he walks, and, iſſuing into man, 
Grudges their life from whence his own began: 
Reckleſs of laws, affects to rule alone, 
Anxious to reign, and reſtleſs on the throne: 
Firſt vegetive, then feels, and reaſons laſt ; 
Rick of three ſouls, and lives all three to waſte, 
Some thus; but thouſands more in flow'r of age: 
For few arrive to run the latter ſtage. 
Sunk in the firſt, in battle ſome are lain, 
And others whelm'd beneath the ſtormy main. 
What makes all this, but Jupiter the king, 
At whoſe command we periſh and we ſpring ? 
Then tis our beſt, ſince thus ordain'd to die, 
To make a virtue of neceſſity. | | 
Take what he gives, fince to rebel is vain; 
The bad grows better, which we well ſuſtain; 
And could we chute the time, and chuſe aright, 
'Tis beſt to die, our honour at the height. 
When we have done our anceſtors no thame, 
But ſerv'd our friends, and well fecur'd our fame, 
Then ſhould we with our happy life to cloſe, 
And leave no more for fortune to diſpoſe : 
d ſhould we make our death a glad relief 
From future ſhame, from ſickneſs, and from grief: 
Enjoying while we live the preſent hour, 
And dying in our excellence and flow'r. 
Then round our death-bed ev'ry friend ſhould run, | 
And joyous of our conqueſt early won : 
While the malicious world with envious tears 
Should grudge our happy end, and wiſh it theirs. 
vince then our Arcite is with honour dead, 
Why thould we mourn, that he fo ſoon is freed, 
Or call untimely what the Gods decreed : 
With grief as juſt a friend may be deplor'd, 
— re priſon to free air reſtor d. 
ugat he to thank his kinſmen or his wife, 
ould tears recal him into wretched life > 
Their forrow hurts themſelves ; on him is loſt ; 
randy rk 
n remains, but, after paſt annoy, ; 
To take the good vicithtude of joy ? | 
To thank the gracious Gods for what they give 
Poſſeſs our ſouls, and, while we live, to live ? 5 
Ordain we then two ſorrows to combine, 
nd in one point th' extremes of grief to join; 
4 = thence reſulting Joy may be renew'd, 
Then 1 18 notes in harmony conclude. 
e Propote that Palamon ſhall be 
lage join d with beauteous Emily; 


The monarch 
Shoots riſing up, 


-4 


| 


15 


q 


or this great all was from eternity; 
Not c'en the Stagirite himſelf could ſee; 
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| Long lore to her has borne the faithful knight, 


And well deſerv'd, had fortune done him right ; 
'Tis time to mend her fault; ſince Emil | 
* Arcite's death from former vows is * 

If you, fair ſiſter, ratify th' accord, » * | 
And take him for your huſband and your lord, 
'Tis no diſhonour ta confer your grace 

On one deſcended from a royal race : 

And were he leſs, yet years of ſervice paſt 
From grateful ſouls exact reward at laſt, _ 
Pity is Heaven's and yours; nor can ſhe find 
A throne fo ſoft as in a woman's mind. 


He faid; the bluſh'd ; and, as o'eraw'd by might, 


Secm'd to give Theſeus what ſhe gave the knight. 
Then, turning to the Theban, thus he ſaid ; 
Small arguments are necdful to perfuade 


|| Your temper to comply with my command 
| And, ſpeaking thus, he gave Emilia's hand. 


Smil'd Venus, to behold her own true knight) 

. Obtain the conqueſt, tho" he loſt the fight; 

And bleſs'd with nuptial bliſs the ſweet labo- 
rious night. ; 


4 a . 
Eros and Anteros on either fide, 


One ſir d the bridegroom, andone warm'd the bride; _ 
And long- attending Hymen from above 
Shower'd on the bed the whole Idalian grove, 
All of a tenor was their after-life, 

No day diſcolour'd with domeſtic ftrife ; 


| No jcalouſy, but mutual truth believ'd, 


Secure repoſe, and kindneſs undeceiv'd. 
Thus Heaven, beyond the compaſs of his th 
Sent him the bleſſing he ſo dearly bought. 
So may the Queen of Love long duty bleſs, 
And all true lovers find the fame ſucceſs. 


ought, 


2 


29. Religio Laici. DRYDEN. 

AN EPISTLE. 
M as the borrow'd beams of moon and ſtars 
To lonely, weary, wand'ring travellers, - 
Is reaſon to the foul: and as on high | 
'Thote rolling fires diſcover but the ſky, _ 
Not light us here; fo reaſon's glimm'ring ray 
Was lent, not to aſſure our doubrful way, | 
But guide us upward to a better day. 5 
And as thoſe nightly tapers diſappear © _ 
When day's bright lord aſcends our hemiſphere 
So pale grows reafon at religion's fight ; 


| So dies, and fo diſſolves in ſupernat ral light. _ 


Some few, whoſelamp ſhone brighter, have been led 
From cauſe to cauſe, to nature's ſecret head; 
And found that one firſt principle muſt be: 
But what, or who, that univerſal He; 
Whether ſome ſoul encompaſſing this ball, 
Unmade, unmov'd ; yet making, moving all; 
Or various atoms, interfcring dance, | 
 Leap'd into form, the noble work of chance; 
And Epicurus gueſs'd as well as he; | 
As blindly grop'd they for a future ſtate ; 

As raſhly judg'd of providence and fate : 


| ay Which already I have gain'd th' afleut 
ME Ny free people in full Parliament. 


Nut leaſt of all could their endeavours find 
What moſt coucern 


d the good of human kind 
7 tc | For 


Us. 


Vo 


: 


But vaniſh'd from them like enchanted greund. 

One thought content the good to be enjoy d: 

This every little accident deſtroy'd : W 

The wiſer madmen did fox virtue toil ; 

A «horny, or at beſt a barren ſoil: 

In pleaſure ſome their glutton ſouls would ſteep; 

But found their line too ſhort, the well too deep; 

And leaky veſſels which no bliſs could keep. 

Thus anxious thoughts in endleſs circles roll, 

Without a centre where to fix the ſoul; 

In this wild maze their vain endcavours end: 

How can the leſs the greater comprehend ?. 

Or finite reaſon reach Infinity ? | 

For what could fathom God were more than He. 

The Deiſt thinks he ſtands on firmer ground; 

Cries 8749xx, the mighty ſecret's found: 

God is that ſpring of good; ſupreme, and beſt; 

We made to ſerve, and in that ſervice bleſt. 

If fo, ſome rules of worthip mult be given, 

Diſtributed alike to all by Heaven: 

Elfe God were partial, and to ſome denicd 

The means his juſtice thould for all provide. 

This gen'ral worſhip is to praiſe and pray; 

One part to borrow bleſſings, one to pay: 

And when frail nature ſlides into oftence, 

The ſacrifice for crimes is penitencc. 

Yet, fnes th' effects of providence, we find, 

Are varioully difpens'd to human kind; 

That vice triumphs, and virtue ſuffers here, 

A brand that ſov'reign juſtice cannot bear; 

Our reaſon prompts us to a future ſtate, 

The laſt appeal from fortune and from fate; 

Where God's all-rightcous ways will be declar'd; 

The bad meet puniſhment, the good reward. 
Thus man by his own ſtrength to Heaven would 

And would not be oblig'd to God for more. ¶ ſoar; 

Vain wretched creature! how art thou milled, 

To think thy wit theſe godlike notions bred !- 

Theſe truths are not the*produet of thy mind, 

But dropt from heaven, and of a nobler kind, 

Reveal'd religion firſt inform'd thy fight, 

And reaſon taw nor till faith ſprung the light. 

Hence all thy nat'ral worſhip takes the ſource ; 

Tis relation, what thou think'tt diſcourſe. 

Elic how com ſt thou to ſee theſe truths ſo clear, 

Which fo obſcure to heathens did appear? 

Not Plato theſe, nor Ariſtotle found; 

Nor he whoſe wiſdom oracles reuown'd. 

Haſt thou a wit ſo deep, or fo fublime, 

Or canſt thou lower dive, or higher climb? 

Canſt thou bv reaſon more of godhead know 

Than Plutarch, Sencca, or Cicero? 

Thoſe giant wit in happier ages born, 

\W hen arms and arts did Greece and Rome adorn, 

Knew no fuch ſviiem : no ſuch piles could raise 

Of nat'ral worſhip built on prayer and praite 

To ou told God. | 

Nor did nrſe to expiate ſin preſcribe z 

Bur ile rb ur fellow-crcarures for a bribe : 

Tae guilticls victim groan 'd for their offence 

And cruclry and bléod were penitence, ; 

IF theep and oxen could arone for men. 
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It ſpuats no lets than God in ty iy 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


** | 
Hor happineſs was never to be found, 


Then thou art Juſtice in the laſt 


| 


Book II, 
And greatoppreſſorsmightHeaven's wr ; 
By oft ring his own creatures for à pal! Bale 
Dar'ſt thou, poor worm, offend Infinity » 
And muſt the terms of peace be given by thee? 
appeal ; | 
to rebel ; 
d weak, muſt take 


Thy eaſy God inſtructs thee 

And like a king, remotg an 

What ſatisfaction thou art pleas'd to make 
But if there he a pow'r too juſt and ſtrong 

To wink at crimes, and bear unpuniſh'd wron 

Look humbly upward, ſee his will diſcloſe 1 

The forfeit firſt, and then the fine impoſe ; 

A mulct thy poverty could never pay, 

Had not eternal wiſdom found the way, 

And with celeſtial wealth ſupplied thy ſtore ; 


His juſtice makes the fine, his mercy quits the ſcore, 


See God deſcending in thy human frame; 

Th' offended ſuffering in th' offender's name: 
All thy miſdeeds to him imputed ſee, ; 
And all his righteouſneſs devolv'd on thee, 
For, granting we have ſinn'd, and that th'offencz 


Of man is made againſt Omnipotence, 


Some price that bears proportion muſt be 


Leer POL rr 
And infinite with innnite be weigh'd. 


| See then the Deiſt loſt ; remorſe for vice, 
Noi paid; or, paid, inadequate in price: 


What farther means can reaſon now direct, 
Or what relief from human wit expect? 
That thews us ſick; and ſadly are we ſure 
Still to be ſick, till Heaven reveal the cure: 
If then Heaven's will muſt needs be underſtood 
Which muſt, if we want cure, and Heaven be ood 
Let all records of will reveal'd be thewn; 
With ſcripture all in equal balance thrown, 
And our one ſacred book wiil be that one. 
Proof needs not here; for whether we compare 
That impious, idle, ſuperſtitious ware 
Of rites, luſtrations, oft 'rings, which before, 
In various ages, various countries bore, | 
With chriſtian fairh and virtues, we ſhall find 
None anſw'ring the great ends of human kind, 
But this one rule of life, that ſhews us beſt 
How God may be appcas d, and mortals bleſt. 
Whether from length ot time its worth we drawy 
The word is ſcarce more ancient than the law; 
Heaven's carly care preſcrib'd for cv ry age; 
Firſt in the ſoul, and after in the page. 
Or whether more abſtractedly we look, 
Or on the writers, or the written book, 
Whence, but trom Heaven, could men unſkill' 
in arts, 3 
In ſev'ral ages barn, in ſev'ral parts, 
Weave ſuch agreeing truths ? or how, or why, 
Should all conſpirc ta cheat us wigh a Ie! 
Unatk'd their pains, ungrateful their advice, 
Starvin 9 their gain, and martyrdom their price, 
If on the book itfelf we catt our view, 
Concurrent heathens prove the ftory true. 
The doctrine, miracles ; which muſt convince, 
For heaven in them appeals to human ſenſe; _ 
And tho' they prove not, they confirm the caule, 
When what is taught agrees with nature's laws. 


Then for the ſtyle, majeſtic, and divine, 

une; Go; 
Commandug 
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words; whoſe force is ſtill the ſame 
at that produc'd our frame. 
fide or did by arms aſcend, _ 
ulg'd has made mankind their fricnd ; 
Tlis only doctrine does our luſts oppoſe, 
Unfed by nature's ſoil, in which it grows; 
Croſs to our int'reſts, curbing ſenſe and fin z 
reſs'd without, and undermin'd within, 
It thrives thro pain; its own tormentors tires; 
And with a ſtubborn patience ſtill aſpires, 
To what can reaſon ſuch effects aſſign 
Tranſcending nature, but to laws divine; 
Which in that ſacred volume are contain'd z 
Sufficient, clear, and for that uſe ordain'd ? 
But ftay : the Deiſt here will urge anew, 
No ſupernat'ral worſhip can be true; 
Becauſe a gen'ral law 1s that alone | | 
Which muſt to all, and ev'ry where, be known: 
A ſtyle fo large as not this book can claim, 
Nor aught that bears reveal'd religion's name. 
'Tis faid, the found of a Meſſiah's birth 
Is gone thro all the habitable earth; 
But till that text muſt be confin'd alone 
To what was then inhabited and known: 
And what proviſion could from thence accrue 
To Indian fouls, and worlds diſcover'd new? 
In other parts it helps, that ages paſt, | 
The ſcriptures there were known, and were em- 
brac'd, es 
Till fin ſpread once again the ſhades of night; 
What's that to theſe, who never ſaw the light? 
Of all objections this indeed is chief 
To ſtartle reaſon, ſtagger frail belief: 
We grant, tis true, that Heaven from human ſenſe 
Has hid the ſecret paths of providence; 
But boundleſs wiſdom, boundleſs merey, may 
Find, ev'n for thoſe bewilder'd fouls, a way; 
If from his nature focs may pity claim, name. 
NT may ſtrangers who ne'cr heard his. 
And though no name be for ſalvation known 
But that of his eternal Son's alone; 
Who knows how far tranſcending goodneſs can 
Extend the merits of that Son to man? | 
Who knows what reaſons may his mercy lead; 
Or ignorance invincible may plead ? 5 
Not only charity bids hope the beſt, 
But more the great apoſtle has expreſs'd: 
* That if the Gentiles, whom no law inſpir'd, 
By nature did what was by law requir'd, 
They, who the written rule had never known 
Were to themſelves both rule and law alone : ; 
To nature's plain indictment they thall plead; 
And by their conſcience be condèmn'd or freed.” 
Moſt righteous doom] becauſe a rule reveal'd 
is none to thoſe from whom it was conceal'd. 
hen thoſe who follow'd reaſon's dictates right 
Lid up, and litted high their nat'ral liglit; 
With Socrates may ſee their Maker's face i 
While thouſand rubric-martvrs Want a place. 
Nor does ĩt baulk my charity, to firal 
Io N another mind; 
Lis hard for 6 Ek, 1 r + arty 
A'l who believ'd not all his: Wr 1 
ech not all his zeal requir'd; 
rove he We intpir' . 
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As the firſt 
All faiths be 
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Or ſenſe ind 


| 


Uales, h => ri} 
Ee art could p 


This faith, where pubtiſh'd, was the only way z 


| Witneſs this weighty book, in which ap 
1 
| And without Hebrew make moſt learn'd que» 


As much as man could compaſs, uninſpir d: 
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i Or truth in, church- tradition muſt bc found 


Rr 
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ESC RIPTIVE, &c. 


Then let us either think he meant to ſay 
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Or elſe conglude that, Arius to confute, 
The good old man, too cager in diſpute, 
Flew high; and as his chriſtian fury roſe, 
Damn'd all for heretics who durſt oppole. 
Thus far my charity this path has tried; 
A much unſkilfal, but well-meaning guide: 
Yet what they are, een theſe crude thoughts were 
By reading that which better thou haſt read. ¶bredꝰ, 
Thy matchleſs author's work; which thou, | 
By well tranſlating better doſt commend ; [fricnd, 
hoſe youthful hours which of thy equals moſt 
In toys have ſquander'd, or in vice have loſt ; 
hoſe hours haſt thou to nobler uſe employ d, 
nd the ſevere delights of truth enjoy'd. 


The crabbed toil of many thoughtful years, 
Spent by thy aurhor, in the ſifting care | 
| Of rabbins old ſophiſticated ware | 
From gold divine ; which he who well can fort 
May afterwards make algebra a ſport. | | 
A treaſure, which if country-curates buy, 
They Junius and Tremellius may defy; | 
Save pains in various readings and tranflations z 


| 


. rations. | | 
A work fo full with various learning fraught, 
So nicely ponder'd, yet fo ſtrongly wrought, 
As nature's height and art's latt hand requir' d, 


Where we may ſec what errors have been made 
Both in the copyer's and tranſlator's trade; 
How Jewith, Popith, int'reſts have prevail 'd, 
And where infallibility has fail d, _ 

For ſome, who have his ſecret meaning gueſs'd, 
Have found our author not too much a prieſt ; 
For faſhion's ſake he ſeems to have recourſe 
To pope, and councils, and tradition's force + _ 
But he that old traditions could ſubdue, 
Could nor but find the weakneſs of the new : 
If ſcripture, tho' deriv'd from heavenly birth, 
Has been but carcleſsly preſerv'd on carth; 
If God's own people, who of God before 
Knew what we know, and had been promis'd 
In fuller terms of heaven's aſſiſting care, | more, 
And who did neither time nor ſtudy ſparc _ 
To keep this book untainted, unperplex d, 
Let in groſs errors to corrupt the text, 
Omitted paragraphs, embroil'd the ſenſe, 
With vain traditions ſtopt the gaping fence, | 
Which ev'ry common hand pull'd up with eaſe, 
What ſafety from ſuch bruſhwood-helps as theſe? 
If written words from time are not ſecur d, 

How can we think have oral ſounds endur'd? 
| Which thus tranſmitted, if one mouth has fail'd, 
Immortal Ives on ages are entail d : nl 
And that ſome ſuch have been, is prov'd too plain, 
If we conſider int'reſt, church, and gain. 

O but, ſays one, tradition ſet aſide, 
| Where can we hope for an unerring guide? 
For ſince th' original ſcripture has been loſt, 
All copies diſagreeing, maim'd the mot, 
Or chriſtian faith can have no certain ground, 
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Such 
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Such an omniſcient church we wiſh indeed; 
»*T were worth both Teſtaments; caſt in the creed: 
But if this mother be a guide ſo ſure, | 
As can all doubts reſolve, all truth ſecure, 
Then her infallibility, as well 
Where copies are corrupt or lame, can tell; 
Reſtore lot canon with as little pains, 

As truly explicate what till remains : 

Which yet no council dare pretend to do; 

Vnlefs, like Efdras, they could write it new: j 

Strange confidence ſtill to interpret true, 

Yet not be ſure that all they have explain'd 

Is in the bleſs original contain'd. 

More fafe, and much more modeſt 'tis, to ſay 

God would not leave mankind without a way : 

And that the ſcriptures, tho' not every where 

Free from corruption, or cntire, or clear, 

Are uncorrupt, ſufficient, clear, entire, A 

In all things which our needful faith require. 

If others in the ſame glats. better ſee; 

*Tis for themſelves they look, but not for me: 

For my ſalvation muſt its doom receive, 

Not from what others, but what I believe, 
Muſt all tradition then be ſet aſide ? 

This to affirm, were ignorance or pride. 

Are there not many points, ſome needful ſure 

To ſaving faith, that ſcripture leaves obſcure 2? 

Which ev'ry ſect will wreft a ſev'ral way; 


a... 
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For what one ſect interprets, all ſects may: 
We hold, and ſay we prove from ſcripture plain, 
That Chriſt is God; the bold Socinian 
From the ſame ſcripture urges he's but man. 
Now what appeal can end th important ſuit? 
Both parts talk loudly, but the rule is mute. 
Shall I ſpeak plain, and in a nation free 
Aſſume an honeſt layman's liberty ? 
T think, according to my little ſkill, 
To my own mother-church ſubmitting ſtill, 
That many have been fav'd, and many may, 
Who never heard this queſtion brought in play. 
Th' unletter'd Chriftian, who believes in grots, 
Plods on to heaven, and ne'er is at a loſs : | 
For the ſtraight gate would be made ftraighter | 
| et, 
Were Ker admitted there but men of wit. 
The few by nature form d, with learning fraught, , 
Born to inſtruct, as others to be taught, J 
Muſt ſtudy well the ſacred page; and fee 0 
Which doctrine, this or that, docs beſt agree 
With the whole tenor of the work divine, 
And plainlieſt points to Heaven's reveal'd deſign: 
Which expoſition flows from genuine ſenſe, 
And which is forc'd by wit and cloquence. 
Not that tradition's parts are uſeleſs here 
When gen'ral, old, diſintereſted, and clear: 
That ancient fathers thys expound the page, 
Gives truth the reverend majeſty of age: 
Confirms its force by 'biding ev'ry teſt; 
For beſt authorities next rules are beſt. 
And ſtill the nearer to the ſpring we go, 
More limpid, more unſoil'd, the waters flow, 
Thus firſt traditions were a proof alone ; 
Could we be certain, ſuch they were, ſo known; 
But ſince ſome flaws in long deſcent may be, 
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I And he was gifted moſt t 


Boox ll, 


gius durſt provoke 


EM _—_ and Pela 
o what the centuries precedin | 
Such diff rence is there G an . 
But truth by its own ſinews will prevail ; 
Tradition written therefore more comments 
Authority, than what from voice deſcends : f 
And this, as perfect as its kind can be ; 
Rolls down to us the ſacred hiſtory : ; 
Which, from the univerſal church receiy'd 
Is tried, and after for itſelf beliey'd: f 
The partial Papiſts would infer from hence 
Their church, in laſt reſort, ſhould judge the ſenſe 
Burt firſt they would aſſume with wondrous a 
Themſelves to be the whole, who are but part 
Of chat vaſt frame the church; yet grant they were 
The handers-down, can they from thence infer 
A right t' interpret? or would they alone, 
Vho brought the preſent, claim it for their own) 
The book's a common largeſs to mankind; 


Nat more for them than ev'ry man deſigu d: 


The welcome news is in the letter found ; 
The carrier's not c9mmilſion'd to expound, _ 
It ſpeaks itſelf, and what it does contain 

In ail things needful to be known is plain, 

In times o'ergrown with ruſt and ignorauce, 
A gainful trade their clergy did advance; 
When want of learning kept the laymen low, 
And none but prieſts were authoriz'd to know: 
When what ſmail knowledge was in them did 
| dwell; e 
And he a god who could but read and ſpell; 
Then mother church did mightily prevail; 

She parcel d out the Bible by retail: 

But ſtill expounded what ſhe fold or gave, 

To keep it in her ppwer to damn and fave. 
Scripture was ſcarce, and, as the market went, 
Poor laymen took talvation on content; 

As needy men take-money good or bad : 
God's word they had not, but the pricſt's they had. 
Yet whate'er falſe conveyances they made, 


| The lawyer ſtill was certain to be paid, 


In thoſe dark times they learn'd their knack ſo 
That by long uſe they grew infallible. {well 


At laſt a knowing age began t enquire 
If they the book, or that did them inſpire: 


| And making narrower ſearchthey found, tho late, 
That what they thought the prieſt's was their 
eſtate: | | 


| Taught by the will produc'd, the written worcy 


How long they had been cheated on record. 
Then ev'ry man who ſa the title fair, 


| Claim'd a child's part, and put in for a ſhare; 


Conſulted ſoberly his private good, 


And fav'd himſelf as cheap as e er he could. 


'Tis true, my friend, and far be flatt'ry hence, 


1 This good had full as bad a-£onſequence : 


The book thus put in ev'ry vulgar hand, . 
Wich each preſum'd he belt could underſtand, 
The common rule was made the common Preys 


| And at the mercy of the rabble lay. 


h horny fiſts was gall'd; 
hat loudeſt bawi'd: 
The ſpirit gave the doctoral degree; 

And ev'ry member of a company 


The tcnder page wit 


| 


They make not truth, but probability. 
| 8 | 
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Was of his trade and of the Bible free. 
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nough for needful uſe they found; 


Boo E II. 
e 
. be itching to 1 
Each was ambitious of th' obſcure p — By 
No meaſure ta en from knowledge, all from grac . 
study and pains were now no more their care 3. 
Texts were explain'd by faſting and by pray r * 
This was the fruit the private ſpirit brought; 
Occafion'd by ghar N _ 2 e 
le crowds unlearn d, W | 
— the ſacred viands buz and _— 83 
blown text creates a crawling brood; 
fir - to nk I _uw was rg for food, 
ouſand daily ſects rife up and die; | 
13 2 the periſh'd race ſupply : 
& all we make of H —_ - wane wall, 
not to have it, or to uſe it Ut, 
7 he danger's much the ſame ; on 
If others wreck us, or we wreck ourſelves. 

What then remains, but, waving each extreme, 
The tides of ignorance and pride to ſtem ? 
Neither ſo rich a treaſure to forego z 
Nor proudly ſeek beyond our pow'r to know : 
Faith is not built on . pong Wren ; MED 
The things we muſt believe are few and plain: 
But, rag, men will believe more than they need, 
And ev'ry man will make himſelf a creed, 

In doubtful queſtions 'tis the ſafeſt way 

To learn what unſuſpected ancients fay.: 

For tis not likely we ſhould higher ſoar | 

In ſearch of heaven than all the church before; 
Nor can we be deceiv'd, unleſs we ſee. 

The ſcripture and the fathers diſagree. 

If after all they ſtand ſuſpected ſtill, _ | 
For no man's faith depends upon his will; 

'Tis ſome relief, that points not clearly known 
Without much hazard may be let alone: ; 
And, after hearing what our church can ſay, 
If ftill our reaſon runs another way, 
That private reaſon 'tis more juſt to curb, 
Than by diſputes the public peace diſturb ; 
For points obicure are of ſmall uſe to learn; 
But common quiet is mankind's concern. 

Thus have I made my own opinions clear ; 
Yet neither praiſe expect, nor cenſure fear: 
And this unpoliſh'd rugged verſe I choſe, 

As fitteſt for diſcourſe, and neareſt proſe : 
For while from ſacred truth I do not ſwerve, 
Tom run or Tom Shadwell's rhymes 
will ſerve. | 
$ 30. Mac Fleckuoe, DryDEN. 
. ALL human things are ſubject to decay, [ obey. 
* And when Fare ſummons, monarchs muſt 
This Flecknoe found, who, like Auguſtus, young 
Was call'd to empire, and had govern'd long; 
In proſe and verſe was own'd, without diſpute, 
Thro the ronkies of Nonſenſe, abſolute. 

5 aged prince, now flouriſhing in peace, 
And bleſs'd with iſſue of a large 3 ; 
Worn out with buſineſs, did at length debate 
To ſettle the ſucceſſion of the ſtate: 

nd pond'ring which, of all his ſons, was fit 
Foy wg agen Wage immortal war with Wit, 
i + Tis reſolv'd; for Nature pleads, that he 

would only rule who mok reſembles me. 


| Mature in dulneſs from his tender years: 
| Sh——, alone, of all my ſons, was he, 


Strike thro', and make a lucid interval 


ſev'ral ſhelves | 


The like was ne 


At thy well-ſharpen'd thumb, from ſhore ro ſhore 


| So juſt, fo like Tautology they fell, 


The lute and ſword which he in triumph bore, 
And vow'd he ne'er would act Villerius more. 


7 
| Where their vaſt courts the mother-ſtrumpets 


+} 
| And, undiſturb'd by watch, in ſilence ſleep, 


- | Where unfledg'd actors learn to laugh and cry, 
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Who ſtands confirm'd in full ſtupidity. 
The reſt to ſome faint meaning make pretence; 
But Sh never deviates into ſenſe, 
Some beams of wit on other ſouls may fall, 


But Sh 's genuine night admits no ray z 
His rifing fogs prevail upon the day. 
Beſides, his goodly fabric fills the eye, 
And ſeems defign'd for thoughtleſs majeſty: | 
Thoughtleſs as monarch oaks that ſhade the plain, 
And, ſpread in ſolemn ſtate, ſupinely reign. 
Heywood and Shirley were but types of thee, 
Thou laſt great prophet of Tautology. 
Ev'n I, a dunce of more renown than they, 
Was ſent before but ta prepare thy way; 
And, coarſely 'clad in Norwich drugget, came 
To teach the nations in thy greater name. 
My warbling lute, the lute 2 whilom ſtrung, 
When to king John of Portugal I ſung, 
Was but the prelude to that glorious day, | 
When thou on filver Thames didſt cut thy way, 
With well-tim'd oars, before the royal barpe, 
Swell'd with the pride of thy celeſtial charge 
And, big with hymn, commander of an hoſt, 
er in Epſom blankets toſs'd. 
1 Methinks I ſee the new Arion ſail, 
The lute ſtill trembling underneath thy nail. 
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The trebles ſqueak for fear, the baſes roar: 
Echoes from Piſſing-Alley Sh call, 
And Sh they reſound from Aſton-Hall. 
About thy boat the little fiſhes throng, 
As at the morning toaſt that floats along. 
| Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band, 
| Thou wield'ſt thy papers in thy threſhing hand. 
| St. Andre's feet ne er kept more equal time, 
Not e'en the feet of thy own Pſyche's rhyme: 
Though they in number as in Ense 3 


Here ſtopt the good old ſire, and wept for joy, 

In ſilent raptures of the hopeful boy. 
All arguments, but moſt luis plays, perſuade, 
That for anointed dulneſs he was made. 
| Cloſe to the walls which fair Auguſta bind 

(The fair Auguſta, much to feats inclin'd) 
An ancient fabric, rais'd t' inform the ſight, 
There ſtood of yore, and Barbican it hight: 
A. watch-tow'r once; but now, ſo fate ordains, 
Of all the pile an empty name remains: 
From 1ts old ruins brothel-houſes riſe, 
Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted joys, 


( 
| 
a 
| 


That, pale with envy, Singleton forſwore 
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Near theſe a nurſery erects its head, 
| Where queens are form'd, and future heroes bred: 


Where infant punks their tender voices try, 
And little Maximins the gods defy. 


Great 


Qreat Fletcher never treads in buſkins here, 
or greater Jonſon dares in ſocks appear; 
Amidſt this monument of vanith'd minds: 
Hure clinches the ſuburbian muſe affords, 
Here, Flecknoe, as a place to fame well known, 
Ambitiouſly deſign'd his Sh——'5 throne : 
That in this pile ſhould reign a mighty 3 
Born for a ſcourge of wit, and flail of ſenſe: 
But worlds of Miſers from his pen ſhould flow; 
Humoriſts and Hypocrites it ſhould produce, 
Now empreſs Fame had publith'd the renown 

Of Sh— s coronation thro' the town. 
From near Bun-hill, and diſtant Watling-ſtrect; 
No Perſian carpets ſpread th' imperial way, 
From duſty thops neglected authors come, 
Martyrs of pycs, and relicks of the bum. 
But loads of Sh— almoſt choak'd the wav. 
Bilk'd #-rioncrs for ycomen ſteod prepar'd, 
The hoary prince in majeſty appear'd, 
High on a throne of his own Jabours rear'd. 
Rome's other hope, and pillar of rhe ſtate. 
His brows, thick fogs, inſtcad of glories, grace, 

As Hannibal did to the altars come, 

Sworn by his fire a mortal-foc to Rome; 

That he, till death, true dulneſs would maintain; 
And, in his father's right, and realm's defence, 
The king himſelf the ſacred unction made, 

As king by office, and as pricſt by trade. 

He plac'd a mighty mug of potent ale; 

Love's kingdom to his right he did convey, 
Whoſe rightcoug lore the prince had practis d 
And from whoſe loins recorded Pſyche ſprung : 
That, nodding, ſeem'd to conſccrate his head. 
Juſt at the point of time, if fame not lye, 

So Romulus, tis ſung, by Tiber's brook, 
Preſage of ſway from twice fix vultures took. 

And omens of his future empire take. 

The fire then ſhook the honours of his head, 
Full on the filial dulneſs: long he ſtood, 
Repelling from his breaſt the raging god; 

« Heavens blefs my fon, from Ircland let him | 

To far Barbadocs on the weſtern main; f reign 
And greatcr than his tather's be his throne; 


And uncle Ogleby thy envy raiſe. 


| As thou whole Eth'ridge doſt transfuſe to tlune * 


Neu humours to invent for each new play: 


Of likenefs; thine's a tympany of ſenſe, 


4 But fare thou'rt bur a kilderkin of wit. 


EXTRACTS, 


Beyond Love's kingdom let him ſt 
He paus'd, and all the people crie 
Then thus continued he: 
Still in new impudence, n 
Succeſs let others teach ; | 
Pangs without birth, and 
Let Virtuoſos in five 
Yet not one thought accuſe thy toil of wit 
Let gentle George in triumph tread the ſtave; 
Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage: oy 
Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the l 
And, in their folly, ſhew the writer's wit, yY 
Vet till thy fools ſhall ſtand in thy defence 
And juſtify their author's want of ſenſe, 
Let 'em be all by thy own model made 

Of dulneſs, and deſire. no foreign aid; 

That they to future ages may be known, 

Not copies drawn, but iſſue of thy own, 

Nay, let thy men of wit too be the ſame, 

All full of thee, and dif ring but in name, 

But let no alien S—dl—y interpoſe, 

To lard with wit thy hungry Epſom proſe. 

And, when falſe flow'rs of Rhetoric thou wouldh 

Truſt Nature, do not labour to be dull; ſcull 

But write thy beſt, and top; and, in each line, ; 

Sir Formal's oratory will be thine: 

| Sir Formal, tho) unſought, attends thy quill, 
And docs thy Northern Dedications fill. 

| Nor ler falſe friends ſeduce thy mind to fame, 

| By arrogating Jonſon's hoſtile name. 8 

Let father Flecknoe fire thy mind with 


Book 


retch his 

: d, An. 
My fon, advance 

ew 1gnorance, 

carn thou from 

fruitleſs induſtry. * 

years be writ; 


praile, 


Thou art my blood, where Jonſon has no part: 
What ſhare have we in nature or in art ? 
Where did his wit on Learning fix a brand, 
And rail at arts he did not underſtand * 
Where made he love in Prince Nicander's vein, 
Or twept the duſt in Pſyche's humble ftrain 
Where fold he bargains, whip-ſtitch, kifs my arſe 
Promis'd a play, and dwindled to a farce? 
M'hen did his muſe from Fletcher ſcenes purtan, 


But fo transfus'd, as oil and waters flow; 
His alwavs floats above, thine finks below. 
This is thy province, this thy wondrous way, 


This is that boaſted bias of thy mind, 

By which, one wav, to dulneſs 'tis inclin'd: | 
Which makes thy writings lean on one ſide ſtül 
And, in all changes, that way bends thy will, 
Nor let thy mountain-belly make pretence 


A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ; 


Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep: 
Thy tragic muſe gives ſmiles ; thy comic, fleep. | 
With whate'er gall thou ſet'ſt rhyfclf to wt, 
Thy: inoffenſive ſatires never bite, 

In thy felonious heart though venom lies, 1 
It docs but touch thy Iriſh pen, and dies. 
Thy genius calls thee not to purchaſe fame. » 
In keen Tambics, but mild Anagram. 

Leave writing plays, and chuſe for thy comma! 


! 


d 
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But gentle Simkin juſt reception finds 

And Panton waging harmleſs war with words. 

For ancient Decker propheſied, long ſince, 

To whom true dulneſs ſhould ſome Pſyche's owe, 

Whole Raymond families, and tribes of Bruce, 

Rous'd by report of fame, the nations meet, 

But ſcatter'd limbs of mangled pocts lay : 

Much Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby, there lay; 

And H—n was captain of the guard. 

At his right hand our young Aſcanius ſat, 

And lambent Dulnets play'd around his face. 

So Sh— ſwore, nor ſhould his vow be vain, 
Ne'er to have peace with wit, nor truce with ſenſe. 
In his ſiniſter hand, inftcad of ball, 

At once his ſceptre, and his rule of ſwa 7; [young, 
His temples laſt with poppies were o ecrfpread, 

On his left hand twelve rev'rend owls did fly, + 
Tu' admiring throng loud acclamations make, 
And from his brows damps of oblivion ſhed 

At length burſt out in this prophctic mood, | | 
Of hi> dominion mav no end be known, 

0 


Some peaceful province in Acroſtie land. There 


yoox 1 2 
wings diſplay, and altars raiſe, 

There 3 2 thouſand ways. 

172 chou wouldſt th diffrent talents ſuit, 
or, h own ſongs, IT ling them to ay lute.” 
ie aid; but his laſt words were carcely 

| heard: | : 

For Bruce and Longvil had a trap prepar d, 
And down they ſent the yet declaiming bard. 
Sinking, he le his drugget robe behind, 
Borne upwards by a ſubterranean w ind. 
The mantle fell to the young prophet s part, 
With double portion of his father's art. 


— 
——ß 


$ 31. An Eſay upon Satire. 
5 DRYDEN and BUOKINOCHAM. 
| | and how inſenſible a beaſt 
7 — who yet would lord it O er the reſt! 
Philoſophers and poets vainly ſtrove 
In ev'ry age the lumpiſh mals to move: 
hut thoſe were pedants, when compar'd with theſe, 
Who know not only to inſtruct but pleaſe. 
Ports alone found the delightful way, 
Myſterious morals gently to convey 
la charming numbers; ſo that as men grew 
Pleas'd with their poems, they grew wier too. 
Satire has always ſhone among the reſt, 
And is the boldeſt way, if not the beſt, 
To tell men freely of their fauleſt faults ; 


In ſatire too the wiſe took diffrent ways, 

To each deſerving its peculiar praiſe. 

Some did all folly with juſt ſharpneſs blame, 
Whilſt others laugh'd, and ſcorn'd them into 
---- mame. 

But, of theſe two, the laſt ſuccecded beſt, 

As men aim righteſt when they thoot in jeſt. 
Yet, if we may preſume to blame our guides, 
And cenſure thoſe who cenſure all beſides, 

In other things they juſtly are preferr'd ; 

In this alone methinks the ancients err'd : 
Againſt the groſſeſt follies they declaim ; 

Hard they purſue, but hunt ignoble game. 
Nothing 15 caſier than ſuch blots to hit, 

And tis the talent of cach vulgar wit: 
Behides, tis labour loſt for who would preach 
Morals to Arinſtrong, or dull Aſton teach > 
Tis being devout at play, wiſe at a ball, 

Or bringing wit and friendthip to Whitchall. 
But with ſharp eyes thoſe nicer faults to find, 
Which lie obtcurely in the wiſeſt mind; 

That little ſpeck which all the reſt does poll, 
To waſh off that, would be a noble toil; 
Beyond the looſe-writ libels of this age, 
Or the forc'd ſcenes of our declining ſtage; 
Above all cenſure too, each little wit 

Will be fo glad to ſee the greater hit; 

Who judging better, though concern'd. the moſt, 
Of fuch correction will have cauſe to boaſt. 

In ſuch a ſatire all would ſeck a thare, 

And ev'ry fool will fancy he is there. 
Old ſtorx-tellers roo muſt pine and die, 

0 (ce their antiquated wit laid by; 

Like her, who miſs'd her name in a lampoon, 


Aud pricy'd to ind herſelf decy d fo ſoon, 
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At council ſet as foils on Dorſet's ſcore, 
To laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer thoughts. 


No common coxcomb muſt be mention'd here: 
Not the dull train of dancing ſparks appear; 
Nor flutt'ring officers who never fight: 

Of ſuch a wretched rabble who would write? 
Much lets half wits : that 's more againſt our rules; 
For they are fops, the other are but fools. 
Who would not be as filly as Dunbar? 

As dull as Monmouth, rather than Sir Carr > 
The cunning courticr ſhould be lighted too, 
Who with dull knav'ry makes ſo much ado; 
Till the ſhrewd fool, by thriving too, too faſt, 


| Like AÆſop's fox, becomes a prey at laſt, 


Nor ſhall the royal miſtreſſes be nam'd, 

Too ugly, or too caſv, to be blam'd; _ _ 

With whom eachrhyming fool keeps ſuch a pather, 

They are as common that way as the other: 

Yet ſaunt'ring Charles, between his bcaſtly 1 
brace, 

Meets with diſſembling ſtill in either place, 

Affected humour, or a painted face. 


In loyal libels we have often told him, | 


How one has jilted him, the other ſold him; 
How that affects to laugh, how this to weep 2 
But who can rail ſo long as he can ſleep? 
Was ever prince by two at once miſled, : 
 Falfe, foolith, old, ill-natur'd, and ill-bred 9 
Earnely and Ayleſbury, with all that race 

Of buſy block heads, ſhall have here no place 


* 


To make that greut falſe jewel thine the more; 


Only tor taking pains and telling lycs. 
But there's no meddling with ſuch nauſeous men; 
Their very names have tir'd my lazy pen : - 
"11s time to quit their company, and chooſe 
Some fitter ſubject for a tharper Muſe, 
Firſt, let's behold the merrieſt man alive 
Againſt his carclets genius vainly ſtrive; 
Quit his dear caſe, tome deep defign to lay, 
Gainſt a ſet time; aud then forget the day: 
Yet he will laugh at his beſt friends; and be 
Juſt as good company as Nokes and Lee. 


| But when he aims at reaſon or at rule, 


He turns himſelf the beft to ridicule. 

Let him at bus 'nefs nc'er fo carneft ſit, | 
Shew him but mirth, and bait that mirth with witz 
That ſhadow of a jeſt thall be enjoy'd, 
Though he left all mankind to be deſtroy'd. 

So cat transform'd fat gravely and demure, 
Till mouſe appcar'd, and thought himſelf ſccure, 
But ſoon the lady had him in her cye, 

And from her friend did juſt as oddly fly. 
Reaching above our nature docs no good; 
We mutt fall back to our old ficth aud blood; 
As, by our little Machiavel, we find Y 
That nimbleſt creature of the buſy kind, | 
His limbs are crippled, and his body ſhakes, 1 
Yet his hard mind, which alt rhis buſtle makes, | 
No pity of its poor companion takes. 

What gravity can hold from laughing out, 

To ſee him drag his feeble legs about, 

Like hounds ill-coupled? Jowler lugs him ſtill 
Thro' hedges, ditches, and thro all that's ill. 


1 


„Je ute @ bod to, the” ti, one's own: 


lere crime in any man but him alone, 
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Who all that while was thought exceeding wiſe, 
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Yet this falſe comfort never gives him o'er, 
That vhilſt hecreeps his vig'rousthoughts can ſoar: 
Alas! that ſoaring, to thoſe few that know, 
Is but a buſy grov'ling here below. 
So men in rapture think they mount the ſky, 
M hilſt on the ground thꝰentrancedwretches lie: | 
So modern fops have fancied they could fly. 
As the new earl with parts deſerving vealls, | 
And wit enough to laugh at his own ways; 
Yet loſes all foft days and ſenſual nights, 
Kind nature checks, and kinder fortune flights; 
Striving againſt his quiet all he can, 
For the fine notion of a buſy man. 
And what is that, at beſt, but one whoſe mind 
Is made to tire himſelf and all mankind ? 
For Ireland he would go; faith, let him reign; 
For if fome odd fantaſtic lord would fain 
N in trunks, and all my drudg'ry do, 
| not only pay him, but admire him too, 
But is there any other beaſt that lives, 
Who his ov.n harm fo wittingly contrives ? 
Will any dog, that has his teeth and ſtones, 
Refin'dly leave his bitches and his bones 
To turn a wheel? and bark to be employ'd, 
While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd? 
Yet this fond man, to get a ſtateſman's name, 
Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and his fame. 
Though ſatire nicely writ no humour ſtings 
But thoſe who merit praife in other things; 
Yet we muſt needs this one exception = 
And break our rules for folly Fropos fake, 
Who was too much deſpis'd to be accus'd, 
And therefore ſcarce deſerves to be abus'd ; 
Rais'd only by his mercenary tongue, 
For railing imoot ly, and for reas'ning wrong. 
As boys on holidays let looſe to play | 
Lay waggiſh traps for girls that paſs that way, 


Then ſhout to fee in dirt and deep diftrets 


Some filly cit in her flower'd fooliſh dreſs ; 


— 


So have I mighty ſatis faction found, | 


To fee his tinſel reaſon on the ground: 


To ſee the florid fool defpis'd, and know it, 

By ſome who ſcarce have words enough to ſhew it: 
For ſenſe fits ſilent, and condemns.tor weaker 
The finer, nay ſometimes the wittieſt ſpeaker: 
But tis prodigious ſo much eloquence 

Should be acquired by ſuch little ſenſe ; 

For words and wit did anciently agree; 

And Tully was no fool, though this man be: 


At bar abuſive, on the bench unable, 


Knave on the woolfack, fop at council-table. 
Theſe are the grievances of ſuch fools as would 
Be rather wiſe than honeſt, great than good. 

Some other kind of wits n, uſt be made known, 
Whoſe harmleſs errors hurt themſelves alone; 
Exceſs of luxury they think can plcaſe, 

i loving of their caſe z - 

To live difluly'd in pleaſures ſtill they feign, 
Though their whole life's but intermitting pain: 
So much of ſurfeits, head-achs, claps are ſeen, 
We ſcarce perceive the litile time between; 


Well-meaning men who make this-groſs miſtake, 


And pleaſure loſe only for pleaſure's ſake ; 
Each pleaſure has its price; and when we pay 


Joo much of pain, we ſquander life away. 


EXTRACTS, 


| A preof that chance alone ma 


Boox it, 
| Thus Dorſet, purring like a theughtful a, 


| Married; but wiſer puſs ne'er thou 
And firſt he worried her with — 1 
Like Pembroke's maſtiffs at his kindeſt time; 
| Then for one night ſold all his laviſh life. 
A teeming widow, but a barren wife ; 
Swell'd by contact of ſuch a fulſome toad 
He lugg'd about the matrimonial load: 
Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 
Has ill reſtor'd him to his liberty! 
Which he would uſe in his old ſneak ing way 
Drinking all night, and dozing all the day; x 
Dull as Ned Howard, whom his briſker times 
Had fam'd for dulneſs in malicious rhymes, 
_ Mulgrave had much ado to 'ſcape the ſnare, 
Tho! learn'd in all thoſe arts that cheat the fair: 
For, after all his vulgar marriage-mocks, 
With beauty dazzled, Numps was in the ſtocks; 
Deluded parents dried their weeping eves, 
To ſce him catch a tartar for his prize; 
Th'impatient town waited the wifh' d- for change, 
And cuckolds ſmil'd in hopes of ſweet revenye; 
Till Petworth plot made us with forrow fee, _ 
As his eſtate, his perſon too was free : 
Him no foft thoughts, no gratitude could more; 
To gold he fled from beauty and from love; 
Yet failing there he keeps his freedom ſtill, 
Forc'd to live happily againſt his will: 
'Tis not his fault, if too much wealth and pow'r 
Break not his boaſted quiet ev'ry hour. 
And little Sid, for ſimile renown'd, 


- | Pleaſure has always ſought, but never found: 


Though all his thoughts on wine and women 
| fall, 

His are fo bad, ſure he nc'er thinks at all. 
The fleſh he lives upon is rank and ſtrong: 
His meat and miſtreſſes are kept too long. 

But ſure we ail miſtake this pious man, 


Who mortifes his perſon all he can: 


What we uncharitably take for fin, 

Are only rules of this odd capuchin; 

For never hermit, under grave pretence, 
Has liv'd more contrary to common ſenſe g 
And 'tis 2 miracle, we may ſuppoſe, 

No naſtingſs offends his ſkilful note ; 

| Which from all ſtink can with peculiar art 


Extract perfume, and ciſence from a ft; 


Expecting ſupper is his great delight; 


: . 
He toils all day but to be drunk at night: 


Then o'er his cups this night-bird chirping ſits, 
Till be takes Hewet and Jack Hall for wits. 
Rocheſter I deſpiſe for want of wit, | 
Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet; 
For, while he miſchief means to all mankind, 
Himſelf alone the ill effects does find: 


| And { like witches juſtly ſuffers ſhame, 


Whoſe harmleſs malice is fo much the fame, 


| Falſe are his words, affected is his wit; 


So often he docs aim, fo ſeldom hit; 

To ev'ry face he cringes while he ſpeaks, _ 5 
But when the back is turn'd the head he breaks; 
Mean in cach action, lewd in ev'ry limb. 


Manners themſelves are miſchievous mn him: 
kes ev'ry creature 


A very Killigrew, without good-nature. _ 
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ways liv d, What needs he paraphraſe on what we mean? 

For what 3 4 . We were at worſt but wanton ; he's obſcene. 
d hrs 2 fall that's Nil mix'd with fear, | I not ny fellows nor myſelf excuſe; _ 

For there's t 1 A than any hero bear; But love 's the ſubject of the comic Muſe; | 
Cowards jag arks ſome may their pleaſures ſay, | Nor can we write without it, nor would you 
of denz er thing to run away : A tale of only dry inſtruction view; | 
But 'tis oh may well forgive him all his ill, Nor love is always of a vicious kind, | 
The wor 1 does prove his penance ſtill: But oft to virtuous acts inflames the mind; 
ach, he falls into fome;dang'rous nooſe, =| Awakes the fleepy vigour of the foul, 
Fu 4 f s meanly labours to get looſo: And, bruſhing o er, adds motion to the pool, 
* 10 infamous is better quitting, | Love, ſtudious how to pleaſe, improves our parts 
4 r in baſe injury and low {ubmitting. With poliſh d manners, and adorns with arts. 
Ta ke to have left out his poetry ; : -Love firſt invented verſe, and form'd the rhyme, 


The motion meaſur'd, harmoniz'd the chime ; 
To lib'ral acts enlarg'd the narrow-ſoul'd, 
Soften'd the fierce, and made the coward bold; 
The world, when waſte, he peopled with increaſe, 


ot by all almoſt as well as me. : 
hom he has ſome N never wit: 
4 if it rarely, very rarely, hit. 
Tis under ſo Bord naſty rubbiſh laid, 


— 


— — —vu—j — 
. 1 — 


—— 
—— 


1 
To find it out 's the cinderwoman's trade; And warring nations reconcil'd in peace. | 
Who for the wretched remnants of „„ Ormond, the firſt, and all the fair may find, i 
Muſt toil all day in aſhes and in mire. In this one legend, to their fame defign'd, | 
80 lewdly dull his idle works appear, When beauty fires the blood, how love exalts : 

| The wretched texts deſerve no eg ele ; the mind, | 

he ometimes, left all alone,, . | 0 
Far apr pant Niels muſt atone. | IN chat ſweet iſle where Venus keeps her court, { 
How, vain a thing is man, and how unwiſe; | And ev'ry grace, and all the loves, reſort; 1 
Fr's he, who would himſelf the moſt deſpiſe Where either ſex is form'd of ſofter earth, | 
I. who ſo wife and humble ſcem to be, And takes the bent of pleaſure from their birth 
Now my own vanity and pride can't fee. - Y There liv'd a Cyprian lord above the reſt 
While the world's nonſenſe is fo ſharply ſhewn, | Wile, wealthy, with a num'rous iſſue bleſt: 
We pull down others bur to raiſe our own : f Bur, as no gift of fortune is ſincere, 


c | ö : \ elves, ] Was oaly wanting in a worthy heir. 
Thar we may angels ſeem, we paint them elves, | VV a5 only 8 y a 
And are but ſatires to ſet up ourſelves, | oy omen gas. 1 8 m_ to hid ; 
] (who have all this while been finding fault, Exc d tne reſt in ape and outward ſhew; 


Ev'n with my maſter, who firſt ſatire taught; | Fair, tall, his limbs with due Proportion join d, 
And did by that deſcribe the rafk fo hard, But of a heavy, dull, degen'rate mind, 

It ſcems ſtupendous and above reward) His foul belyed the features of his face; 

Now labour with unequal force to climb | Beauty was there, but beauty in diſgrace : 

Thar lofty hill, unreach'd by former time; A clowniſh mien, a voice with ruſtic found, 
'Tis juſt that I ſhould to the bottom fall; An ſtupid eyes that ever lov'd the ground. 


Lear Tite well, or Il, 
ee te Oe 8 MY And body were not of a piece deſign'd, | join'd. 
But made for two, and by miſtake in one were 
Ihe ruling rod, the father's forming care, 
Were exercis'd in vain on wit's deſpair ; 


—— 


He look'd hke nature's error ; as the mind j 


d 32. mon and Iphigenia. DRYDEN. 


Porta Loquitur. 


—— tu. ww... Ac 


LD as I am, for lagies love unfit, 5 The more inform'd, the leſs he underſtood ; 
g The pow'r of beauty I remember yet, And deeper ſunk by flound'ring in the mud. 
* uch once inflam'd my ſoul, and ſtill inſpires Now ſcorn'd of all, and grown the public ſhame, 


5 The people from Galeſus chang'd his name, 
1* love be folly, the ſevere divine | And Cymon call'd, which ſignifies a brute 
las felt that folly, though he cenſures mine; So well his name did with his nature fvit. 
Pollutes-the pleaſures of a chaſte embrace, His father, when he found his labour loft, 
Acts what I write, and propagates in grace, j And care employ'd that anſwer'd not the coſt, 


With riotous exceſs, a prieſtly race. I Choſe an ungrateful object to remove, 
Suppoſe him free, and that J forge th' offence, 


And loath'd to fee what nature made him love; 
e hew'd the way, perverting ſirſt my ſenſe; So to his country farm the fool confin'd ; _ 
In malice witty, and with venom fraught, | Rude work well ſuited with a ruſtic mind. 


He makes me tpeak the things I never thought, 


Thus to the wilds the ſturdy Cymon went, 
mpute the gains of his ungovern'd zeal ; 


1 | A 'ſquire among the ſwains, and pleas'd with ba- 
uits his cloth the praiſe of railing well. 1 niſhmenr. N 


* world will think that what we looſely write, | His corn and cattle were his only care, n 
1 now arraign'd, he read with ſome delight; | And his, ſupreme delight a country fair. 0 
— he ſeems to chew the cud again, - | It happen'd on a ſummer's holiday, ; 

hen his broad comment makes the text too plain; | That to the green-wood ſhade he took his way; i 
rl more in one explaining page For Cymon ſhunn'd the church, and us'd not ö 


double- meanings of tlie Rage. i much to pray. . 


«> 15 


4, 
* 


— — —— Ä. ———— , ⏑‚⏑‚˖‚˖—r—F ons — — — 


—— — N 7˖⏑,ð ̃ 7 — ern — 
- 


304 

His quarter-ſtaff, which he could nc'er forſake, 

Hung half before, and half behind his back. 

He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 

And whiſtled as he went for want of thought. 
By chance conducted, or by thirſt conſtrain'd, 

The deep receſſes of the grove he gain d; 

Where, in a plain defended by the wood, 

Crept through the matted pay a cryſtal flood, þ 

By which an alabaſter fountain ſtood : 

And on the margin of the fount was laid 

CArtended by her ſlaves) a ſleeping maid. 

Like Dian and hernymphs, when, tir'd with ſport, 

To reſt by cool Eurotas they reſort ; 

The dame herſelf the goddeſs well expreſs'd, 

Not more diftinguiſh'd by her purple veſt, 

Than by the charming features of her face, 

And ev'n in ſlumber a ſuperior grace: 

Her comely limbs compos'd with decent care, | 


Her body thaded with a flight cymarr; 
Her boſom te the view was only bare: 
Wherg two beginning paps were ſcarccly ſpicd, 
For yet their places were but ſignifies : 
The fanning wind upon her boſom blows, 
To meet the fanning wind the boſom roſe 
The tanning wind, and purling ſtreams, con- 
tinue her repoſe. | 

The fool of nature ſtood with ſtupid cyes, 
And gaping mouth, that teſtified ſurprize, 
Fix'd on her face, nor could remove his tight, 
New as he was to love, and novice to delight: 
Long mute he ſtood, and leaning on his ſtaff 


His wonder witnefs'd with an idiot laugh; 


Then would have ſpoke, but by his glimm'ring 
ſenſe, 8 155 
Firſt found his want of words, and fear'd offence: 
Doubted for what he was he thould be known, 
By his clown accent, and his country tonc. 
Through the rude chaos thus the running light | 
Shot the firſt ray that pierc'd the native night: 
Then day and darkneſs in the maſs were mix'd, 
Till gather'd in a globe the beams were fix'd : 
Laſt thone the ſun, who, radiant in his ſpherc, 
Illumin'd heaven and carth, and roll'd around the 
So reaſon in this brutal foul began, - [ year: 
Love made him firſt ſuſpect he was a man; 
Love made hun doubt his broad barbarian found; 
By love his want of words and wit he found; 


That ſenſe of want prepar'd the future way 


To knowledge, and diſclos'd the promiſe of a day. 
What not his father's care, nor tutor's art, 


Could plant with pains in his unpoliſh'd heart, 


The beſt inſtructor, love, at once inſpir'd, | 
As barren grounds to fruitfulneſs are fir'd : | 
Love taught him ſhame; and ſhame, with love at 
Soon taught the ſweet civilities of life; | ſtrife, 
His groſs material foul at once could find 
Somewhat in her excclling all her kind: 
Exciting a deſire till then unknown, 

Soinewhat unfound, or found in her alone. 
This made the ſirſt impreſfion on his mind, 
Above, but juſt above, the brutal kind; 

For beaſts can like, but not diſtinguiſh roo, 

Nor their own liking by reflection know; 

Nor why they like or this or t' other face, 
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But love in groſs, and ſtupidly admire. . 
As flies, allur'd by wg hare 
Thus our man-beaſt, advancing by deprees 
Firſt likes the whole, then ſepꝰ rates . — : 
On ſev'ral kg a ſev ral praiſe beſtows: 
The ruby lips, the well- proportion'd noſe 
The ſnowy ſkin, and raven-gloſſy hair, 
The dimpled check, and forchead riſing fair 
And, ev'n in ſleep itſelf, a ſmiling air. a 
From thence his eyes deſcending view'd the x; 
Her plump round arms, white hands, and bear 
ing breaſt, 
Long on the laſt he dwelt, though ev'ry part 
A pointed arrow ſped to pierce his heart. 
'Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown 
(A judge erected from a country clown) 
He long'd to ſee her eyes, in flumber hid, 
And wiſh'd his own could pierce within the lid: 
He would have wak'd her, but reſtrain'd hi, 
thought, 
And love new-born the firſt good manners taught, 
And awful fcar his ardent with withſtood, 
Nor durſt diſturb the goddeſs of the wood, 
For ſuch the ſcem'd by her celeſtial face, 


he ſees; 


— 


| So Cymon led her home, and Icaving there, 


| But ſought his father's houte, with better mu 
| Refuſing in the farm to be contin d. 


And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn s 


Excelling all the reſt of human race. 
And things divine, by common ſenſe he knew, 
Muſt be devoutly ſeen, at diſtant view: 
So checking his deſire, with trembling heart, 
Gazing he ſtood, nor would nor could depart; 
| Fix'd as a pilgrim wilder'd in his way, 
| Who dares not ſtir by night, for fear to ſtray, 
But ſtands with awful eyes to watch the dawn 
of day. | | 
At lg evahing: Tphigene the fair 
(So was the beauty call'd who caus'd his care) 
Unclos'd her eyes, and double day reveal'd, 
While theſe of all her flaves in ſleep were feal'd, 
The flav'ring cudden, propp'd upon his fat, 
Stood ready gaping, with a grinning laugh, 
To welcome her awake; nor durſt begin 
To ſpeak, but wiſely kept the fool within, 
Then ſhe : What makes vou, Cymon, here alone? 
(For Cymon's name was round the country knowa 
Becauſe deſcended of a noble race, 
And for a ſoul ill ſorted with his face). 
But ſtill the ſot ſtood filent with ſurpriſe, 
With fix'd regard on her new-open'd cycs, | 
And in his breaſt recciv'd th' envenom'd Cart, 
A tickling pain that pleas'd amid the ſmart. 
But, conſcious of her form, with quick dittruſ 
She ſaw his ſparkling eyes, and fear'd his brutal luſt: 
This to prevent, the wak'd her fleepy crew, 
And, riſing hafty, took a thort adieu, 
Then Cymon firſt his ruſtie voice eſſay' d, 
With proffer'd ſervice to the parting maid, 
To ſce her ſafe ; his hand the long denied, 
But took at length, aſham'd of ſuch a guide. 


No more would to his country clow 1s repil7 » 


4. 


> 2 . * * 
The father wonder'd at the ſon return, 


* es n 
But doubtfully receiv'd, expecting tu! 


Or judge of this or that peculiar grace, 


To learn the ſectet cauſes of his alter d vil. 
| "MM 


Boo 
Nor was he long d 


elay'd: the firſt requeſt 
was like his brothers to be dreſs'd, 
birth requir'd, above the reſt. 
his ſuit was 2 by his ſire, 
«a ouiſhing his heir by rich attire: 
* adorn d, he next deſign d 
fich lib'ral arts to cultivate his mind: 
He fought a tutor of his own accord 
And ſtudied leſſons he before abhorr d. ; 
Thus the man=child advanc'd, and learn'd ſo 
That in ſhort time his equals he ſurpaſs d; ¶ faſt, 
His brutal manners from his breaſt exil d., 
His mien he faſhion d, and his tongue he fil'd; 
In er ry exerciſe of all admir'd, 5 
He ſcem'd, nor only ſeem'd, but was inſpir'd: 
Inſpir'd by love, whoſe buſineſs is to pleaſe ; 
He rode, he fenc'd, he mov'd with graceful eaſe; 
More fam'd for ſenſe, for courtly carriage more, 
Than for his brutal folly known before. 
What then of alter'd Cymon ſhall we fay, 
But that the fire which chok'd in aſhes lay, 
A load too heavy for his ſoul to move, {| love. 
Wzs upward blown below, and bruſh'd away by 
Love made an active progreſs thro' his mind, 
The duſky parts he clear'd, the groſs refin'd, 
The drowſy wak'd; and, as he went, impreſs'd 
The Maker's image on the human breaſt. | 
Thus was the man amended by deſite, 
And tho he lov'd perhaps with too much fire, 
His father all his faults with reaſon ſcann'd, 
And lik'd an error of the better hand; 
Excus'd th' exceſs of paſſion in his mind, 
By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refin'd; 
do Cymon, fince his Re indulg'd his will, 
Impetuous lov'd, and would be Cymon ſtill; 
Giiclus he difown'd, and choſe to bear [ fair. 
The name of fool, confirm'd and biſhop'd by the 
To Cipſeus by his friends his ſuit he mov'd, 
Cipleus, the father of the fair he lov'd : 
But he was pre-engag'd by former ties, 
While Cymon was endeavouring to be wiſe : 
And Iphigene, oblig'd by former vows, 
11 given her faith to wed a foreign ſpouſe : 
Her fire and ſhe to Rhodian Paſimond, © 
Though both repenting, were by promiſe bound, 
Nor could retract; and thus, as fate decreed, 
Though better lov'd, he ſpoke too late to ſpced. 
The doom was paſt, the ſhip already ſent 
Did all his tardy diligence prevent : 
digh'd to herſelf the fair unhappy maid, 
While ſtormy Cymon thus in ſecret ſaid : 
The time is come for ! »higene to find ; 
he miracle the wrought upon my mind; 
er charms have made me man, her raviſh'd love 
lu rank ſhall place me with the bleſt above. 
er mine by love, by force ſhe ſhall be mine 
Or death, if force thould fail, ſhali finiſh my deſign 
Refolv'd he ſaid; and ri 4 with ſpeed TG 
A vefſel ſtron 14 4 1 with ſpeedy care 
The foc S5 and well equipp'd for war. 
4045 cet ſhip with choſen friends he ſtor d; 
wha 90 . = * conquer, went aboard, 
Waiting the f 0 7 the Cyprian ſhore, 
Nor long ex c : t all his wiſhes bore ; 
ant out th 10 ed, for the following ide 
© hoſtile ſhip and beauteous bride. 


He made, 
And, as his 
With eale 
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To Rhodes the rival bark directly ſteer'd, 
When Cymon ſudden at her back appear'd, 
And ſtopp'd her flight; then, ſtandingon his prow, 
In haughty terms he thus defied the foe: 

Or ſtrike your ſails at ſummons, or prepare 

To prove the laſt extremities of war. 

Thus warn'd, the Rhodians for the fightprovide; 

Already were the veſſels fide by ide 3 | bride. 

Theſe obſtinate to ſave, and thoſe to ſeize the 

But Cymon ſoon his crooked grapples caſt, 

Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac'd, 

And, arm'd with ſword and ſhield, amid the 
preſs he paſs'd. 

Fierce was the fight; but, haſt'ning to his prey, 

By force the furious lover freed his way : | 

Himſelf alone difpers'd the Rhodian crew, 

The weak diſdain'd, the valiant overthrew. 

Cheap conqueſt for his following friends remain'd 

He reap'd the field, and they but only glean'd, 

His victory confeſs'd, the foes retreat, 

And caſt the weapons at the victor's feet, 

Whom thus he cheer'd: O Rhodian youth, T 
fought | 

For love alone, nor other booty ſought : 

Your lives are ſafe; your veſſel I refign 

Yours be your own, reſtoring what is mine: 

In Iphigene I claim my rightful due, 

Robb'd by my rival, and detain'd by you. 

Your Paflmond a lawleſs bargain drove, 

The parent could not ſell the daughter's love; 

Or, if he could, my love diſdains the laws, 

And, like a king, by conqueſt gains his cauſe: 

Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain; 

Love taught me force, and force ſhall love maintain; 

You, what by ſtrength you could not keep, relcalc, 

And at an eaſy ranſom buy your peace. 

Fear on the conquer d fide ſoon ſign'd th' accord, 
And Iphigene to Cymon was reſtor'd: 55 
While to his arms the bluſhing bride he took, 
To ſeeming ſadneſs ſhe compos d her look ; 
As if by force ſubjected to his will, 

Tho' pleas'd difſembling, and a woman ſtill. 
And (for ſhe wept) he wip'd her falling tears, 
And pray'd her to diſmiſs her empty fears; 

For yours I am, he faid, and have deſerv'd _ 
Your love much better whom ſo long I ſery'd, 
Than he to whom your formal father tied 

Your vows, and ſold a flave, not ſent a bride. 
Thus while he ſpoke, he ſeiz'd the willing prey, 
As Paris bore the Spartan ſpouſe away. | 


Faintly ſhe ſcream'd, and cv'n her eyes confeſs'd 
She rather would be thought, than was, diſtreſs d. 
Who now exults but Cymon in his mind? JF 
Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind, | 85 
Proud of the preſent, to the future blind | 
Secure of fate, while Cymon ploughs the ſea, 

And ſteers to Candy with his conquer'd prey, 
Scarce the third glaſs of meaſur'd hours vas run, 
When, like a fiery meteor, ſunk the ſun, 
The 3 of a ſtorm; the ſhifting gales 


Forſake by fits, and fill, the flagying fails; _ 
Hoarſe murmurs of the main from far were heard, 
And night came on, not by degrees prepar d, 
But all at once; at once the winds ariſe, 


4 


The thunders roll, the forky lightning flies, 
X 


In 
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In vain the maſter iſſues out commands, 

In vain the trembling ſailors ply their hauds : 
The tempeſt unforeſeen prevents their care, 
And from the frſt they ken m deſpair. 
The giddy ſhip, betwixt the winds and rides, 
Forc'd back, and forwards, in a circle rides, 
Stunn'd with the diſF rent blows; then ſhoots amain, 
Till, counterbufl'd, the ſtops, and ſleeps again. 
Nat more aghaſt the proud archangel fell, 
Plany'd from the height of heaven to deepeſt hell, 
Thai ttood the lover of his love poſſeſt, 

New curs'd the more, the more he had been bleſt; 
More anxious for her danger than his own, 
Death be detivs, but would be loſt alone. 

Sad Iphigene to womanith complaints 
Adds pious pravers, and wearics all the ſaints; 
KEv'n if ſhe could, her love the would repent; 
But, fince the cannot, dreads the puniſhment ; 
Her forfeit faith, and Paſimond betray'd, 

Are ever preſent, and her crime upbraid. 

She blames herfelf, nor blames her lover leſs, 
Augments her anger as her fears increaſe; 
From her own back the burden would remove, 
And lavs the load on his ungovern d love, 
Which interpoſing durft, in Heaven's deſpite, 
Invade and viclate another's right: 

The pow'rs incens'd awhile deferr'd his pain, 
And made him matter of his vows in vain: 
Hut ſoon they punith d his preſumptuous pride; 
That for his daring enterprize ſhe died, | 
Who rather not reftited than complied. 

Then, impotent of mind, with alter'd ſenſe 
She hugg'd th' oftender, and forgave th' oftence, 
Sex to the laſt : meantime, with fails dechn'd, 
The wand ring veſſel drove before the wind: 
Tofs'd and retofs'd, aloft, and then below, ) 
Nor port they feck, nor certain courſe they know, Þ 
Init every moment wait the coming blow. 
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"Thus blindly driven, by breaking day they viewed 


The lands before them, and their fears renew'd; 
The land was welcome, but the tempett bore 
The threaten'd ſhip againſt a rocky ſhore. _ 

A winding bay was near; to this they bent, 
And juſt eſcap'd; their force already ſpent: 
Secure from ſtorms, and panting from the fea, 
The land unknown at leiſure they furvey ; 

And ſaw (but foon their fickle fight withdrew ) 

Phe riſing tow'rs of Rhodes at diſtant view; 

And curs'd the hoftile thore of Paſimond, 

Sav'd from the feas, and ſhipwreck 4 on the 
ground. . 

The frichted failors tricd their ſtrength in vain 
To turn the tern, ang remprt the ſtormy main; 
But the Riff wind withitcod the lab'ring oar, 
And forc'd them forward on the fatal thore! 
"The crooked keel now bites the Rhodian ſtrand, 
And the ſhip moor d conſtrains the crew to land. 
Yet ſtill they might be ſafe, becauſe unknown; 


But, as ill fortune ſeldom comes alone, 


The veſſel they diſmifs d was driven before, 
-\iready ſhelter'd on their native ſhore; [ cheer; 
K pown cach, they know, bur each with change of 


Ane vanquith'd wide exults, rhe victors fear; 
Net them bort theire, madepris'ners ere tliev tight, 


De:pairing conqueft, and debriw'd wt tht. 


It reſted to diſmiſs the downward weight, 
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The country rings i 
And raw in elde n 2 alen, 
. a ſwarms ; 
Mouths without hands, maintain'd at vaſt ex 
In peace a charge, in war a weak defence. . 
Stout once a month they march, a bluſt ring band 
And ever, but in times of need, at hand; * 
This was the morn when, iſſuing on the 0 
Drawn up in rank and file they ſtood pre yy 
Of ſeeming arms to make a ſhort eſſay ; 
Then haſten to be drunk, the buſineſs of the dy 
Che ee would have fled, but that they 
| new | 
Themſelves fo many, and their foes ſo few: 
But, crow ding on, the laſt the fir impel; ; 
Jill overborne with weight the Cvprians fel 
Cymon enflav'd, who firit the war begun ; | 
And Iphigene once more is loſt and won, 
Deep in a dungeon was the captive caf 
Depriv'd of day, and held in ferters faſt; 
His life was only ſpar'd at their requeſt, 
Whom taken he ſo nobly had releas'd; 
But Iphigenia was the ladies care, 
Each in their turn addreſs'd to treat the fair; 
While Paſimond and histhenuprialfeaſtprepare, 
| Her ſecret foul to Cymon was inclin'd, 
But the muſt ſuffer what her fates athgu'd; 
So paſſive is the church of womankind. 
What worſe to Cymon could his fortune deal, 
Roll'd to the loweſt ſpoke of all ber wheel? 


_ 


Or raiſe him upward to his former height; 
The latter pleas'd ; and love (concern'd the maß) 
Prepar'd th' amends for what by love he loc. 
he fire of Paſimond hat left a fon, 
Though younger, yet for courage early known, 
Ormilda call'd, to whom, by promite tied, 
A Rhodian beauty was the deſtin'd bride; 
Caſſandra was her name, above the reſt. 
Renown'd for birth, with fortune amply belt, 
Ly ſunachus, who rul'd the Rhodian Rate, 
Was then by choice their annual magiſtrate; 
He lov'd Caſſandra too with equal fire, 
But fortune had not favour'd his debire; 
Croſs'd by her friends, by her not difapprov'd, 
Nor yet preferr'd, or like Ormiſda lov d: 
So ſtood th' affair; ſome little hope remain'd, | 
That, thould his rival chance to loſe, he gail! © 
Mean time young Paſimond his martase 
preſs'd, N 
Ordain'd the nuptial day, prepar'd the feaſt; 
And frugally retolv'd (the charge to ſhun 
Which would be double ſhould he wed atone} { 
To join his brother's bridal with his own. 
Lyſimachus, oppreſs'd with mortal grict, 
Recciv'd the news, and ftudicd quick reict; 
The fatal day approach'd; if force were us'd, 
The magiſtrate his public truſt abus d; 
To juſtice liable, as law requir'd; f Og 
For, when his office ceas'd, his pow r expire: 
While pow'r remain «|, the mcans were in his handy 
By force to ſcize, and then forſake the land: 
zetwixt extremes he knew not how to * 
' A flave to fuine, but more a flave to love: 
ben raihing others, yet himſelf not free, ©: 
f Niade impotent by Po T, Aba. d by ag 
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Boch ſides he weigh'd ; but, after much debate, 


d above the magiſtrate. 
Love never fails to maſter what he finds, 
gut works a diff rent way in diff rent minds, 
The fool enlightens, and the wiſe he blinds. 

Thi; youth propoſing to poſſeſs and *ſcape, 
Began in murder, to conclude in rape: 1 
Unprais'd by me, tho Heaven ſometimes may bleſs 
An impious act with undeſcrv d ſucceſs z 
The great, it ſeems, arc privileg'd alone 
To puniſh all injuſtice but their own. 
gut here I ſtop, not daring to procced, 
Vt bluſh to flatter an unrighteous deed ; 
For crimes are but permitted, not decreed. 
Refoly'd on force, his wit the prætor bent 
Io find the means that might ſecure th event; 
Nor long he labour d, for his lucky thought 
In captive Cymon found the friend he fought; 
h example pleas'd; the cauſe and crime the ſame; 
An injur'd lover, and a raviſh'd dame. 
How much he durſt he knew by what he dar'd, 
The leſs he had to loſe, the leſs he car'd, 
'To manage loathſome life when love was the 
reward. 10 
This ponder'd well, and fix d on his intent, 
In depth of night he for the pris 'ner ſent; 
lu ſecret ſent, the public view to ſhun; 
Then, with a ſober ſmile, he thus begun: 
The pow'rs above, who bounteouſly beſtow 
Their gifts and graces on mankind below, 
Yet prove our merit firſt, nor blindly give 
To ſuch as are not worthy to receive; 
For valour and for virtue they provide 
Thar duc reward, but firſt rhev muſt be tried: 
Thele frunful ſeeds within your mind they ſow'd; 
Twas yours t improve the talent they beſtow'd: 
hey gave you to be born of noble kind, 
They gave you love to lighten up vour mind, 
And purge the groller parts; they gave you care 
Lo pleaſe, and courage to deſerve the fair. 
hus far they tried you, and by proof they found 
The grain entruſted in a grateful ground; 
But {t1]] the great experiment remain'd, _ 
Thuy ſuffer'd you to loſe the prize you gain'd, 
lat you might lcarn the. gift was theirs alone; 
And, when reſtor d, to them the bleſſing own. 
Reſtor'd it ſoon will be; the means prepar'd, 
The cithculty ſmooth'd, the danger ſhar'd ; 
ve but yourlelf, the care to me reſign, 
_ 5 * is yours, Caſſandra mine. 
lmpatient to el 
1 1 10 to revenge his raviih d wife, 
* yet not his; to-morrow is behind, 5 
"aka as tortunes in one band has join'd * 
ers ate Our toes; Ormiſda mince, + 
ö E Hela, 5 * Paſimond is thine ; 5 
Wikiloveto 65. their common vows be tied: 
end, and fortune for Our guide, 
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ieh _ to die, or each redeem a bride. 

wh. J de none, n 


The man prevail 


—_ 


* Pa or haſt thou muck to plead ; 
Our V _ done, muſt juſtify the deed ; 
"pw por orm d, we next prepare for flight ; 

ie loſers talk in vain of right: - 
will fail before the wind; 


with the fair 
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[Wich fouls reſolv'd the raviſhers were join'd ; 
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they Ut pricy 


d, I leave the laws behind, 
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Speak thy reſolves; if now thy courage droop, 
Deſpair in priſon, and abandon hope: 
But if thou dar'ſt in arms thy love regain 
(For liberty Without thy love were vain) 
Then ſecond my deſign to ſeize the prey, 
Or lead to ſecond rape, for well thou know'ſt the 
Wav. 8 
Said Cymon, overjoy'd, do thou propoſe 
The means to fight, and only ſhew the foes : 
For from the firſt, when lo-c had fir'd my mind, 
Reſolv'd J left the care of life behind. 
To this the bold Lyſimachus replied : 
Let heaven be neuter, and the ſwerd decide; 
The ſpouſals are prepar'd, already play 
The minſtrels, and provoke the tardy day: 
By this the brides are wak'd, their grooms are 
dreſs'd ; 


All Rhodes is ſummon'd to the nuptial feaſt, 


All but myſelf, the fole unbidden gueſt, 
Unbidden though Jam, I will be there; 
And, join'd by thee, intead to joy the fair, 

Now hear the reſt; when day reſigns the light, 
And cheerful torches gild the jolly night, 
Be ready at my call; my choſen few 
With arms adminiſter'd thall aid thy crew, 
Then, ent'ring unexpected, will we feize 
Our deitin'd prey from men diffoly'd in caſe, 
By wine ditabled, unprepar'd for fight; 


And, haſt'ning to the ſeas, ſuborn our flight: 


The ſeas are ours, for I command the fort; 
A ſhip well-mann'd expects us in the port. 
If they, or if their friends, the prize conteſt, 
Death ſhall attend the man who dares reſiſt. 
It picas'd ! the prifoner to his hold retir'd; 1 


His troop with equal emulation fir'd, [ quir'd, 
All fix'd to fight, and all their wonted work re- 
The ſun aroſe; the ſtrects were throng'd around, 


The palace open'd, and the poſts were crown'd, 
The double bridegroom at the door attends L 
Th' expected ſpouſe, and entertains the friends; [ 
They meet, they lead to church, the prieſts invoke [ 
The pow'rs, and feed the flames with fragrant Y 

ſmoke. 


This done, they feaſt, and at the cloſe of night | 


By kindled torches vary their delight; 


Theſe lead the lively dance, and thoſe the 
| brimming- bowls invite, 
Now at th' appointed place and hour aſſign'd 


Three bands arc' form'd; the firſt is ſent before "F 
To favour the retreat, and guard the ſhore z 


The fecond at the palace-gare is plac'qd, | 


And up the lotty ftairs alcend the laſt; 

A peaceful troop they ſeem with ſlyning veſts, | 

But coats of mil beneath tecure their breatts. Eo 
Dauntlets they enter, Cymon at their head, 

And find the fealt rencww d, the table ſpread ; 

Sweet voices, mix'd with mſtrumental ſounds, 

Atcend the vaulted root, the vaulted roof rebounds, 

\When, like the harpies ruſhing through the Hall, 

The ſudden rroop appears, the tables fall, 

heir tmoking load is on the pavement thrown z 

Lach ravidher prepares to ſeize his own; © 

The brides, 1vaded with a rude embrace, 

|: our for aid, coutubivn ills the place. 
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Quick to redeem the prey their plighted lords 
Advance, the palace gleams with ſhining ſwords. 
But late is all defence, and ſuccour vain; 
The rape is made, the raviſhers remain; 
Two ſturdy flaves were only ſent before 
To bear the purchas'd prize in ſafety to the ſhore: 
The troop retires, the lovers cloſe the rear, 
With forward faces not confeſſing fear; 
Backward they move, but ſcorn their pace to mend; 
Then ſeck the ſtairs, and with flow haſte deſcend. 
Fierce Paſimond, their paſſage to prevent, 
Thruſt full on Cymon's back in his deſcent ; 
The blade return'd unbath'd, and to the han- 
dle bent. | 
Stout Cymon ſoon remounts, and cleft in two 
His rival's head with one deſcending blow; 
And as the next in rank Ormiſda ſtood, 
He turn'd the point; the ſword, inur'd to blood, 
Bor'd his unguarded breaſt, which, pour'd a 
purple flood. f 
With vow'd revenge, the gath' ring crowd purſues; 
The ravithers turn head, the fight renews; 
The hall is heap'd with corps; the ſprinkled gore 
Beiracars the walls, and floats the marble floor. 
Diſpers'd at length the drunken ſquadron flics, 
The victors totheir veſſel bear the prize; | cries. 
And hear behind loud groans and lamentable 
Thec:wywith merry ſhouts their anchorsweigh, 
Then ply their ozrs, and bruſh the buxom lea, 
While troops of gather d Rhodians crowd the 
key. 
Whit ſhould the people do when left alone? 
The governor and government are gone. 
The public wealth to foreign parts convey'd 
Some troops diſhanded, and the reit unpaid. 
Rhodes is the foy*reign of the ſea no more; 
Their ſhips unrigg'd, and ſpent their naval ſtore; 
They neither could defend, nor can purſue, 
Bat grinn'd their tecth, and caſt a helplets view: 
In vain with darts a diſtant war they try, 
Short, and more ſhort, the miifive weapons fly. 
Mexowhile the ravifhers their crimes cnjoy, 
And ſlying {4jls and ſweeping oars cmploy : 
The cliffs of Rhodes in little ſpace are loſt ; 
Jove's iſle they ſeck, nor Jove denies his coaſt. 
In ſafety landed on the Candian hore, 

With gen rous wines their ſpirits they reftore 
There Cymon with his Rhoudian friends refides, 
2oth court and wed at once the willing brides. 

A wer enſues, the Cictans own their cauſe, 
Stitk to defend their hoſpitable laws; | 
Both parts loſe by tyrns, and neither wins, 
Pill peace propounded by a trace begins, 
Phe kindred of the ſiein forgive the deed, 
But a ſl.ert exiie mult for ſhow precede ; 
"ihe term expir'd, from Candiathvy remove; 
And happy cach at home cniovs his love. 


0 — 


y 32. A Letter jrom Italy, io the Rizht Hononr- 
able Charles Ford Haan. In the year 
17 Appliso. 

1 III LF. you, my Lord,therural fhadesadmure, 
| And from Brirannin's public poſts retire, 
Wor longer, ker ungrateful ſons to picaſc, 

For their advantage facrifice vour caſt ; 


. 
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— 


Boox It 
Me into foreign realms my fate cony a 
Through nations fruitful of immort 
W here the ſoft ſeaſon and inviting 
Conſpire to trouble your repoſe with rhyme 
F or whereſoc'er turn my raviſh'd eyes 5 
Gay gilded fcencs and ſhining proſpects file; 


eys, 
al lays, 
clime 


Poctic fields encompaſs me around, 
And ſtill I ſeem to tread on claflic 
For here the Muſc ſo oft her harp 
That not a mountain rears its head unſung ; 
Renown'd in verle each ſhady thicket gos, 
And ev ry ſtream in heavenly numbers flows, 
How am I pleas'd to ſearch the hills and weeds 
For rifing ſprings and celebrated floods 
To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courſe 
And trace the ſmooth Clitumnus to his "Wie 
Fo ice the Mincio draw his wat'ry ftore | 
Through the long windings of a fruitful fore, 
And hoary Albula's infected ride 
O'er the warm bed of ſmoking ſulphur glide, 
Fir'd with a thovſand raptures I ſurvey 
Eridanus through flow'ry meadows ſtrav, 
Ihe king of floods! that, rolling o'er the plains 
The tow'ring Alps of half their moiſture drains, 
And, proudly ſwoln with a whole winter's tncs, 
Diſtributes wealth and pl: {ty where he flows, 
Sometimes, miſyuided by the tuneful throve, 
I look for ſtreams immortaliz'd in tony, l 
That Joſt in ſilence and oblivion lic 
(Dumbare their fountains, and theircharnelsdrr), 
Yet run for cver by the Mufc's tkill, | 
And in the ſnooth deſcription murmur ſti!!, 
Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 
And the tam'd river's empty ſhores adnure, 
That, deſtitute of ſtrength, derives its court 
From thrifty urns and an unfruitful ſource, 


ground 4 


has ſtrung, 


Yer, ſung fo often in poetic lays, 
With ſcorn the Danube and the Nile ſurveys, 


t 
So high the deathleſs mule exalts her theme! 


Such was the Bovnc, a poor ing horious ftream, 
That in Hibernian vales obfcurely ftrav'd, 
And, unobſerv'd, in wild meanders play d; 
Jill, by your lines and Naſſau's fword renown 0. 
Its riſing billows through the world refound; 
\Where'er the hero's godlike acts can pierce, 
Or where the fame of an immortal verſe, 

Oh could the Muſe my raviſh'd breaſt in{pire 
With warmth like vours, and raiſe an equal nte, 
| Unnumber'd beauties in my verſe ſhould ſhine, 
And Virgil's Italy ſhould yield to mine!“ 

Sce how the golden groves around me mile, 


That ſhun the coaſt of Britaia's ſtormy iſle, 
Or, when tranſplanted and preſerv d with care, 
| Curſe the cold clime, and ſtarve in northern at. 
Here kindly warmth their mountain juice. ters 
| ments | 

To nobier taſtes, and more exalted ſcents; BY 
en the rough rocks with tender myrtic bloom, 
And trodden weeds fend out a rich pertume. 
Bear me, ſome God, to Baia's gentle ſcats, 

Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats; 
Where weſtern gales eternally reſide, 

And all the ſeaſons laviſh all their pride; BY 

| Bloſſoms, and finits, and flow'rs together Tis 
Aud the whole year in gay coutubon lies, 
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lories in my mind revive, | 
| a thouſand paſſions ſtrive, 
When Rome's exalted pO" I deſcry 
Magnificent in piles of ruin Be. h 
An amphitheatre s amazing height 
Here fills my eye with terror and delight, 
That on its public ſhows unpeopled 3 | 
And held uncrowded nations in its _ 7 
Here pillars rough with ſculpture rye” de Riess 
And here the proud triumphal arches riſe, 
Where the old Romans deathleſs acts diſplay d 
Their baſe degen'rate progeny upbraid ; 
Whole rivers here forlake the fields below, 5 
And, wond'ring at their height, through airy 
channels flow. 5 7 
Still to new ſcenes my wand ring Muſe retires, 
And the dumb ſhow of breathing rocks admires; 
Where the ſmooth chiſel all its force has ſhewn, 
Ard ſoftened into fleſh the rugged ſtone. 
la ſolemn filence, a majeſtic band, 5 
Herocs, and gods, and Roman conſuls, ſtand; 
Gr tyrants, whom their eruelties renown, 
And emperors, in Parian marble frown ; 
While thebright dames,to whom they lumblyſued a 
Seil new the charms that their proud hearts ſub- 
ducd. | 
Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearſe, 
And thew th' immortal labours in my verſe, 
Where, from the mingled ſtrength of ſhade and 
light, | „ 
A new ercation riſes to my ſight; 
Cc heavenly figures from his pencil flow, 
So warm with life his blended colours glow, - 
From theme to theme with ſecret pleaſures toſt, 
Amidk the ſoft variety I'm Joſt. 
lere pleaſing airs my raviſh'd fou! confound 
With circling notes and labyrinths of ſound ; 
Here domes and temples rife in diftant views, 
And op'ning palaces invite my Muſe.— 
How has kind Heaven adorn d the happy land, 
Aud ſcatter'd bleffings with a waſteful hand! 
Bur what avail her unexhauſted ſtores, 
Her blooming mountains, and her ſunny ſhores, 
With all the gifts that Heaven and carth impart, 
Lac files of nature, and the charms of art, 
Wie proud Oppreffion in her valleys reigns, 
And Tyranny uturps her happy plains ? 
The poor inhabitant beholds in vain 
Loe reddning orange and the ſwellin g grain; 
Joyicts he ſees. the growing oils and wines, 
And in the myrtle's fragrant thade repines z 
Yarves, in the midſt of nature's bounty curſt, 
Auch in the loaden vineyard dies for thirſt. 
Oh Liberty, thou goddeſs heavenly bright, 
'rotuſe of bliſs, and pregnant with delight ! 
Evernal pleaſures in thy preſence reign, 
And Imling Plenty leads thy wanton train; 
£4 dot her load, Subjection grows more light, 
gane Poverty looks cheerful in thy ſight; 
- 19% mak'ft the gloomy face of Nature gay, 
| beauty to the Sun, and pleaſure to the Day. 
Thee, goddeſs, thee Britannia's iſle adorcs ; 
ow has the oft exhauſted all her ſtores, 
ow oft, in fields of death, thy preſence ſought, 
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And in my ſou 
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| Wille crowds of princes your deſerts proclaim, 
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On foreign mountains may the ſun refine 
The grape's ſoft juice, and mellow it to wine; 
With citron groves adorn a diſtant foil, 
And the fat olive ſwell with floods of oil; 
We envy not the warmer clime, that lies 
In ten degrees of more indulgent ſkies; 
Nor at the coarſengls of our heaven repine, 
Tho' o'er our heads the frozen Pleiads ſhine : 
Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia's iſle, 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak 
mountains ſmile. _ 
Others with tow'ring piles may pleaſe the ſight, 
And in their proud aſpiring domes delight ; 
A nicer touch to the ſtretch'd canvas give, 
Or teach their animated rocks to live; 
'Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate, 
And hold in balance cach contending tate ; 
To threaten bold preſumptuous kings with war, 
And anſwer her afflicted neighbour's pray'r. 
The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by ficrce alarms, 
Bleſs the wiſe conduct of her pious arms; 
Soon as her flects appear, their terrors ccaſe, 
And all the northern world lies huſh'd in peace, 
Th' ambitious Gaul beholds, with ſecret dread, 
Her thunder aim'd at his aſpiring head, 
And fain her godlike ſons would diſunite 
By foreign gold, or by domeſtic fpite ; 
Bur ftrives in vain to conquer or divide, 
Whom Naſſau's arms defend and counicls guide. 
Fir'd with the name, which I ſo oft have found 
The diſtant climes and diffrent tongues reſound, 
I bridle in my ſtruggling Muſe with pain, 
That longs to launch into a bolder ſtrain. 
But I've already troubled you too long, 
Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous ſong. 
My humble verſe demands a ſotter theme, 
A painted meadow, or a purling ſtream ; 
Unſit tor heroes ; whom immortal lays, 
And lines like Virgil's or like yours, thould praiſe, 
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* —— Rheni pacator et Iſtri 
„% Omn'$ in hoc und variis diſcurdia cefiit | 
* Uraimbus z lagratur cques, plauditque ſenators | 
© Votaque patricio certant plebria favori.““ 
Ciaup. de Land, Stiiire, 


© Eſte aliquam in terris gentem quae ſua impenta, tuo abore ac 
„ periculo, bella gerat pro libertate alior um. Nec hoc finitimis, 
„ant proptuquae vicinitatis bominibus, aut terris continenti 
© Junctis pracſtet. Maria trajiciat: ne quod toto orbo terrarum 
„ in; vſtum imperium fit, et ubique jus, fas, lex, potentiſſima 


« fut,” . 
b LIV. Hip. lib. 33. 


Proud in their number to enrol your name; 
While emperors to you commit their cauſe, 
And Anna's praiſes crown the vaſt applauſe ; 
Accept, great leader, what the Muſe recites, 
Thar in ambitious verſe attempts your tights, 
Fir'd and tranfported with a theme ſo new, 
Ten thouſand wonders op*ning to my view 
Shine forth at once; ſieges and ſtorms appear, 
And wars and conqueſts fill th' important year ; 
Rivers of blood I fee, and hills of ſlain, 


Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought ! 


| 


An Iliad riſing out of one campaign. 
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The haughty Gaul beheld, with tow' ring pride, 
His ancient bounds enlarg'd on ev ry ſide; 
Pyrenc's lofty barriers were ſubdued, 

And in the midit of his wide empire ſtood ; 
Auſonia's ſtates, the vittor to reftram, 

Oppos'd their Alps and Apennines in vain, 

Nor found themſelves, with ſtrength of rocks im- 
Behind their everlaſting hills fecur'd ; [(mur'd, 
The riſing Danube its long race began, 

And half its courſe thro' the new conqueſts ran; 
Amaz'd, and anxious for her ſov'reign's fates, 
Germania trembled through a hundred ſtates ; 
Great Leopold himfelf was ſeiz'd with fear; 

He gaz'd around, but ſaw no ſuccour near; 

He gaz d, and half-abandon'd to deſpair 

His hopes on Heaven, and confidence in pray Tr. 

To Britain's queen the nations turn their cyes; 

On her reſolves the weſtern world relies; 
Confiding ſtill, amidſt its dire alarms, 
In Anna's councils, and in Churchill's arms.“ 
Thrice happy Britain, from the kingdoms rent, 
To fit the guardian of the continent |! 

hat feces her braveſt ſon advanc'd to high, 
And flouriſhing fo near her prince's eye; 

Thy fav'rites grow not up by fortunc's ſport, 
Or from the crimes or follics of a court; | 
On the firin baſis of deſert they rite, 

From long- tried faith, and friendſhip's holy ties: 
Ther ſovereign's well-diſtinguiſh'd {miles they 
| ſhare ; 5 . 
Her ornaments in peace, her ſtrength in war; 
The nation thanks them with a public voice; 


By ſhow'rs of bleſſings Heaven approves their 


Envy itſelf is dumb, in wonder loſt, [ choice ; 

And factions ſtrive who thall applaud them moſt. 
Soon as ſoft vernal breezes warm the iky, 

Britannia's colours in the zephvrs fly; 

Ter chief already has his march begun, 

Crotiing the provinces himſelf had won, 

Fill the Naoſclle, appearing from afar, 

Retards the progreſs of the moving war. 

Delightful ftream, had nature bid her, fall 

In diſtant climes far from the perjur'd Gaul; 

Nut now a purchaſe to the ſword the lies, 

Her harvetts for uncertain owners rift, 

Fach vineyard doubtful of its maſter grows, 

And tn the victor's bowl each vintage flows, 


The diſcontentéd thates of ſlaughter d hofts 


That wander'd on her banks, her heroes ghoſts, 
Hop'd, when thev faw Britannia's arms appear, 


Our godlike leader, ere the ſtream he paſs'd, 
"The mighty ſcheme of alt his Jabours caſt. 
Forming the wondrous year within his thought, 
His boſom glow'd with battles ver unfoucht, 
The long laborious march he firit ſurveys, 
And joins the diſtant. Danube ro the XIac fe; 
Burwern whoſe floods ſuch pathicfs forcits grow, 
Such mountains riſc, ſo many rivers für: 

"The tort looks lovely in the heros evi}, 
And danger ferves but to enhance tire prize, 
Big with the fate of Europe, he renews 


His dreadful courſe, and the proud foc purſuacs ! 


Infected by the burning Scorpion's heat, 
Lac twtry gales round his clut'd tewples boar, 


Batt'ries on batt ' ries guard each tatal pats, ; 
- * . * 8 WL f : . , 1 f 

| | hreat ning deſtruction; rows Of hollow 15 N 

' Tube behind tube, the dreadful entrance Keep 


; 
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! The tedious track unrav'lling by degrees : 

| Bur when the ſcent comes warm in es ry brecut 
| Fir d at the near approach, he thoots away 
The vengeance due to their great death was near, | $7 
' TI immortal Schellenberg appears at laßt :| patt 
| Like hills th' aſpiring ramparts rite on hiah, 


Book 11, 


Till on the borders of the Maine he finds 
Defenſive ſhadous, and refreſhing winds, 
3 Britiſh youth, with in-born freedom bold 
nnumber d ſcenes of ſervitude behold, ; 
Nations of ſlaves, with tyranny debas'd 
(Their Maker's image more than half defies 
Hourly inſtructed, as they urge their toil, 
To prize their queen, and love their native oil, 
Still to the riſing ſun they take their way 
Thro' clouds of duſt, and gain upon the day, 
When now the Neckar on its friendly coaſt 
With cooling ſtreams revives the fainting hoſt 
That cheerfully his labours paſt forgets, | 
The midnight watches, and the noon-day hex; 
O'er prottrate towns and palaces they pat 
(Now cover'd o'er with woods, and hid in gras, 
Breathing revenge; whilſt anger and diſdain 
Fire ev ry breaſt, and boil in ev'ry vein, 
Here ſhatter'd walls, like broken rocks, from far 
Rite up in hideous views, the guilt of war ; 
Whiltt here the vine o'er hills of ruin climbs, 
Induſtrious to conceal great Bourbon's crimcs, 
At length the fame of England's hero drew 
Eugenio to the glorious interview. 
Great fouls by inſtinét to each other turn, 


| Demand alliance, and in friendſhip burn; 


A ſudden triendſhip, while with ſtrotch d-outrar; 
They meet cach other, mingling blaze with blaze, 
Poli{h'd in courts, aud harden d in the field, 
Renown d for conqueſt, and in council {kill'd, 
Their courage dwells nut in a troubled flog! 
Of mounting ſpirits, and fernicntiag blood ; 
Lodg'd in the toul, with virtue over-rul'd, 
Inflam'd by reaſon, and by reaton cool'd, 

In hours of peace content to be unknown, 
And only in the field of battle ſhewn : 

To fouls like theſe, in mutual friend{hip join d, 
Heaven dares entruſt the cauſe of human-k4inc, 
Britannia's graceful ſons appear in arms, 
Her harafs'd troops the hcro's preſence warms; 

hilſt the high hills and rivers all around 
With thund'ring peals of Britiſh thouts rene 
Doubling their ſpeed, they march with treth e 


FM 


Eager for glory, and require the fight, gl, 


So the ſtaunch hound the trembling deer purlues, 


And ſmells his footſteps in the tainted deus, 


On his full ſtretch, and bears upon his prey. 
The march concludes, the various realms an. 


Like vallevs at their feer the trenches lie; 


Wilt in their wombs ten thouſand thundefsheche 
Great Churchill owns, charm'd with the piers 
ſiglit, 5 
His march o'erpaid by ſuch a promis d naht. 
The weſtern tun now ſhiot a feeble ray, 
And faintly ſcatter'd the remains of day „ 
Lenins approach'd ; but oh what hoſts ol fee“ 


Were never io behold that vv nibg (lee, * 


„ 


Bo Ok Il. 
Thick'ning their 


The cloſe-compact 
In vain the cannon 


ranks, and wedg'd in firm array, 
ed Britons win their way; 
their throng'd war 2 

cks of death, and laid the battle waſte ; 
* forward to the light, they 1 : 
Turo flames of ſulphur and a night of ſmoke, 
Till ſaughter d legions fill'd the trench below, 
And bore their fierce avengers to the foe. 

High on the works the mingling hoſts engage; 
The battle, kindled into ten- fold rage, 
with ſhow'rs of bullets, and with ſtorms of fire, 
Burns in full fury; heaps on heaps expire; 
Nations with nations mix'd confus dly dic, 

And loſt in one promiſcuous carnage lic. 

How many gen Tous Britons meet their doom, 
Naw to the field, and heroes in their bloom! 
Ti illuſtrious youths, that left their native ſhore 
To march where Britons never march'd betore 
(Oh fatal love of fame! oh glorious heat, 

Only deſtructive to the brave and great!) 
After ſuch toils o'ercome, ſuch dangers paſt, 


Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear: 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &. 
The victor finds each hidden cavern ſtor'd, 


And turns their fury on their guilty Lord. 


Deluded prince! how is thy greatneſs croſs'd, 


And all the gaudy dream of empire loſt, 
That proudly ſet thee on a fancied throne, 


And made imaginary realms thy own | 
Thy troops, that now behind the Danube join, 


Shall ſhortly ſeek for ſhelter from the Rhine, 
Nor find it there ! Surrounded with alarms, 
Thou hop'tt th' afſiſtance of the Gallic arms; 
The Gallic arms in ſafety ſhall advance, | 


And crowdthy ſtandards with the pow r of France; 


While, to exalt thy doom, th' aſpiring Gaul 

Shares thy deſtruction, and adorns thy fall. 
Unbounded courage and compaſſton join'd, 

Temp'ring cach other in the victor's mind, 


| Alternately proclaim him good and great, 


And make the Hero and the Man complete, 
Long did he ſtrive th' obdurate foe to gain 


By proffer'd grace, but long he ſtrove in vain ; 
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Till, fir'd at length, he thinks it vain to ſpare 
Srretch'd on Bavarian ramparts, breathe their laſt. | His riſing wrath, and gives a looſe to war. 

Put hold, my Muſe, may no complaints appear, In vengeance rous'd, the ſoldier fills his hand 


With {word and fire, and ravages the land 


While Marlb'rough lives, Britannia's ſtars diſpenſe i A thouſand villages to athcs turns, 


A friendly light, and ſhine in innocence: 
Plunging through ſeas of blood his ficry ſteed 
Where'er his friends retire, or foes ſucceed ; 
Thoſe he ſupports, theſe drives to fudden flight, 
And turns the various fortune of the tight. 
Forbear, great man, renown'd in arms, forbear 
To brave the thickeſt terrors of the War; 
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in crowds of focs, 
Britannia's ſafety, and the world's repole ; 
Let nations anxious for thy life abate 
This {corn of danger, and contempt of fate: 
Thou iv not for thyſelf; thy Queen demands 
Conqueſt and peace from thy victorious hands 
Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join, 
And Europe's deſtiny depends on thine. 
At length the long-diſputed paſs they gain, 
By crowded armics fortified in vain ; 
The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians vield, 
And ſee their camp with Britith legions fill'd. 
50 Belgian mounds bear on their thatter'd fides 
The fea's whole weight, increas'd with ſwelling 
101: the ruſhing wave a paſſage finds, [ tides; 
Laray'd by wat'ry moons, and warring winds, 
[ he trembling peaſant ſees his country round 
Corerd with tempeſts, and in occans drown'd. 
The few lurviving foes diſpers'd in flight | 
(Refuſe of fwords and gleanings of a tight) 
[1 ev ry ruſtling wind the victor hear, 
nd Marlborough's form in ev 'ry ſhadow fear, 
Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace 
Befriends the rout, and covers their diſgrace. 
15 „ Donavert, with unreſiſted force, 
Th. er e any bends its courſe, 
je mh of meow, andthe pride of Guts 
(The Dan araria's ſummer yields 
The food af 4 great increaſe) Britannia tharcs 
Wik ma as — lupport of wars : 
rr y of death, deſtructive balls, 
denon doom d to batter Landau's walls, 


! 
| 
| 
{ 
i 
1 


| 
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In crackling flames a thouſand harveſts burns. 
; To the thick woods the woolly flocks reticat, 
And mix'd with bcllowing herds confus'dly bleat; 
Ther trembling lords the common ſhade partake, 
And crics of infants ſound in cv'ry brake: 
The liſt'ning ſoldier tix'd in ſorrow ſtands, 


Loth to obey his leader's juſt commands; 


| The leader grieves, by gen'rous pity ſway'd, 
To fee his juſt commands fo well o 


cy'd, 
But now the trumpet, terrible from far, 


| In thriller clangours animates the war; 


Confed'rate drums in fuller concert beat, 
And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat : 
Gallia's proud ſtandards, to Bavaria's join'd, 
Unfurl their gilded lilies in the wind; | 
The daring prince his blaſted hopes renews, 
And, while the thick embattled 


His heart dilates, and glorics in his ſtrength. 
The fatal day its mighty courſe began, 


That the griev d world had long deſir'd in vain; 


States that their new captivity bemoan'd, 
Armies of martyrs that in exile groan'd, 


Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard, 


And pray'rs in bitterneſs of ſoul preferr'd, 
Europe's loud crics, that Providence aſſail'd, 


| And Anna's ardent vows, at length prevail'd ; 
The day was come when Heaven defign'd tothew 


His care and conduct of the world below.“ 
Behold in awful march and dread array 


The long extended ſquadrons thape their way! 


Death, in approaching terrible, imparts 
An anxious horror to the braveſt hearts; 


Let do their beating breaſts demand the ſtrife, 


And thirit of glory quells the love of life. 
No vulgar fears can Britiſh minds controul ; 
Heat of revenge and noble pride of foul 
O'erlook the toc, advantag'd by his poſt, 
Leſſen ls numbers, and contract his hoſt; 
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oſt he views 
Stretch'd out in deep arrav, and dreadful length 
1 ; Elly 
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| Beholds the various havoc of the fight; 
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Though fens and floods poſſeſs the middle ſpace, 
That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to pals ; 
Nor fens nor floods can ſtop Britannia's bands, 
When herproud foerang'd on their borders ſtands. 
But oh, my Muſe, what numbers wilt thou find 
To ſing the furious troops in battle join'd ! 
Methinks I hear the drum's tumultuous ſound. 
The victors ſhouts and dying groans confound, 
The dreadful burſt of cannon rend the ſkics, 
And all the thunder of the battle riſe. Lprov'd, 
*T was then great Marlborough's mighty foul was 
That, in che ſtock of charging hoſts unmov'd, 
Amidit confuſion, horror, and deſpair, | 
Examia'd all the dreadful ſcenes of war : 
In peaceful thought the field of death furvey'd, 
To fainting ſquadrons ſent the timely aid, 
Inſpir'd repuls'd battalions to engage, 
And taught the doubtful battle where to rage. 
do when an angel by divine command 
With riſing tempeſts ſhakes a guilty land, 
Such as of late oer pale Britannia paſs'd, 
Calm and ſerene he drives the furious blaſt ; 
And, plcas'd th' Almighty's orders to perform, 
Rides in the whirlwind, and dircéts the ſtorm. 
But ſee the haughty houſehold-troops advance! 


The dread of Europe, and the pride of France. 


The war's whole art each private ſoldier knows, 
And with a general's love of conqueſt glows ; 
Proudly he marches on, and void of fear 
Laughs at the ſhaking of the Britiſh {pear ; 
Vain infolence ! with native freedom brave, 
The mcaneſt Briton ſcorns the higheſt ſlave ;' 
Contempt and fury fire their foals by turns, 
Each nation's glory in each warrior burns 
Each fights, as in his arm th' important day 
And all the fate of his great monarch lay: 

A thouſand glorious actiòns, that might claim 
Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame, 
Confus'd in crowds of glorious actions lie, 


And troops of heroes undiſtinguiſh'd dic, 


O Dormer, how can I bchold thy fate, 
And not the wonders of thy youth relate ! 
How can ] ſee the gay, the brave, the young, 


Fall in the cloud of war, and lie unſung ! 
In joys of conqueſt he refigns his breath, 


And, fill'd with England's glory, {miles in death. 
The rout begins, the Gallic ſquadrons run, 


Compell'd in crowds to mcet the fate they ſhun; 


Tliouſands of fiery fteeds with wounds transſix'd, 


Or where the Seine her flow'ry fields divides, 
Or wherethe Loire thro' winding vincyards glides, 


Tn ncaps the rolling billows {weep away, 
And into Scythian ſeas their bloated corps convey. 
From Blenheim's tow'rs the Gaul, with wild 
[ alkright, 
His waving banners, that {o oft had ſtood 


. Planted in fields of death and ſtreams of blood, 


So wont the guerded enemy ta reach, 
Ard riſe triumphant in the fatal breach, 
Or pierce the broken foe's remoteſt lines, 
The hardy vetcran with tears reſigus. 
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| Chok'd in his blood, and 


Book Il, 


Unfortunate Tallard ! Oh, who « 
The pangs of rage, of ſorrow, and 4 
That with mix'd tumult in thy boſom ſwell'q 
When firſt thou ſaw'ſt thy braveſt troops 
| pell'd, age 
Thine only ſon pierc'd with 


a deadly wound, 


gaſping on th 
Thyſelf in bondage by the Led "Hop wund 


The chief, the father; and the captiv 

* . . i . prive we d. 
An Englith Muſe is touch'd with 8 woe 
And in th' unhappy man forgets the fc; 


| Greatly diftre(s'd ! thy loud complaints forbear, 


Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war: 
Give thy brave foes their due, nor bluſh to own 
The fatal field by ſuch great leaders won, 
The field whence fam'd Eugenio bore away 
Only the ſecond honours of the day. : 
With floods of gore that from the vanquiſh'd fl 
The marſhes ſtagnate, and the rivers hell. 
Mountains of ſlain lic heap'd upon the ground, 
Or midſt the roarings of the Danube drown'd; 
Whole captive hoſts the conqueror detains 
In painful bondage, and inglorious chains; 
Ev n thoſc who ſcape the fetters and the ſword, 
Nor ſeck the fortunes of a happier lord, 
Their raging King diſhonours, to complete 
Marlborough's great work, and finiſh the defeat, 
From Memminghen's high domes, and Ave. 
ſburg's walls, y 
The diſtant battle drives tli' inſulting Gauls 
Freed by the terror of the victor's name, 
The reſcued ftares his great protection claim; 


| Whilſt Ulme th' approach of her deliverer waits; 


And longs to open her obſequious gates, 

The hero's breaſt ſtill ſwells with great deſigns, 
In ev'ry thought the tow ring genius ſhines: 
If to the foe his dreadful couric he bends, 
O'er rhe wide continent his march extends; 
If fieges in his labouring thoughts are form d, 
Camps are aſſaulted, and an army ſtorm d; * 
If to the fight his active ſoul is bent, 

The fate of Europe turns on its event. 


| What diſtant land, what region, can afford 


An action worthy his victorious {word * 

Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat, 

To make the ſeries of his toils complete ? 
Whercthe ſwoln Rhine ruthing with all its force 


Divides the hoſtile nations in its courle, 


While each contracts its bounds, or wider grows, 
Enlarg'd or ſtraiten'd as the river flows, 

On Gallia's fide a mighty bulwark ftands, 
That all the wide-extended plain commands; 
Twice, ſince the war was kindicd, has !t ried 
The victor's rage, and twice has chang dit, kde; 
As oft whole armies, with the prize oer 0, 
Have the long ſummer on its walls em loy d. 
Hither our mighty chief his arms dirccts, 


Hence future triumphs from the war expects; 


And though the dog-ſtar had its courſe begun, 

Carries his arms ſtill nearer to the fun: 

Fix'd on the glorious action, he forgets 

The change of ſeaſons, and increaſe of heats ; 

No toils are painful that can danger thew, 

No climes unlovely that contain a for. 2 
The'roving Gaul, to his own bounds reſtrain d, 

Learns to encanp within his native lud; I 
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the victorious hoſt he ſpies, : 
hill, from —_ to ſtream he flies: 
TR in hi rt remain 
re impreſſions in his hea 1 : 
* ſ word, and Hochſtet's fatal plain: 

1 = . : , 
jn vain Britannia 5 mighty chief beſets 
Their ſhady coverts, and obſcure retreats 3 
They fly the conquerors approaching fame, 

That bears the force of armies in his name. 

Auſtria's young monarch, whoſe imperial ſway 
Sceptres and thrones are deſtin'd to obey, 

Whoſe boaſted anceſtry ſo high extends 

That in the Pagan gods his lineage ends, 

Comes from afar, in gratitude to own 

The great ſupporter of his father's throne : 

What tides of glory to his boſom ran, 

Claſp'd in th embraces of the godlike man ! f 
How were his eyes with pleaſing wonder fix d 
To ſee ſuch fire with ſo much ſweetneſs mix'd, 
Such eaſy greatneſs, ſuch a graceful port, 

50 turn'd and finith'd for the camp or court! 

Achilles thus was form'd with ev ry grace, 
And Nireus ſhone but in the ſecond place; 

Thus the great father of almighty Rome 
(Dirinely fluſh'd with an immortal bloom 

That Cytherea's fragrant breath beſtow'd) 

In all the charms of his bright mother glow'd. 

The __ Pn by Marlborough's preſence 

charm'd, | 
Taught by his counſels, by his actions warm'd, 
On Landau with redoubled fury falls, 
Diſcharges all his thunder on its walls 
Oer mines and caves of death provokes the fight, 
And learns to conquer in the hero's fight. 

The Britiſh chief, for mighty toils renown'd, 
Increas'd im titles and with conqueſts crown'd, 
To Belgian coaſts his tedious march renews, 

And the long windings of the Rhine purſues, 
Clearing its borders from uſurping foes, 

And bleft by refeued nations as he goes. 

Treves fears no more, freed from its dire alarms; 
And Tracrbach feels the terror of his arms: 
vated on rocks her proud foundations ſhake, 
While Marlborough preſſes to the bold attack. 
Plants all his batt"ries, bids his cannon roar, 

and fiews how Landau might have fallen before. 
Sird at his near * , great Louis fears 
Vengeance relerv'd for his declining years, 
Forgets bis thirſt of univerſal ſway, 

And ſcarce can teach his ſubjects to obey ; 

Its arms he finds on vain attempts employ'd, 
Ih ambitious projects for his race deftroy'd, 

The works of ages ſunk in one campaign, 

Aud lives of millions facrific'd in vain. 

155 are th; effects of Anna's royal cares: 

| : fr, ks, great in foreign wars, 

"85 thro” nations, whereſoe'er disjoin'd 

Vitho . J » 
ry ut the wonted aid of ſea and wind, 
| 8 r th unfetter'd Iſter's ſtates are free, 

ON taſte the ſweets of Engliſh liberty: 

"ety " tell the Joys of thoſe that lie 
ach the conſtant influence of her eye! 

V Uilſt in dt fy " ſh by — | 

"a dear 6 thraxbndlln her bountics fall 

= 14. 5 1ndulgence, and deſcend on all, 
Make ey PPS, fuccour the diſtreſt, 

er hy lubject glad, and a whole people bleſt. 


But, ſoon as | 
From hill to 


| The buſineſs he was made to do; 
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Thus would T fain Britannia's wars rehearſe, 
In the ſmooth records of a faithful verſe ; 
That, if ſuch numbers can o'er time prevail, 
May tell poſterity the wondrous tale. 
When actions, unadorn'd, are faint and weak, 
Cities and countries mult be taught to ſpeak ; 
Gods may deſcend in fictions from the ſkies, 
And rivers from their oozy beds ariſe 
Fiction may deck the truth with ſpurious rays, - 
And round the hero caſt a borrow'd blaze. 
Marlborough's exploits appear divinely bright, 
And proudly thine in their own native light ; 
Rais'd of themſelves, their genuine charms they 
boaſt ; 
And thoſe who paint them trueſt, praiſe them maſt. 


$ 35. An Allegory on Man. PARNELI. 

A THOUGHTF UL being, long and ſpare, 
** Our race of mortals call him Care 
(Were Homer living, well he knew | 
What name the gods have call'd him too); 
With fine mechanic genius wrought, 
And lov'd to work, though no one bought, 
This being, by a model bred 
In Jove's eternal ſable head, 
Contriv'd a thape empower'd to breathe, 
And be the worldling here beneath, 

The man roſe ſtaring, like a ſtake, 
Wond'ring to ſce himſelf awake! 
Then look'd fo wiſe, before he knew 


That, pleas'd to ſee with what a grace 
He gravely ſacw'd his forward face, 
Jove talk'd of brecding him on high, 
An under-ſomething of the ſky. 
Bur ere he gave the mighty nod, 
Which ever binds a pet's god 
(For which his curls ambroſial ſhake, 
And mother Earth's oblig'd to quake), 
He ſaw old mother Earth ariſe ; 
She ſtood confeſs'd before his eyes; 
But not with what we read ſhe wore, 
A caſtle for a crown before, 
| Nor with long ſtreets and longer roads 
Dangling behind her, like commodes : 
As yet with wreaths alone ſhe dreſs'd, 
And trail'd a landſcape-painted veſt. 
| Then thrice ſhe rais'd, as Ovid ſaid, 
And thrice ſhe bow'd, ber weighty head. 
Her honours made Great Jove, ſhe cried, 
This thing was faſhion'd from my fide : 
His hands, his heart, his head, are mine; 
| Then what haſt thou to call him thine ? 
Nay, rather aſk, the Monarch ſaid, 
What boots his hand, his heart, his head, 
Were what I gave remov'd away ? 
| Thy part's an idle ſhape of clay. 


Your pleas would make your titles fair; 

You claim the body, you the ſoul, 

But I, who join'd them, claim the whole, 
Thus with the gods debate began, 

| On ſuch a trivial cauſe as man. 

And can celeſtial tempers rage ? 


Quoth Virgil, in a later age, 


Halves, more than halves! cried honeſt Care, 
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314 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


As thus they wrangled, Time came by 
("There 's none that paint him ſuch as 1; 
For what the fabling ancicnts ſung 


Makes Saturn old when "Time was young); 


As vet his winters had not ſhed 
Their ſilver honours on his head; 

He juſt had got his pinions free 

From his old ſire, Eternity. 

A ſerpent girdled round he wore, 
The tail within the mouth, before; 
By which our almanacs are clear 
That learned Egypt meant the year, 
A ſtaff he carried, where on high 

A glaſs was fix'd to meaſure by, 

As amber boxes made a ſhow 

For heads of canes an age ago. 

His veſt, for day and night, was pied; 
A bending fickle arm'd his fide; | 
And Spring's new months his train adorn : 
The other Seaſons were unborn. 

Known by the gods, as ncar he draws, 
They make him umpire of the cauſe, _ 
O'er a low trunk his arm he laid, 
\Where ſince his hours a dial made; 
Then, leaning, heard the nice debate, 
And thus pronounc'd the words of Fate: 

Since body from the parent Earth, 
And foul from Jove receiv'd a birth, 
Return they where they firſt began; 
Bur, ſince their union makes the man, 
Jill Jove and Earth thall part theſe two, 
Jo Care, who join'd them, man is due. 

He faid, and ſprung with ſwift career 
To trace a circle for the car; 
Where cver ſince the Seaſons wheel, 
And rread on one another's heel. 

Tis well, faid Jove; and, for confent, 
Thund'ring, he ſhook the firmament. 
Our umpire Time ſhall have his way; 

With Care I let the creature ſtay : 
Jet bufincſs vex him, av'rice blind, 
Let doubt and knowledge rack his mind, 
Let error act, opinion ſpeak, 


And want affliét, and fickncts break, 


And anger burn, dejection chill, 

And joy diſtract, and forrow kill; 

Till, arm'd by Care, and taught ro mow, 
Time draws the long defiruciive blow ; 
And waſted man, whoſe quick decay 
Comes hurrving on before his day, 
Shall only find by this decree, 

The foul flies ſooner back to me. 


§ 26. The Book-Worm. PARNELL. 


COME hither, bov, we'll hunt to-day 


Fre Bookworm, rav'ning beaſt of prey, 


Produc by parent Earth, at odds, 


As Fame reports it, with the. gods. 
Him frantic hanger whey drives 
A SY, Wh ee, e Brabus 
Ant 4 thowu land aUUTRAOTS. 14.4 Cy * 


Through all rhe fields of wir he fies; 


Dreadiul his wit with cont ring vycs, 
With horns without, and tulks within, 
And ſeules to tervethün for « lin. 

| r 


| Book II. 
| Obſerve him nearly, leſt ne climb 

To wound the bards of ancient time 
Or down the vale of Fancy go 
To tear ſome modern wretch below 
Or. ev'ry corner fix thine eye, . 
Or ten to one he {lips thee by. 

Sce where his tceth a patlaye cat: 
We'll rouſe him from the deep retreat 
But who the ſhelter 's forc'd to give 3 | 
| Tis facred Virgil, as I live! 

From leaf to leaf, from long to ſong, 
He draws the tadpole form along; 
Ile mounts the gilded edge before; 
He 's up, he ſcuds the cover oer; 

He turns, he doubles, there he paſs d; 
And here we have him, caught at last. 
Infatiate brute, whoſe teeth alli. 

The ſweeteſt ſervants of the Mulc, 

(Nay, never offer to deny, 

T took thee in the fact to fly). 

His roſes nipt in ev'ry page, 

My poor Anacreon mourns thy rage; 

| By thee my Ovid wounded lies ; 

By thee my Lethia's {parrow dies; 

Thy rabid teeth have half deftroy'd 

The work of love in Biddy Floyd ; 

They rent Belinda's locks awey, 

And ſpoil'd the Blouzelind of Gay, 

For all, for cv'rv ſingle decd, 

Relentlcfs Juſtice bids thee bleed, 

Then fall a victim to the Nine, 

Myſelt the prictt, my deſk the thrine, 

Bring Homer, Virgil, Taſſo ncar, 

To pile a ſacred altar here. 

Hold, bov, thy hand outruns thy wit, 

You reach'd the plays that Dennis writ ; 

You reach'd me Philips” ruttic firain ; 

Pray take your mortal Bards again, 

Come, bind the victuim—there be lies, 

And here between his num rous eves 

This vencrable duſt ] lay, 

From manufcripts juſt ſwept away. 

The goblet in my hand I take 

(For the libation 's yet to make) 

| A health to pocts ! all their days 

Mavy they have bread, as well as praiſe ; 

Senſe may they ſeck, and leſs engage 

In papers fill'd with party rage. 

Bur, if their riches ſpoil their vein, 

Ye Mules, make them poor again, 
Now bring the weapon, yonder blade, 

With which my tunetul pens are made. 

I ſtrike the ſcales that arm-thee round, 

And twice and thrice I print the wound , 

The faercd altar floats with red, 

And now he dies, and now he 's dead. 

How like the fon of Jove I ſtand, 

This Hydra ftretch'd bencath my hand! 

Lay bare the monſter's entrails here, 

; To fee what dangers threat the car: 
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Book II. 
before I cloſe the ſcene, 
altar ſhould be clean, 

Oh had I Shadwell's ſecond bays, 


But hold 
The ſacred 


pert and humble lays ! 

(Ye pair, forgive me, when 1 vow 

| never miſs'd your works till now) 

14 tear the leaves to wipe the ſhrine 

{That only way you pleaſe the Nine); 

But fince j chance to want theſe two, 

Il make the ſongs of Durfey do. 
Rent from the corps, on yonder pin 

Lhans the ſcales that brac'd it in; 

hang my ſtudious morning gon, 

And write my own infcription down: 
This trophy from the Python won, 

4 This robe in which the deed was done, 

« Theſe, Parnell, glorying in the feat, 

Hung on theſe ſhel ves, the Muſes {cat. 

Here ignorance and hunger found 

Large realms of wit to ravagec round 7 

« Here ignorance and hunger fell; 

« Two focs in one I ſent to hell. 

„ye pocts, who my labours ſce, 

„Come there the triumph all with me! 

Ve critics! born to vex the Muſe, 

« To mourn the grand ally you lole.” 


Or, Tate, thy 


— 


37. An Imitation of ſome French Verſes. 
PARN ELL, 


RELENTLESS Time! deſtroying pow'r, 
Whom ſtone and brafs obey, | 
Who giv'ſt to ev/ry flying hour 
Jo work ſome new decay; 
Unheard, unheeded, and unſcen, 
Thv fecret ſaps prevail, 
tuin man, a nice machine, 
By nature form'd to fail, 
My change arrives; the change I mect, 
Before 1 thought it nigh. | 
Aly ſpring, my years of plcaſure, fleet, 
And all their beauties die. | 
I» 3zc 1 ſearch, and only find 
I poor unfruitful gain— 
Grave wiſdom ſtalking flow behind, 
Oppreſs d with loads of pain. 
ig norance could once beguile, 
And fancied joys inſpire ; 
y errors cheriſh'd' Hope to ſmile 
On newly-born dehre. | 
bn nom experience ſhews the bliſs, 
For which 1 fondly lought, 
worth the long impatient with 
Aud ardour of the thought. 
I yourh met fortune fair array d; 
hal pp he hone 
St perhaps have well eſſay'd 
Lo make her gifts my own; 


8 
\ * 
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is agg all ü gies Elegy is imitated in this little Piece, from whence his tranſition to Mr. 
; J uttull) contrived, aud be ſpeaks a degree of judgment much beyond Mr, Weſt's years. 
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DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, Ke. 
| But when I ſaw the bleſſings ſhow'r 
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- On ſome unworthy mind, 
I left the chace, and own'd the Pow'r 
Was juſtly painted blind. 


I paſs'd the glories which adorn 

The ſplendid courts of kings; 
And, while the perſons mov'd my ſcorn, 
I roſe to ſcorn the things, 


My manhood felt a vig'rous fire, 
By love increas'd the more ; 
But ycars with coming years conſpire 
To break the chains I wore, 


In weakneſs ſafe, the ſex I fee 
With idle luſtre ſhine ; 

For what are all their joys to me, 
Which cannot now be mine ! 


But hold —I feel my gout decreaſe, 

My troubles laid to reſt; _ 

And truths which would difturb my peace 
Are painful truths at beſt. | 


Vainly the time J have to roll 
In fad reflection flies! 
Ye fondling paſſions of mv ſoul ! 
Ye ſweet deceits! ariſe. 
T wiſely change the ſcene within 
To things that us'd to pleaſe ; 
In pain, philoſophy is ſpleen; 
In health, tis only eaſe. 


th —__— 


8 38. Ad Amicos, R. WEST, 
YES, happy youths, on Camus? ſedgy fide, 
You feel each joy that friendſhip ean divide 
Each realm of ſcience and of art explore, 
And with the ancient blend the modern lore, 
Studious alone to learn whate'er may tend 
To raiſe the genius, or the heart to mend; 


| Now pleas'd along the cloiſter'd walk you rove, 


And trace the verdant mazes of the grove, 
Where ſocial oft, and oft alone, ye chooſe 


To catch the zephyr, and to court the Muſe. 


Meantime at me (while all devoid of art 
Theſe lines give back the image of my heart) 
At me the pow'r, that comes or ſoon or late, 
Or aims, or ſeems to aim, the dart of fate; 
From you remote, methinks, alone I ftand, 
Like ſome ſad exile in a deſart land-: | 
Around no friends thcir lenient care to join, 
In mutual warmth, and mix their heart wit]; 
mine. | | | 
Or real pains, or thoſe which fancy raiſe, 
For ever blot the ſunthine of my days; 


| To ſickneſs ill, and ſtill to grief a prey, 


Health turns from me her roty. face away. 


: bloom, | 
Devotes my head untimely to the tomb? 


| Did c'er this hand againtt a brother's life 


Drug the dire bowl, or point the murd'rous knife? 


Juſt Heaven ! what fin, ere life begins to 
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And fair-fac'd youth is ever on the wing ; 


= And finks, untimely, in the whelming ride, 


For thoſe, the wretches I dcipiſe or hate, 


To them may theſe fond lines my name endcar 
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Did cer this tongue the ſlanderer's tale proclaim, 

Or madly violate my Maker's name? 

Did c'er this heart betray a friend or foe, 

Or know a thought but all the world might know? 

As yet, juſt ſtarted from the liſts of time, 

My growing years have ſcarcely told their prime; 

Uleleſs, as yet, through life I've idly run, 

No pleaſures taſted, and few duties done. 

Ah who, ere autumn's mellowing ſuns appear, 

Would piuck the promiſe of the vernal year ; 

Or, ere the grapes their purple hue betray, 

Fear the crude cluſter from the mourning ſpray ? 

Stern pow'r of Fate, whoſe cbon ſceptre rules 

The Stygian defarts and Cimmerian pools, 

Forbear, nor raſhly ſmite my youthful heart, 

A victim yet unworthy of thy dart; 

Ah, ſtay till age fhall blaſt my withering face, 

Shake in my head, and falter in my pace 

Then aim the ſhaft, then meditate the blow, 

And to the dead my willing ſhade ſha!l go. 
How weak is Man to Reaton's judging cye ! 

Born in this moment, in the next we die; 

Part mortal clay, and part cthercal fire, 

Too proud to creep, too humble to aſpire. 

In vain our plans of happineſs we raiſc, 

Pain is our lot, and paticnce is our praiſe ; 

Wealth, lineage, honours, conqueſt, or a throne, 

Are what the wile would fear to call their own, 

Health is at beſt a vain precarious thing, | 


* — 


Tie like the ſtream beſide whoſe wat'ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his low'ry head; 
Nurs'd by the wave the ſpreading branches riſe, 
Shade all the ground, and flourith to the ſkies; 
The waves the while beneath in ſccret flow, 
And undermine the hollow bank below : 

Wide and more wide the waters urge their way, 
Bare all the roots, and on their fibres prey. 

Too late the plant bewails his foolith pride, 


But why repine? Does life deſerve my figh ? 
Few wilt lament my loſs whene'er ] die. 


J neither envy nor regard their fate. 

For me, whene'cr all-conq'ring Death ſhall {pread 
His wings around my unrepining head, 

3 care not, tho' this face be feen no more, 

J he world will paſs as cheerful as before; 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Lovely, laſting peace, appcar ; 


Book I 
Heavenly born, and bred on high 
To crown the fav'rites of the ſł f 
With more of happineſs below 
Than victors in a triumph know! 
Whither, oh whither art thou fled 
To lay thy meck contented head : ; 
What happy region doſt thou pleaſe 
To make the ſeat of calms and caſe 3 

Ambition ſearches all its ſphere 
Of pomp and ſtate, to meet thee there: 
Increaſing avarice would find 
Thy preſence in its gold enſhrin'd: 
The bold advent'rer ploughs his way 
Through rocks, amidſt the foaming ſea, 
To gain thy love; and then perceives 
Thau wert not in the rocks and wares: 
The filent heart which grief affails, | 
Treads foft and loneſome o'er the vales 
Sces daiſies open, rivers run, ; 
And ſeeks (as J have vainly done) 
Amuting thought ; but Icarns to know 
That Solitude 's the nurſe of woe, 
No real happinets is found | 
In trailing purple o'cr the ground; 
Or in a foul cxaited high, 
To range the circuit of the ſev, 
Converſe with ftars above, and know 
All Nature in its forms bulow ; _ 
The reſt it ſeeks, in ſeeking dics ; 
And doubrs at laſt for knowlcdye riſe, 


This world itſelf, if thou art here, 
Is once again with Eden blcf, 
And man contains it in his breal*, 
"ET was thus, as under ſhade I food, 
I ſung my withes to the wood, 
And, loft in thought, no more perceived 
The branches whiſper as they wav d: 
It feem'd as all the quiet place 
Confeſs'd the preſence of his grace, 
When thus ſhe ſpoke :—Go rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild paſſions all be ftill ; 
Know God, and bring thy heart to knove 
The jovs which from religion flow ; 
Then cv'ry grace ſhall prove its gueſt, 
And I'll be there to crown the xeſt. 
Oh! by yonder molly ſeat, 
In my hours of {weet retreat, 
Might l thus my foul employ, 


Bright as before the. day- ſtar will appear, | 
The fields as verdant, and the Kies as clear; 
Nor ſtornis nor comets will my dom declare, 
Nor ſigus on earth, nor portcnts in the air; 
Unknown and ſilent will depart my breath, 

Nor nature c'er take notice of my death. 

Yer fome there are (ere ſpent my vital days) 
Wrhin whoſe breaſts my tomb I wiſh to rate. 
Lov'q in my life, lamented in my end, | mend: 
Their praiſe would crown me, as their precepts 


Not from the Poet, but the Friend fincerc. 


— 


— 


$ 39. Hymn to Contentment. PARNELL, 


| With ſenſe of gratitude and joy: 
| Rais'd as ancient prophets were, 


In heavenly viſion, praiſe, and pray't; 
Pleaſing all men, hurting none, 
Pleas'd and bleſt with God alone; 
Then while the gardens take my light, 
With all the colours of delight ; 
While River waters glide along, i 
To pleaſe my ear, and court niv 1ongs 
litt my voice and tune my ftring, 
And thee, Great Source of Nature, 11g. 
The ſun that walks his atry way, 
To light the world, and give the day; 
The moon that ſhines with borrow d light; 
The ſtars that gild the gloomy night; 
The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves; 


OVELY, laſting peace of mind! 
+4 Sweet delight of human Kind ! 


5 


" The wood that ſpreads its thady lav 


The 


DIDACTIC, D 


Book II. 


The feld whoſe ears conceal the grain, 


The yellow treaſure of the plain; 
All of theſe, and all I fee, . ; 
Should be ſung; and ſung by me: 


—— rr 


. (oeak their Maker as they can, 
2 and aſk the tongue or man. 
Go ſearch among your idle dreams, 
Your buſy or your vain extremes; 
And find a life of equal bliſs, 
Or own the next begun in this. 


.* — — 


— — 


5 40. An Addreſs to Winter. COWPER, 


inter! ruler of th' inverted year, 

O. ſcatter d hair with flect like aſhes fill'd, 
Thy breath congeal'd upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fring'd with a beard made white with other ſnows 
Than thoſe of age; thy forehead wrapt in clouds; 
A leafleſs branch thy ſceptre ; and thy throne 
A liding car indebted to no wheels, 
But ure d by ſtorms along its ſlipp ry way; 

[ love thee, all unlovely as thou ſeem'it, , _ 
Ard dreaded as thou art. Thou hold'ſt the ſun 
A pris'ner in the yet undawning eaſt, 
Shurt'ning his journey between morn and noon, 
And hurrying him impanent of his ſtay 
Down to the roſy weft, But kindly ſtoll 
Compentating his Iofs with added hours 
Of focial converſe and inſtruttive eaſe, 
And gathcring at ſhort notice in one group 
The family diſpers'd, and fixing thought 
Not Icts ditpers d by daylight and its cares. 
[ crown thee king of intimate delights, 
Tue-ſide enjoyments, home-born happineſs, 
And ail the comforts that the lowly root 
Ot undiſturb'd retirement, and the hours 
Of long uninterrupted evening know. 
No rattling wheels ſtop ſhort before theſe gates; 
No powder d pert proficient in the art 
Or tounding an alarm, aſſaults theſe doors 
111! the ſtrect rings. No ſtationary ſeeds 
Cou gh theirown knell, while heedleſs of the ſound 
The ſilent circle fan themſel ves, and quake; 
But here the needle plies its buſy taſk, 
The pattern grows, the well-depicted flow'r 
Wrought patiently into the ſnowy lawn 
Uufolds ts boſom, buds, and leaves, and ſprigs, 
And curling tendrils, gracefully diſpos d, 
Follow the-nimble tinger of the fair, 
A wreath that cannot fade, of flow'rs that blow 
Vin moſt ſucceſs when all beſides decay. 
The poet's or hiſtorian's page, by on 
Made vocal for tl A ae, 

ace vocal for th' amuſement of the i 
The Iprightly lyre, whoſe treaſure of ſweet ſounds 
L tic _ from many a trembling chord ſhakes 
8 9 
rar the clear vcice ſymphonious, yet diſtinct, 

a 4 0 the charming ſtrife triumphant ſtill, 
8 ac and ſet a keener edge 
Flies ſwiffir. uttry; the threaded ſteel = 

"gy Y, and unfelt the taſk procceds. 

e > me clos'd, the cuſtomary rites 


A Roman meal, 


t the laſt meal commence. 


ESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


Delicious, when her patriots of high note, 
Perhaps by moon-light at their humble doors, 
And under an old oak's domeſtic ſhade, 
Enjoy'd, ſpare feaſt! a radiſh and an egg. 
Diſcourſe enſues, not trivial, yet not dull, 
Nor ſuch as with a frown forbids the play 
Of fancy, or preſcribes the ſound of mirth. 
Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 
Who deem religion phrenzy, and the God 
That made them an intruder on thcir joys, 
Start at his awful name, or deem his praiſe 
A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone 
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Exciting oft our gratitude and Jove, | 


While we retrace with memory's pointing wand, 
That calls the paſt to our exact review, 

The dangers we have ſcap'd, the broken ſnarc, 
The diſappointed foe, deliv'rance found | 
Unlook'd for, life preſerv'd and peace reſtor d, 
Fruirs of omnipotent cternal love. 


Oh evenings worthy of the gods! exclaim'd 
The Sabine bard. Oh evenings ! I reply, 


More to be priz'd and coveted than yours, 
As more illumin'd and with nobler truths, 
That I, and Mine, and thofe we love, enjoy. 


— 


6 41. Liberty renders England preferable ta 
other Nations, notwithflanding Taxes, &c. 
| COWPER. 
A, T2 liberty alone that gives the fow'r 
Of flecting life its luſtre and perfume, 
And we are weeds without it. All conftraint, 
Except what wiſdom lays on evil men, 


| Is evil; hurts the faculties, impedes 
Their progreſs in the road of ſcience; blinds 


The eye-ſight of diſcovery, and begets 
In thoſe that ſuffer it a ſordid mind 
Beſtial, a meagre intellect, unkt 

To be the tenant of man's noble form. 


| Thee therefore fiill, blame-worthy as thou art, 
| With all thy loſs of empire, and though ſqucez d 


Buy public exigence till annual food 

Fails for the craving hunger of the ſtate, 
Thee J account ſtill happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, ſecing thou art free! 
My native nook of earth! thy clime is rude, 
Replete with vapours, and diſpoſes much 
All hearts to ſadneſs, and none more than mine; 
Thine unadult'rate manners are leſs ſoft 
And plaufible than ſocial life requires, 

And thou haſt necd of diſcipline and art 

To give thee what politer France receives 


From Nature's bounty—that humane addreſs 


And ſweetneſs, without which no pleaſure is 
In converſe, either ſtarv'd by cold reſerve, . 


Or fluſh'd with ficrce diſpute, a ſenſeleſs brawl 


Yet, being free, I love thee. For the ſake 

Of that one feature, can be well contcnr, 
Diſgrac'd as thou haſt been, poor as thou art, 
To ſeck no ſublunary reſt beſide, | 

But, once enſlav'd, farcwel! I could endure 
Chains no where patiently; and chains at home, 
Where I am free by birthright, not at all. 
Then what were left of roughnels in the grain 


Such as the miſtr 


<ls of the world once found 


Ot Britiſh natures, wanting its excuſe 
That 
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That it belongs to freemen, would diſguſt 

And ſhock me. I thould then with double pain 
Feel all the rigour of thy tickle clime ; | 
And if I muſt bewail the blefling loſt 

For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys blcd, 
I would at leaſt bewail it under ſkies | 
Milder, among a people leſs auſtere, 

Tn ſcenes which having never known me free, 
Would not reproach me with the loſs I felt. 


* — 
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$ 42. Deſcription of a Poet. Cowrer. 
F KNOW the mind that feels indeed the fre 


The muſe imparts, and can command the lyre, 
Acts with a force, and kindlcs with a zcal, 
Whatc'cr the theme, that others never feel. 

If human woes her ſoft attention claim, 

A tender ſympathy pervades the frame ; 

She pours a ſenſibility divine 

Along the nerve of cry feeling line. 

But if a deed not tamely to be borne 

Fire indignation, and a ſenſe of ſcorn, 

The ſtrings arc {wept with ſuch a pow'r, ſo loud, 

The ſtorm of muſic ſhakes th' aſtonith'd crowd. 

So when remote futurity is brought 

Before the kecn enquiry of her thought, 

A terrible ſagacity informs | 

"The Poet's heart, he looks to diſtant ſtorms, 

He hears the thunder ere the tempeſt low'rs, 

And, arm'd with ftrength ſurpaſſing human 
pow'rs, | 

Seizes events as yet unknown to man, 

And darts his foul into the dawning plan. 

Hence, in a Roman mouth, the graceful name 

Of Prophet and of Poet was the tame ; | 

Hence Britiſh poets too the prieſthood thar'd, 

And ev'ry hallow'd Druid was a bard. 


— — 


F 43. Love Elegies. B 
E 

TIS night, dead night; and v'er the plain 
7 Darkneſs extends her ebon ray, 


While wide along the gloomy ſcene 
Deep filence holds her folemn tway. 


ELEG-Y 


Throughout the earth no cheerful beam 

The meluncholic eye ſurveys, | 

Suave where the worm 's fantattic gleam 
The niglucd traveller betrays. 

The ſxvage race (fo Heaven decrees) 
Do longer through the foreſt rove 

All nature reſts, and not a breeze 

Diſturbs the ſtilneſs of the grove. 
All nature reſts ; in Sleep's ſoft arms 
The village ſwain forgets his care : 
Slcep, that the ſting of Sorrow charms, 
And heals all jadnets but Deſpair, 
Deſpair alone her pow'r denies ; 

And, when the fun withdraws lis rays, 
To the wild beach diftraticd flies, 

Or cheerlets through the dejart ſtrays 


TY) 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| 


| Or, to the church-yard's horrors 


Boox it 
0 led, 
While fearful echoes burſt around 
On ſome cold {tone he leans his head. 

Or throws his body on tlie ground, 


To {ome ſuch drear and ſolemn, ſcene, 
Some friendly pow'r direct mv war 

Where pale misfortune's haggard an 
Sad luxury! delight to ſtray. : 

Wirapp'd in the ſolitary gloom, 
Retir d from life's fantaſtic crew, 

Reſign'd, III wait my final doom, 
And bid the buſy world adieu. 

The world has now no joy for me, 
Nor can life now one pleaſure boat; 

Since all my eyes defir'd to ſee, ; 
My with, my hope, my all, is loſt; 

Since ſhe, fo form'd to pleaſe and bleſs, 
So wife, ſo innocent, fo fair, 

Whoſe converſe ſweet made forrow leſs, 
And brighten'd all the gloom of care 


4 
Since the is loft, Ye pow'rs divine, 


What have I done, or thought, or ſaid ? 


O fav, what horrid act of mine 


Has drawn this vengeance on mv head! 
Why ſhould Heaven favour Lycon's - lain > 
Why are my heart's beſt withes cru 

What fairer deeds adorn his name? 
What nobler merit can he boaſt ? 
What higher worth in him was found 

My truc heart's ſervice to outwciyh ? 
A ſenſcleſs fop! a dull compound 

Of ſcarcely animated clay! _ 
He dreſs'd, indeed, he danc'd with eaſ; 

And charm'd her by repcating o'er 
Unmcaning raptures in her prac, 

That tuemy fools had told before: 
Bur I, alas! who thought all art 

My pallion's force would mcanly prove, 


Could only boaſt an honeſt heart, 


And claim'd no merit but my love. 
Have I not fat—ve conſcious hours 
Be witneſs—while my Stell fung 


From morn to eve, with all my pow rs 


Rapr in th' enchantment of her tongue | 


Ye conſcious hours that ſaw me and 
Entranc'd in wonder and ſurprite, 

In flent rapture prets her hand, 
With pation buriting from my eyes 

Have I not loved: O earth and heaven! 
Where now is all my vouthful boatt 3 


The dear exchange 1 hop'd was given, 


For ilighted fame and fortune loft? 
Where now the joys that once were mine? 
Where al} my hopes of future blits ? 

Muſt I thoſe joys, thofe hopes, rehgn ? 

Is all her friendſlzip come to this ? 
Mutt then each woman faithlcts prove, 
And cach fond lover be undone ? 
re Yuws no more? Almighty Love, 
The fd remembrance let mu mus 


\ 
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be: wy honeſt heart 
The dear ſad image ſtill retains 3 
And, ſpite of reaſon, ſpite of art, 
The dreadful memory remains. | 
Ye Pow'rs divine, whoſe wondrous {kill 
Deep in the womb of time can ſee, 
Behold, I bend me to your will, 
Nor dare arraign your high decree. 
ler her be bleſt with health, with caſe, 
With all your bounty has in ſtore ; 
Let forrow cloud my future days: 
Be Stella bleſt; 1 aſx no more. 
But, lo! where high in yonder caſt 
The ſtar of morning mounts apace ! 
Hence | Jet me fly th unwelcome gueſt, 
And bid the Muſe's labour create, 
ELEGY. II. 
WHEN, young, life's journey I began, 
The glittering proſpect charm'd my eyes, 
I fav along th extended plan | 
Joy after joy exceſſive riſe; 
And Fame her golden trumpet blew ; 


It will not 


And Power diſplay'd her gorgeous charms 


And Wealth engag'd my wandering view; 
And Plcature woo'd me to her arms; 
To each by turns my vows I paid, 
As Folly led me ro admire ; 
While Fancy magnified each thade, 
And Hope increas'd each fond deſire. 
Bur ſoon I found 'twas all a dream; 
And learn'd the fond purſuit to thun, 
Where few can reach their purpos'd aim, 
And thouſands daily are undone : 
And Fame, I found, was empty air; 
And Wealth had Terror for her gueſt; 
And Picaſurc's path was ftrewn with Care; 
And Pow 'r was vanity at beſt. 
Tir of the chace, I gave it o'er ; 
And, in a far ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
% Contemplation's ſober pow'r 
My vouth's next ſervices I paid. 
Tere Health and Peace adorn'd the ſcene; 
Wi kn ne f enter 
nt ul eve and frolic mien 
Lic Mate would deipn to viſit there. 
1 re would the oft delighted rove 
the flower-enamell'd vale along; 
Ur ander with me through rhe grove, 
Aud linen to the woodlark's long : 
Or wid the foreſt's a ful gloom, © 
: Vail Wild amazement fill'd my tyes, 
Recal put ages from the tomb, 5 
And bid ideal worlds ariſe. 
te 5 in the Muſe's favour bleſt, 
f A 1 tou! could frame, 
A friend nd Th Fog 5 ne ref 
| „ A} 1yrits was lus name. 
Far many conſtancy and truth, 
mee ou of a ſtain, 
ks _ ”_ r of Britain's youth; 
| vonder of the plain, 
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Still with our years our friendſhip grew; 
No cares did then my peace deſtroy ; 
Time brought new bleflings as he flew, 
And ev'ry hour was wing'd with joy. 
But ſoon the bliſsful fcene was loſt, 
Soon did the fad reverſe appear; 
Love came, like an untimely froſt, 
To blaſt the promite of my year. 


I ſaw young Daphuc's angel form 
(Fool that I was! I bleſs'd the ſmart) 
And while I gaz'd, nor thought of hari, 
The dear infection ſeiz'd my heart, 


She was, at leaſt in Damon's eyes, 
Made up of lovelineſs and grace z 

Her heart a ſtranger to diſguilc, 
Her mind as perfect as her face. 

To hear her ſpeak, to ſee her move 
(Unhappy J, alas! the while), 

Her voice was joy, her look was love, 
And Heaven was open'd in her fmile ! 

She heard me breathe my amorous pray rs, 
She liſten'd to the tender ſtrain, 

She heard my fighs, ſhe ſaw my tears, 

And ſeem d at length to ſhare my pain, 


She ſaid the lov'd—and I, poor youth! 
(How foon, alas! can hope perſuade) 

| Thought all the ſaid no more than truth; 

And all my love was well repaid. 


In joys unknown to courts or kings, 
With her I far the live-long day, 
And faid and look'd ſuch tender things 

As none beſide could look or fay ! 


How foon can Fortune ſhift the ſcene, 
And all our carthly bliſs deftroy ! 

Care hovers round, and Grief 's fell train 
Still treads upon the heels of Jov. 

Mr age's hope, my youth's beſt boaſt, 
My toul's chief bleiting and my pride, 

In one fad moment all were loſt, | 
And Daphne chang'd, and Thyrſis died! 

Oh! who, that heard her vows crewhile, 

| Could dream ſthoſe yows were infincere ! 


. 


Or who could tlink, that ſaw her ſmile, 
| That fraud could find admittance there! 
Vet ſhe. was falſe—my boat will break! 

Hier fraud, her perjuries were fuck— 
Some other tongue thin mine mult ſpeaæk — 
I have not power to ſay how much ! 
Ye ſwans, hence warn'd, avoid the bair, 
Oh ſhun her paths, the trait'refs ſhun ! 
| Hor voice is death, her ſimile is fate; 
Who hears or fccs her is undone. 
Ind when Death's hand ſhall cloſe my cye, 
(Por ſoon, I know, the day will come ) 
0 cheer my ſpirit with à ſigh, | 
Aud grave theſe lines upon my tomb: 
| THE EPITAPH. 
! CONGIGN'D to duſt, beneath this ſtone, 
In manhood's prime, is Damon laid 
Joyleſs he liv'd, and died unknown, 
In bleak mis fortune's barren ſhade. 


| 
g 


Lov d 


319 


P—— — 


1  —  — ——— 
— U — 7 . . GE 


. 
| 


| 
| 
| 


320 ELEGANT 
Lov'd by the Muſe, but lov'd in vain, | 
*T 'was beauty drew his ruin on; 


He ſaw young Daphne on the plain; 
He lov'd, bcliev'd, and. was undone ! 


His heart then ſunk beneath the ſtornme 
(Sad meed of unexampled truth!) 

And ſorrow, like an envious worm, 
Devour'd the bloſſom of his youth. 


Beneath this ſtone the youth is laid 
O greet his aſhes with a tear | | 
May Heaven with bleſſings crown his ſhade, 
And grant that peace he wanted here ! 


* — 
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$ 44. An Ehay on Poetry. BUCKINGHAM. 
Or all thoſe arts in which the wile excel, 


Nature's chief maſter-piece 1s writing well : 
No writing lifts exalted man fo high 
As ſacred and ſoul- moving Poeſy: 
No kind of work requires ſo nice a touch; 
And, if well finiſh'd, nothing ſhines ſo much. 
But Heaven forbid we ſhould be ſo profane, 
To grace the vulgar with that noble name. 
Tis not a flaſh of fancy, which ſometimes, 
Dazzling our minds ſets off the ſlighiteſt rhymes ; 
Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done : 
Trae wit is everlaſting, like the fun 


Which, though ſometimes behind a cloud retir'd, 


Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 
Number, and rhyme, and that harmonious ſound, 
Which not the niceſt car with harſhneſs wound, 
Are neceſſary, yet but vulgar arts; 

And all in vain theſe ſuperficial parts 
Contribute to the ſtructure of the whole, 
Without a genius too; for that's the ſoul: 

A ſpirit which inſpires the work throughout, 


As that of nature moves the world about ; 


A flame that glows amidſt conceptions fit; 


Even ſomething of divine, and more than wit; 


Itſelf unſcen, yet all things by it ſhewn, 
Deſcribing all men, but deſcrib'd by none. 
Where doſt thou dwell ? what caverns of the brain 


Can ſuch a vaſt and mighty thing contain? 
hen I, at vacant hours, in vain thy abſence mourn, 
Oh ! where doſt thou retire? and why dott thou 


return, 
Sometimes with pow rful charms to hurry me away, 
From pleaſures of the night and buſineſs of the day: 
Even now, too far tranſported, J am tain 


To check thy courſe, and uſe the needfal rein. 


As all is dulneſs when the fancy's bad; 

do, without judgment, fancy is but mad: 

And judgment has a boundleſs influence 

Not only in the choice of words, or ſenſe, 

But cn the world, on manners, and on men; 

Fancy is but the fearher of the pen; 

Reaſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part, 

Which gains the head, witlet other wins the heart. 
Here I ſhall all the various forts of verſe, 

Ard the whole art of poetry, rehearſe ; 


EXTRACTS, Boo t 


But who that taſk would after Horace do; 
The beſt of maſters and examples too ! 
Echoes at beſt, all we can ſay is vain; 

Dull the deſign, and fruitleſs were the pain ; 
Tis true, the ancients we may rob with eaſe! 
But who with that mean ſhift himſelf can ple; 
Without an actor's pride? A player's art = 
Is above his who writes a borrow'd art, 
Yet modern laws are made for latter faults 
And new abſurdities inſpire new thoughts” 
What need has Satire then to live on theft, 
When ſo much freth occaſion ſtill is left! 
Fertile our ſoil, and full of rankeſt weeds, 
And monſters worſe than ever Nilus breeds, 
But hold—the fool ſhall have no cauſe to fear; 
Tis wit and ſenſe that are the fubjc here: 
Defects of witty men deſerve a cure; 
And thoſe who are ſo will ev'n this endure, 
Firſt thenof ſongs which now ſo much abound; 
Without his ſong no fop is to be found; = 
A moſt offenſive weapon, which he draws 
On all he mects, againſt Apollo's laws, 
Though nothing ſeems more ealy, yet no part 

Ok poetry requires a nicer art; 

For as in rows of richeſt pearl there lies 

Many a blemiſh that eſcapes our eyes, 

The leaſt of which defects is plainly ſhewn 

In one ſmall ring, and brings the value down; 

So ſongs ſhould be to juſt perfection wrought ; 

Let where can one be ſeen without a fault! 

Exact propricty of words and thought; 

Expreſſion eaſy, and the fancy high; 

Let that not ſeem to creep, nor rhis to fly; 

| No words tranſpos'd, but in ſuch order all, 


J 


U 


As wrought with care, yet ſeem by chance to f 


; 4 

Here, as in all things elſe, is moſt unſit, 

Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit; 

Such nauſeous ſongs by a late author + made, 

Call an unwilling cenſure on his ſhade. 
Not that warm thoughts of the tranſporting o/ 

Can ſhock the chaſte, or the niceſt cloy 

But words obſcene, too grols to move deſire, 

Like heaps of fuel only choke the fire. 

On other themes he well deſerves our praile; 

But palls that appetite he meant to raite. 

Next, Elegy, of ſweet but folemn voice, 

And of a ſubſect grave exacts the choice; 

The praiſe of beauty, valour, wit contains; 

And there tov oft deſpairing love complains : 

In vain, alas! for who by wit is mov'd, 

Thar Phenix-ſhe deſerves to be belov'd; 

But noiſy nonſenſe, and fuch fops as vex _ 

Mankind, take moſt with that fantaſtic ſex. 

This to the praiſe of thoſe who better knew; 

The many raiſe the value of the few. 

But here (as all our ſex too oft have tried) 4 

Women have drawn my wand'ring thoughts ahde. 

Their greateſt fault, who in this kind have um, 

Is not defect in words, or want of wit: 

But ſhould this Muſc harmonious numbers yield, 

| And cy'ry couplet be with fancy fill'd; 


— — 
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* The Eſſay on Satire, which was written by this noble author and Mr, Dryden, is printed among 


Poems of the latter. 
+ The Earl of Rochefer,-Tt may be obſerved, 
nobleman were ſpuriyys. | 
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however, that many of the worlt ſongs afcribed to this 
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ce be not made | 

2 and _ _ ——_ laid 
"ry line may higher riſe, i 

Ns ty noten, all they reach the ſkies; 
doch trifles may perhaps of late have paſs'd, 
And may be lik's awhile, but never laſt 5 
Tis epigram, tis point, tis what you will, 
But nat an elegy, nor Wilt with kill, 
No banegyric, nor a + Cooper's Hill. 

4 higher flight, and of a happier force, 
Are Odes; the Muſes moſt unruly horſe, 
That bounds ſo fierce, the rider has no reſt, 


Were foams at mout 


If yet a jaſt 


Between £C:iC 
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The poet here mult r 22 1170 d 

Vith fury too, as well as fa ID 

ark might boaſt to have perform'd this part, 

Had he with nature join'd the rules of art; 

dur ſemetimes diftion mean, or verſe ill-wrought, 

Deadens, or clouds, his noble e ys thought, 

Thouch all appear in heat and fury done, 

The De fil muſt ſoft and caſy run. 

Theſe laws may ſound a little too ſevere ; 

But judgment yiclds, and fancy governs here; 

| Which, though extravagant, this Muſe allows, 

And makes the work much caſier than it ſhews. 
Of all the ways that wiſe men could find 

To mend the age, and mortify mankind, 

Satire well writ has moſt ſucceſsful prov'd, 

And cures, becauſe the remedy 1s lov'd. 

"Tis hard to write on ſuch a ſubject more, 

Without repeating things ſaid oft before: 

Some vulgar errors only we'll remove, 

That ſtain a beauty which we ſo much love. 

Of choſen words ſome take not care enough, 

And think they thould be as the ſubject rough; 

Tius poem muſt be more exactly made, 

And ſharpeſt thoughts in ſmootheſt words con- 

vey'd, . | 

Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 

As if their only buſineſs was to rail! 

Dur human frailty nicely to unfold, 

Diſtinguiſhes a ſatyr from a ſcold, + © 

Rzye you muſt hide, and prejudice lay down 

A latyr's mile is ſharper than his frown : © 

do while you ſeem to flight ſome rival youth, 

Malice itſelf may pals ſometimes for truth. 

The Laurcat! here may juſtly claim our praiſe, 

Crown'd by Mac Flecknoe$ with immortal bays; 

Ter once his Pegaſus |; has borne dead weight, 

Rid by ſome lumpiſh miniſter of ſtate. 
Here reft, my Muſe, f uſpend thy cares awhile; 

> more important taſk attends thy toil. 

ow young eagle, that deſigns to fly 

Rh ear gh the 

rr ro. prize before, 
nat wide lands and ſeas the is to ſoar; 
we own ſtrength ſo far, and juſtly fears 
hat tov bir Bramory geben, oe 
n apes beyond her tears incline, 

A kf. 2 100 ater, views herſelf with care, 

» JULY d, the cleaves the yielding air; 


0 Waller. 
(A porra called the 


T Denham's. h 
Hind and Panther, 
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and moves like one poſſeſs: d. 


So (tho too weak for ſuch a weighty thing) 


| And why ſhould truth oftend, when only told 


And but a body all, without a ſoul. 


Of Dialogue, that great and powerful art, 


+ Mr, Dryden. 


Firſt, on a plot employ thy careful thoughts; 


371 
Away ſhe flies, fo ſtrong, fo high, fo faſt, | 
She leſſens to us, and is loſt at laſt: 


The Mute inſpires a ſharper note to fing. 


To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold! 
On, then, my Muſe ; advent'roufly engage 
To give inſtructions that concern the Stage. 
he unities of action, time, and place, 
Which, if obſerv'd, give plays fo great a grace, 
Are, tho" but little practis d, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the preſent age, 
Lets obvious errors of the Engliſh ſtage. 

Firſt, then, Soliloquies had need be few, 
Extremely ſhort, and ſpoke in paſſion too. 
Our lovers talking to themſelves, for want 
Of others, make the pit their confidant z 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truſt a friend, only to tell it us; 

TH occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, 
As when Bellario confeſſes all J. | 

Figures of ſpeech, which poets think ſo fine 
(Art's needles varniſh to make nature ſhine) 
All are but paint upon a beauteous face, 

And in delcriptions only claim a place: 
But, to make rage declaim, and grief diſcourſe, 
From lovers in deſpair fine things to force, 
Muſt needs ſucceed; for who can chooſe but pity 
A dying hero. miſerably witty ? 
But oh | the Dialogues, where jeſt and mock 
Are held up like a reſt at ſhuttle- cock; 
Or elſe like bells eternally they chime; 
They ſigh in Simile, and dic in Rhyme. 15 
What things are theie who would be poets 
thought, „„ | 95 
By nature not inſpir'd, nor learning taught? 
Some wit they have, and therefore may deſerve 
A better courle than this, by which they ſtarve: 
But to write plays! why, tis a bold pretence 
To judgment, breeding, wit, and eloquence : 
Nay more; for they mult look within, to find 
Thoſe ſecret turns of nature in the mind. 
Without this part, in vain would be the whole, 


All this united yet but makes a part 


Now almoſt loſt, vwhichthe old Greczans knew, 
From whom the Romans fainter copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended fince but by a few. 
Plato and Lucian are the beft remains. 

Of all the wonders which this art contains; 
Vet to ourſelves we juſtice muſt allow, 
Shakefpear and Fletcher are the wonders now. 
Conſider then, and read them o'er and o'er; 
Go ſee them play'd, then read them as befgre; 
For though in many things they grolsly fail, 
Over our paſſions ſtill they to prevail, 

That our own grief by theirs is rock'd aſleep 
The dull are forc'd to feel, the wiſe to weep. 
Their beauties imitate, avoid their faults ; 


LO 8 ; 

F A famous ſatirical Poem of his. 
1 In Philaſter, a play of Beaumont and Fletcher, 
9 N | N Jun 
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Turn it, with time, a thouſand ſev'ral ways; 

This oft, alone, has given ſucceſs to plays. 

Reject that vulgar error (which appears 

So fair) of making perfect characters; 

There 's no ſuch thing in nature, and you'll draw 

A —_— monſter—which the world ne'er 

aw. he 

Some faults muſt be, that his misfortunes drew, 

But ſuch as may deſerve compaſſion too. 

Beſides the main deſign compos'd with art, 

Each moving ſcene muſt be a plot apart; 

Contrive cach little turn, mark ev'ry place, 

As painters firſt chalk out the future face: 

Yet be not fondly your own flave for this, 

But change hereafter what appears amils. 
Think an ſo much where ſhining thoughts to 

| acc, | 

As what T man would ſay in ſuch a caſe : 

Neither in comedy will this ſuffice, 

The player too muſt be before your eyes ; 

And, though tis drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, 

To him you muſt your ſecret meaning ſhew. 
Expoſe no ſingle fop, but lay the load 

More equally, and ſpread the folly broad; 

Mere coxcombs are too obvious; oft we ſee 

A fool derided by as bad as he: 

Hawks fly at nobler game ; in this low way, 


A very owl may prove a bird of prey. 

Small poets thus will one poor fop 3 

But to collect, like bees, from every flow'r, 

Ingredients to compole that precious juice, 
Which ſerves the world for pleaſure and for uſe, 
In ſpite of faction this would favour get; 
But Falſtaff ſtands inimitable yer. 

Another fault which often may befal, | 
Is, when the wit of ſome great poet ſhall _ [ 
So overſtow, that is, be none at all, | 
That ev'n his fools ſpeak ſenſe, as if poſſeſt, 
And each by inſpiration breaks his jeſt. 

If once the juſtneſs of cach part be lofty 
Well may we laugh, but at the poct's colt, 
That filly thing men call ſheer-wit avoid, 
With which our age fo nauſcoufly is cloy'd : 

Humour is all; wit thould be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome proper thought. 

But ſince the poets we of late have known 
Shine in no drels fo much as in their oon, 
'The better by example to convince, 

Caſt but a view on this wrong fide of ſenſe, 
Firſt, a ſoliloquy is calmly made, 
Where ev ry reaſon is exactly weigh'd; 


i 


— 
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Which once perform'd, moſt opportunely comes 


Some hero frighted at the noiſe of drums; 


At which his very rival's heart 


Book ll. 
Who ſtraight appears; but u ho can fate wg. 
Too late, alas ! to hold his haſty bund, And 
That juſt has given himſelf the crucl ſtroke 
| is broke: 
Ons Ne. to his new friend than miſtreſ; 
oft ladly mourns at being left behind: 
Of ſuch a death SF ner, 
To love, 


kind 


h prefers the pleaſing ch 
and living in a lady's —_ 7 


What ſhameful and what monſtrous things are 


theſe ! 
And then they rail at thoſe they cannot pleaſe : 
Conclude us only partial to the dead, : 
And grudge the fign of old Ben Jonſon's head: 
When the intrinſic value of the ſtage : 
Can ſcarce be judg'd but by a following age: 
For dances, flutes, Italian ſongs, and rhyme, 
May keep up ſinking nonſenſe for a time; 
But that mult fail, which now ſo much 0 er- rules 


And ſenſe no longer will ſubmit to fools, 


By painful ſteps at laſt we labour up 
Parnaſſus" hill, on whoſe bright airy top 
The Epic poets ſo divinely ſhew, _ 

And with juſt pride behold the reſt below. 

Heroic poems have a juſt pretence | 

To be the utmoſt ſtretch of human ſenſe; 

A work of ſuch incſtimable worth, 

There are but two the world has yet brought 
forth ! 

Homer and Virgil! with what ſacred awe 

Do thoſe mere ſounds the world's attention dran 

Juſt as a changeling ſeems below the reſt 

Of men, or rather is a two-legg'd beaſt, 

So theſe gigantic ſouls, amaz'd, we find 

As much above the reſt of human kind! 

Nature's whole ſtrength united! endleſs fame, 

And univerſal ſhouts, attend their name 

Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 

For all books elſe appear fo mean, fo poor, 

Verſe will feem proſe ; but ſtill perſiſt to read, 

And Homer will be all the books you need, 

Had Boſſu never writ, the world nad ſtill, _ 

Like Indians, view'd this wondrous piece 6 
{kill ; | 

As ſomething of divine the work admir'd; 

Not hop'd to be inſtructed, but inſpir'd: 

But he, diſcloſing ſacred myſteries, _ 

Has ſhewn where all the mighty magic lies; 

Deſcrib'd the feeds, and in what order son, 

That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown. 


| Sure from ſome angel he the ſecret Knew, 


Who thought this labyrinth has lent the clue, 
But what, alas! avails it poor mankind, 
To ſee this promis'd land, yet ſtay behind! 


a | | . | ; 
For her ſweet ſake, whom at firſt ſight he loves, | The way is ſhewn, but who has {trength to g 


And all in metaphor his paſſion proves: 

But ſome ſad accident, though yet unknown, 
Parting this pair, to leave the ſwain alone; 

He ſtraight grows jealous, tho' we know not Why; 
Then, to oblige his rival, needs will die: 

But firſt he makes a ſpecch, wherein he tells 
The abſent nymph how much his flame excels; 
And yet bequeaths her generouſly now, 

To that lov'd rival whom he does not know | 


'#® The majchleſs charaQter of Shakoſprart, 


| 


; Who can all fciences profoundly know? 


Whoſe fancy flies beyoud weak Reaſon's fight, 
And yet has judgment to direct it right? 
Wholc juſt diſcernment, Virgil-like, is ſuch, 
Never to ſay roo little or too muchꝰ 
Let ſuch a man begin without delay; 

But he muſt do beyond what I can fay ; 
Muſt above Taſſo's lofty flights prevail, 


Succeed where Spenſer and v' Milton f. 
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BOOK I. 
THE ao ry PER 
% propoſed. Addreſs to bis Royal HA. 
my — The origin of hunting. The 
rude and unpoliſbed manner of the fir/t bunters. 
Beafts at firſt hunted fer food and ſacrifice. 
The grant made by God to man of t 2 beaſis, 
Sc. The regular manner of hunting firft 
brought into this land by the Normans. The 


beft hunds and beft horſes bred here. The ad- 
wantage of this exerciſe to us, as iſlanders. 


Addreſs to gentlemen of eftates. Situation of 
the kennel, and its ſeveral courts. The diver- 


on and employment of hounds in the kennel. 
The different ſorts of hounds for each different 
chace. Deſcription of a perfect bound. Of 
fixing and ſorting of hounds; the middle-fized 
baun recommended. Of the large deep-mouth- 
ed hound for hunting the flag and otter. Of 
the lime- bound; their uſe on the borders of | 
England and Scotland. A phyſical account of 
ſeents. Of good and bad jcenting days. A 
ſhort admonition to my brethren of the couples, 
HE Chace I ſing, hounds and their various 
breed, 
And no leſs various uſe. O thou, great Prince! 
Whom Cambria's tow'ring hills proclaim their 
lord, | | 
Deign thou io hear my bold inſtructive ſong, 
While grateful citizens, with pompous ſhow, 
Rear the triumphal arch, rich with th' exploits 
Of thy illuſtrious houſe ; while virgins pave 
Thy way with flow'rs, and as the Royal Youth 
Palting they view, admire, and ſigh in vain; 
While crowded theatres, too fondiy proud 
Of their exotic minſtrels and ſhrill pipes, 
The price of manhood, hail thee with a ſong, 
And airs ſoft-warbling ; my hoarſe- ſounding horn 
Invites thee to the Chace, the ſport of kings; 
Image of war without its guilt. The Muſe 
Aloft on wing ſhall ſoar, conduct with care 
Thy foaming courſer o'er the ſteepy rock, 
Or on the river bank receive thee ſafe, 
Light bounding o'er the wave from ſhore to ſhore. 
Be thou our great protector, gracious. Youth ; 
And if, in future times, ſome envious prince, 
Carelefs of right, and guileful, ſhould invade 
Thy Britain's commerce, or thould ftrive in vain 
To wreſt the valance from thy equal hand, 
ky hunter. train, in cheerful green array'd 
(A band undaunted, and-inur'd to toils) 
Shall compaſs thee around, die at thy feet 
Or hew thy paſlage thro' th' embattled foe, 
And clear thy way to fame : inſpir'd by thee 
The nobler chace of glory ſhall purſue : 
Tiro fire, and ſmoke, and blood, and fieldsofdeath. | 
Nature, in her productions flow, aſpires 
95 m= 1 to reach perfection's height: 
wen Ne works leiſurely, till Time 
f piece, or wife Experience give 
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Of due perfection. 


The proper hniſhing. When Nimrod bold, 


* Gen, chap. ix. ver, 3. 
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That mighty hunter ! firſt made war on beaſts, 
And ſtain d the"woodland green with purple dye, 
New and unpoliſh'd was the huntſman's art; 
No ſtated rule, his wanton will his guide. 

With clubs and ftones, rude implements of war! 
He arm'd his ſavage bands, a multitude 
Untrain'd : of twining oſiers form'd, they pitch 
Their artleſs toils, then range the deſart hills, 
And fcour the plains below : the trembling herd 
Start at th' unuſual found, and clam'rous ſhout 
Unhcard before; ſurpris'd, alas! to find lord, 
Man now their foe, whom erſt they deem'd their 


But mild and gentle, and by whom as yet 


Secure they graz d. Death ſtretehes o'er the plain 
Wide waſting, and grim Slaughter, red with blood; 
Urg'd on by hunger keen, they wound, they kill; 
Their rage licentious knows no bound: at laſt, 
Encumber'd with their ſpoils, joyful they bear 
Upon their ſhoulders broad the bleeding prey. 
Part on their altars ſmokes, a ſacrifice te 
To that all-gracious Pow'r whoſe bounteous hand 
Supports his wide creation; what remains 

On living coals they broil, inelegant 

Of taſte, nor ſkill'd as yet in nicer arts 

Of pamper'd luxury, Devotion pure, 

And ſtrong neceſſity, thus firit began | 
The Chace of beaſts; tho' bloody was the deed, 
Yet without guilt : for the green herb alone 
Unequal to ſuſtain man's lab'ring race, _ 
Now ev'ry moving thing that liv'd on earth 


|| Was granted him for food *, So juſt is Heaven, 
| To give us in proportion to our wants, 


Or chance or induſtry in after times 

Some few improvements made, but ſhort as yet 
In this iſle remote 

Our painted anceſtors were flow. to learn: 

To arms devote, in the politer-arts 

Nor ſkill'd nor ſtudious; till from Neuftria's coaſts 
Victorious William to more decent rules 8 
Subdued our Saxon fathers, taught to ſpeak 


The proper dialect, with horn and voice 


His liſt'ning peers approve with joint acclaim, 
From him ſucceſſive huntſmen learn'd to join 
In bloody ſocial leagues the multitude 
Difpers'd, to ſize, to fort their various tribes z 
To rear, feed, hunt, and diſcipline the pack. 


To cheer the buſy hound, whoſe well-known cry | 


| Hail, happy Britain! highly favour'd iſle, 
And Heaven's peculiar care! to thee 'tis given 


To train the ſprightly ſtecd, more fleet than thoſe 
Begot by winde, or the celeſtial breed H 
That bore the great Pelides thro' the preſs _ 
Of heroes arm'd, and broke their crowded ranks, 
Which proudly neighing, with the ſun begins 
Checrful his courſe, and cre his beams decline, 


Has meaſur'd half thy ſurface unfatigued. 


In thee alone, fair land of Liberty ! 
Is bred the perfect hound, in ſcent and ſpeed 


As yet unrivall'd, while in other climes 


Their virtue fails, a weak degen'ratc race. 

In vam malignant ſteams and winter fogs 

Load the dull air, and hover round our coaſts ;] 
The huntſman, ever gay, robuſt, and bold, 
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Defies the noxious vapour, and conſides 
In this delighttul exerciſe to raiſe 
His drœoping head, and chcer his heart with joy. 
Ye vig'rous youths! by ſmiling Fortune bleſt 
With large demeſnes, hereditary wealth, 
Heap'd copious by your wiſe forefathers care, 
Hear and attend ! while I the means reveal 
T* enjoy thote pleaſures, for the weak too ſtrong, 
Too coſtly for the poor: to rein the ſteed 
Swift ſtretching o'er the plain, to chcer the pack 
Op'ning in concerts of harmonious joy, | 
But breathing death. What tho' the gripe ſevere 
Of brazen-fifted Time, and flow Diſcale 
Creeping thro' ev'ry vein, and nerve unſtrung, 
Afflict my ſhatter'd frame, undaunted ſtill, 
Fix'd as a mountain-aſh, that braves the bolts 
Of angry Jove, tho' blaſted, yet unfallen; 
Still can my foul in Fancy's mirror view 
Deeds glorious once, recal the joyous ſcene 
In all its ſplendours deck'd, o'er the full bowl 
Recount my triumphs paſt, urge others on 
With hand and voice, and point the winding way; 
Pleas'd with that focial ſweet garrulity, 
The poor diſbanded veteran's ſole delight, 
Firſt let the Kennel be the huntſman's care, 
Upon ſome little eminence erett, | 
And froniing to the ruddy dawn; its courts 
On either hand wide op'ning to receive 
Thefun'sall-cheering beams, when mild he ſhines, 
And gilds the mountain tops: for much the 
pack 
(Rous'd from their dark alcoves) delight toftretch, 
And baff in his invigorating ray. | 
Warun'd by the ſtreaming light and merry lark, 
Forth ruſh the jolly clan; with tuneful throats 
They carol loud, and ia grand chorus join'd 
Salute the new-born day: for not alone 
The vegetable world, but men and brutcs 
Own his reviving influence, and jov 
At his approach. Fountain of Light! if chance 
Some envious cloud veil thy refulgent brow, 
In vain the Muſes aid; untouch'd, unſtrang, 
Lies my mute harp, aud thy deſponding bard 
Sits darkly muſing o'cr th' unfiniſh'd lay. 
Let no Corinthian pillars prop the dome; 
A vain expence, on chariroble decds 
Better diſpos d, to clothe the tatter'd wretch 
Who thrinks beneath the blaſt, to feed. the poor 
Pinch'd with afflictive want, For ute, not ſtate, 
Gracctully plain, Jet cach apartment riſe. 
O'cr all let cleanlineſs preſide, no ſcraps 
Beſtrew the pavement, and no half-pick'd bones 
To kindle tierce debate, or to diſguſt 
That nicer ſenſe on which the ſportſman's hope 
And all its future triumph mutt depend. | 
Soon as the growling 2 with eager joy 
Have lapp'd their ſmoking viands, morn or eve, 
From the full ciſtern lead the ductile ſtreams, 
To wath thy court well pav'd, nor ſpare thy pains; 
For much to health will cleanlinets avail. 
Seck'ſt thou for hounds to climb the rocky ſteep, 
Aud bruſh th' entangled covert, whoſe vice ſcent 
O'er greatly fallows and frequented roads 
Can pick the dubious way? Bauith far off 
" Each noiiome ſtench, let no cftenfivre ſmell 
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Invade thy wide incloſure, but admit 
The nitrous air and purifying breeze. 

Water and ſhade no lets demand th care 
In a large ſquare th' adjacent field incloſe; 
There plant in equal ranks the ſpreadin el 
Or fragrant lime; moſt happy thy defign My 
If at the bottom of thy ſpacious court ' 
A large canal, fed by the cryſtal brock, 
From its tranſparent boſom ſhall reflect 
Thy downward ſtructure and inverted grove. 
Here when the ſun's too potent gleams annoy 
The crowded kennel; and the drooping pack 
Reſtleſs and faint, loll their unmoiſten'd . 
And drop their fecble tails; t cooler ſhades 
Lead forth the panting tribe: ſoon ſhalt thou find 
The cordial breeze their fainting hearts revive ; 
Tumultuous ſoon they plunge into the ſtream, 
There lave their reeking ſides; with greedy joy 
Gulp down the flying wave; this way and that 
From ſhore to ſhore they ſwim, while clamourloud 
And wild uproar, torments the troubled flood 
Then on the ſunny bank they roll and ſtreteh 
Their dripping limbs, or elſe in wanton rings 
Courfing around, purfuing aid purſued, 
The merry multitude diſporting play. 

But here with watchful and oblervant eye 
Attend their frolics, which too often end 
In bloody broils and death. High o'er thy head 
Wave thy reſounding whip, and with a voice 
Fierce menacing o'er-rule the ſtern debate, 
| And quench their kindling rage: for oft, in {port 
Begun, combat enfues ; growiing they ſnar!, 
Then, on their haunches rear'd, rampant they ſeize 
Each others throats ; with teeth and claws in gore 
Betinear*d,theywound, thev tear,tillontheground, 
Panting, half dead, the conquer d champion lies; 
Then ſudden all the baſe ignoble crowd, 
Loud-clam'ring, ſeize thehelpleſs, worricd, xretch, 
And, thirſting tor his blood, drag different ways 
His mangled carcaſe on th'enſanguin'd plain. 


O breaſts of pity void ! t' opprets the weak, 


To point your vengeance at the friend!efs head, 
| fad gee, one mutual cry inſult the fallen! 
Emblem too juli of man's degencrate race. 
Others apart, by native inſtinét led, 
Knowing inſtructor ! 'mong the ranxer graſs 
Cull cach ſalubrious plant, with bitter juice 
Concoctive ſtor'd, and potent to allag 
Each vicious ferment. Ehus the hand divine 
Of Providence, bencficent and Kind wes 
To all his creatures, for the brutes preſcribes 
A ready remedy, and is himſclf ; 
Their great Phyſician. Now grown. 
And many a painful chace, the wiſe old | 
Regardleſs of rhe frolic pack, attends 
His maſter's fide, or ſlumbers at his caſe 
Bencath the bending thade; there many 3 ns 
Runs o'er in dreams; now on the doubtful toi 
Puzzlcs perplex'd, or doubles intricate, | = 
Cautious unfolds, then wing'd with all his bes 
Bounds o'er the lawn to ſeize his panting Preſs 
And in imperfect whimp'rings ſpeaks Jus * 
A diffrent hound for ev'ry diffrent chace 
Select with judgment; nor the tim row hare 


ſtiffw irh age, 


und, 
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murd'rous, courſing crew, intent | Awake the mountain Echo in her cell, 
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e Jandpoil. Oblaſt their hopes, juſt Heaven! | And ſhake the foreſts : the bold talbot kind 

And all their painful drudgeries repay Of theſe the prime, as white as Alpine ſnows, 

With diſappointment and ſevere remorſe ; And great their uſe of old. Upon the banks 

But huſband thou thy pleaſures, and give {cope | Of Tweed, flow winding thro' the vale, the ſeat 

To all her ſubtle play. By Nature led, Of war and rapine once, ere Britons knew 

A thouſand ſhifts ſhe tries? r' unravel theſe The ſweets of peace, or Anna's dread commands 

Th induſtrious beagle twiſts his waving tail, Io laſting leagues the haughty rivals aw'd, 

Thro all her labyrinths purſues, and rings Theredwelt a e train'd and ſxilld 

Her doleful knell. Sce there with count'nance | In all the myſteries of theft, the ſpoil 
blithe, | Their only tubſtance, feuds and war their ſports 

Aud with a courtly grin, the fawning hound Not more expert in ev ry fraudful art | 

Salutes thee cow'ring; his wide op'ning noſe Th' arch felon was of old, who by the tail 


Upward he curls, and his large floe-black eyes | Drew back his lowing prize: in vain his wiles, 
Melt in ſoft blandiſhments and humble joy : In vain the ſhelter of the cov'ring rock, 
His gloſſy ſkin, or yellow pied, or blue, In vain the ſooty cloud and ruddy flames 
In lights or ſhades by Nature's pencil drawn, That Iſſued from his mouth: for ſoon he paid 
Reflects the various tints; his cars and legs, His forfeit life; a debt how juſtly due | 
Fleck'd here and there, in gay enamell'd pride | To wrong'd Alcides and avenging Heaven! | | 
Rival the ſpeckled pard; his ruſh-grown tail Veil'd in the ſhades of night they ford the ſtream, | 
Oer his broad back bends in an ample arch: Then prowling far and near, whate'er they ſeize + 
0n thoulders clean upright and firm he ſtands: | Becomes their prey; nor flocks nor herds are ſafe, 
His round cat-foot, ſtraight hams, and wide- ſpread Nor ſtalls protect the ſteer, nor ſtrong-barr'd doors 

thighs, | | Secure the fay'rite horſe. Scon as the morn 
And his low-dropping cheſt, confeſs his ſpeed, | Reveals his wrongs, with ghaſtly viſage wan 
His ſtrength, his wind, or on the ſteepy hill The plunder'd owner ſtands, and from his lips 


Or far-extended plain; in ev'ry part A thouſand thronging curſes burſt their way: 
So well proportion d, that the nicer ſkill He calls his ſtout allies, and in a line 
Of Phidias himſelf can't blame thy choice : His faithful hound he leads, then with a voice 
Of ſuch compoſe thy pack, But here a man | That utters loud his rage, attentive cheers: 
Obſerve, nor the large hound prefer, of ſize Soon the ſagacious brute, his curling tail 
Gigantic; he in the thick-woven covert Flouriſh'd in air, low bending plies around 
Painfully tugs, or in the thorny brake His buly noſe, the ſteaming vapour ſnuffs 
Torn and embarraſs'd bleeds : but if too ſmall, Inquiſitive, nor leaves one turf untried, 
The pigmy brood in ev'ry furrow ſwims ; Till, conſcious of the recent ſtains, his heart 
Moit'd in the clogging clay, panting they lag Beats quick; his ſnuffing noſe, his active tail, 
Behind inglorious ; or elſe ſhiv'ring creep, Atteſt his joy ; then with deep-opening mouth,, 
Benumb d and faint, beneath the ſheltering thorn: | That makes the welkin tremble, he proclaims 
For hounds of middle ſize, active and ſtrong, Th' audacious felon : foot by foot he marks 
Will better anſwer all thy various ends, His winding way, while all the liſt' ning crowd 
And crown thy pleafing labours with ſucceſs. Applaud his reas'nings. Ocer the wat'ry ford, 
As ſome brave captain, curious and exact, | Dry ſandy heaths, and ſtony barren hills, 
By his fix d ſtandard forms in equal ranks [O'er beaten paths with men and beaſts diſtain'd, 
His gay battalion, as one man they move | Unerring he purſues, till at the cot | 
dtp after ſtep, their ſize the ſame, their arms | Arriv'd, and ſeizing by his guilty throat 
Far-gleaming dart the fame united blaze The caitiff vile, redeems the captive prey: 
Reviewing generals his merit own | So exquiſitely delicate his ſenſe ! 
How regular ! how juſt! and all his cares Should ſomemorecuriousſportimanhereenquire 
Are well repaid if mighty George approve ; Whence this ſagacity, this wondrous pow'r 
50 model thou thy pack, if honour touch Of tracing ſtep by ſtep or man or brute? 
ay gen'rous foul, and the world's juſt applauſe. | What guide inviſible points out their way | 
Buz above all take heed, nor mix thy hounds O'er the dank marſh, bleak hill, and ſandy plain? 


— diff rent kinds; diſcordant ſounds ſhall grate | The courtcous Muſe ſhall the dark cauſe reyeal, 
cars offended, and a lagging line || The blood that from the heart inceſſant rolls 


rw. curs diſgrace thy broken pack. In many a crimſon tide, then here and there 
oof, th' amphibious otter be thy chace, In {maller rills difparted, as it flows 
r ffately ſtag that o'er the woodland reigns; Propell'd, the ſerous particles evade 


EM I thunder of the field Thro' th' open pores, and with the ambient air 
bay a Hr ins d ears; the deep-flew'd hound Entangling mix. As fuming vapours rilc, 
£ p with care, ſtrong, heavy, flow, but ſure; | And hang upon the gently-purling brook, 
Whole 5 down-hanging from his thick round , There by th' incumbent atmoſphere compreſs'd, 
Shall fu, tad Eg: The panting chace grows warmer as he lies, 
os ecpthe morning dew, whole clanging voice | And thro' the net - work of the {kin perlpires, 


* Cacus, Virg. Ex. lib. viii. 
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Leaves'a long · ſtreaming trail behind, which by | 


The cooler air condens'd, remains, unleſs 
By ſome rude ftorm diſpers'd, or rarified 
By the meridian tun's intenſer heat. 
To ev'ry ſhrub the warm effluvia cling, 
Hang on the graſs, impregnate earth and ſkies. 
With noſtrils op'ning wide, o'er hill, o'er dale, 
The vig'rous hounds purſue, with ev'ry breath 
Inhale the grateful ſteam, quick pleaſures ſting 
Their tingling nerves, while they their thanks re- 
5 
And in b melody confeſs 
The titillating joy. Thus on the air 
Depend the hunter's hopes. When ruddy ſtreaks 
At eve forebode a bluſt' ring ſtormy day, 
Or low ring clouds blacken the mountain's brow ; 
When nipping froſts, and the keen biting blaſts 
Of the dry-parching eaſt, menace the trees, 
With tender bloſſoms tecming ; kindly ſpare 
Thy ſlceping pack, in their warm beds of ſtraw 
Low-finking at their caſe ! liſtleſo, they ſhrink 
Into ſome dark receſs, nor hear thy voice, 
Tho' oft invok'd; or haply if thy call 
Rovſe up the ſlumb'ring tribe, with heavy eyes, 
Glaz'd, lifeleſs, dull, downward they drop their 
tails 
Ingerted; high on their bent backs erect 
Their pointed briſtles ſtare, or mong the tufts 
Of A weeds cach ſtemach- healing plant 
Curious they crop, ſick, {piritleſs, forlorn. 
Theſe inauſpicious days on other cares 
Employ thy precious hours; th' improving friend 
With open arms embrace, and from his lips 
Glean ſcience, ſeaſon'd with good-natur'd wit: 
But if ch' inclement ſkies and angry Jove 
Forbid the pleaſing intercourſe, thy books 
Invite thy ready hand; each ſacred page 
Ri h with the wiſe remarks of herocs old. 
Converſe familiar with ti illuſtrious dead; 
With great examples of old Greece or Rome 
Enlarge thy free- born heart, and bleſs kind Heaven 
That Britain yet enjoys dear Liberty, 
That balm of life, that ſweeteſt bleſſing, cheap 
Tho'purchas'd with our blood. Well-bred, polite, 
Credit thy calling. See! how mean, how low, 
The bockleſs ſaunt' ring youth, proud of the ſkut 
That dignifies his cap, his flouriſh'd belt, 
And ruſty couples jingling by his fide ! 
Be thou of other mould; and know that ſuch 
Tranſporting pleaſures were by Heaven ordain'd 
Wiſdom's relicf, and Virtue's great reward. 
. 
1 THE ARGUMEN Tx. : 
Of the power of inflin in brutes. Tæuo remark- 
able inſtances in the hunting of the rvebuck, and 
in the hare going to ſeat in the morning. 


the variety of ſeats or forms of the hare, ac- 
cording to the change of the ſeaſon, weather, or 


wind, Deſcription of the hare-huntine in all its 


parts, interſperſed with rules to be cbjer ved b 
thoſe who folio that chace. Tranj.tion to the 

Afratic way of hunting, particularly the mag ni- 
fcent manner of the Great Mogul, and other 
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Tartarian princes, tahen from M. 

. , <> Noa one % 
mer, and the Hiftory of Gengiſkan 22 
+ Concludes avith a ſport reprog of tyrants an 
ofprefſors of mankind. 


NOR will it leſs delight th' atten 
T' obſerve that inftin& wh 


tive ſave 
. £ 5 
ich uverrin 


ch £ guides 
The brutal race, which mimics Rensen low 
And oft tranſcends. Heaven-tauglit, the 2 


buck ſwift | 
Loiters at eaſe before the driving pack 
And mocks their vain purbit, r far he 
But checks his ardour, till the ſteamiag "IR 
That frethens on the blade provokes their ra 
Urg'd to their fpecd, his weak deluded fors 2 
Soon flag fatigued; ſtram'd to evceſs, each nerve 
Each ſlacken'd ſinew, fails: they pant, they foam 
Then ver the lawn he bounds, o'er the high hill 
Stretches ſecure, and leaves the ſcatter' d crowd 


ſes; 


b 


| To JO in the diſtant vale below. 


is inſtinct that directs the jealous hare 
To chooſe her ſoft aboede. Mi h ſtep revers'd 
She forms the doubling maze; then, cre the mom 
Peeps thro' the clouds, leaps to her cloſe recefs, 
As wand'ring ſhepherds on th' Arabian plaing 
No ſettled reſidence obſerve, but ſhift 
Their moving camp; now on ſme cooler hill, 
With cedais crown'd, court the refreſſingbretꝛez 
And then below, where trickling ſtreams difil 
From ſome penurious ſource, their thirſt allar, 
And fecd their fainting flocks : ſo the wiſe ares 


Oft quit their ſeats, leſt ſome more curious eve 


Should mark their haunts, and by dark ticache- 
rous wiles 


| Plot their deſtruction; or perchante, in hopes 


Of plenteous forage, near the ranker mead 
Or matted blade wary and cloſe thev ht, 


| When ſpring ſhines forth, ſeaſon of love and joy, 


In the moiſt marſh, 'mong beds of ruſhes hid, 
They cool their boilingblood. Whenſummeriuns 
Bake the cleft. earth, to thick wide-waving fields 
Of corn full grown they lead their heipleſ young; 
But when autumnal torrents and fierce rams 
Deluge the vale in the dry crumbling bank 
Their forms they delve, and cautiouſly avoid 


The dripping covert: yet when winter's cold 


Their limbs benumbs, thither with ſpecd return', 
In the long graſs they ſculk, or ſhrinking creep 
Among the wither'd leaves: thus changing ſtill 
As fancy prompts them, or as food invites. 
But ev'ry ſcaſon carefully obſerv'd, 

Th' inconſtant winds, the fickle element, | 
The wiſe experienc'd huntſman ſoon may find 


His ſubtle, various game, nor waſte in van 


His tedious hours, till his W hounds, 
With diſappointment vex'd, cacti; pringing lark 
Babbling purſue, far ſcatter'd o'er the helds. 
Now golden Autumn from her open lap 

Her fragrantbounties thow'rs; the kelds arc thorn: 
Inwardly ſmiling, the proud farmer views 
The rifing pyramids that grace his yard, F 
And counts his large increaſe : his barns ate = 
And groaning ſtaddles bend beneath their load. 
All now is free as air, and the gay pack 


No 


| In the rough briſtly ſtubbles range unblam'd. © 


tears o'erflow, no ſecret curſe b 
er breaſt, which his pale lips 
al, 8 SHOES aw'd; 
he levels ev'ry tence, 
But 8 cry, and hallods loud, 
8 wich the rattling thunder of the field. 
Oh bear me, ſome kind pow'r inviſible ! | 
To that extended lawn, where the gay court 
View the ſwift racers ſtretching to the goal; 
Games more renown'd, and a far nobler train, 
Than proud Elean fields could boaſt of old; 
Oh were a Theban lyre not wanting here, . 
And Pindar's voice, to do their merit right ! 
or to thoſe ſpacious plains where the ſtrain'd eye, 
In the wide proſpect loſt, beholds at laſt 
Srum's proud ſpire, that o'er the hills aſcends, 
And pierces thro' the clouds; or to thy downs, 
Fair Cotſwold ! where the well-breath'd beagle 
/ climbs, 2 
With matchleſs ſpeed, thy green- aſ piring brow, 
And leaves the lagging multitude behind. 
Hail, gentle Dawn! mild bluſhing goddeſs, hail ! 
Rejoic'd I ſee thy purple mantle ſpread _ 
Oer half the ſkies ; gems pave thy radiant way, 
And orient pearls from ev'ry ſhrub depend. 
Farewel, Cleora ! here, deep funk in down, 
Slumber ſecure, with happy dreams amus d, 
Till grateful ſteams ſhall tempt thee to receive 
Thy early meal; or thy officious maids, 
The toilette plac'd, ſhall urge thee to perform 
Th' important work. Me other joys invite; 
The horn ſonorous calls, the pack awak' d 
Their matins chaunt, nor brook my long delay; 
My courſer hears their voice : ſee there ! with cars 
And tail erect, neighing he paws the ground: 
Fierce rapture kindles in his redd'ning eyes, 
And boils in ev'ry vein. As captive boys, 
Cow'd by the ruling rod and haughty frowns 
Of pedagogues ſevere, from their hard taſks 
If once difmis'd, no limits can contain 
The tumult rais'd within their little breaſts, 
But give a looſe to all their frolic play ; 
do from their kennel ruſh the joyous pack ; 
A thouſand wanton gaietics expreſs | 
Their inward ecſtaſy, their pleaſing ſport 
Once more indulg'd, and liberty reſtor d. 
The rifing ſun, that o'er th' horizon peeps, 
fs many colours from their gloſſy ſkins 
beaming reflects, as paint the various bow 
When April thow'rs deſcend. Delightful ſcene ! 
Where all around is gay—men, horſes, dogs; 
And in each ſmiling countenance appears 
Freſh-blooming health, and univerſal jov. 
Huntſman! lead on: behind, the cluſt'ring pack 
Submifs attend, hear with reſpect thy whip 
c u9-clanging, and thy harſher voice obey. 
Spare not the ſtraggling cur tha: wildly roves, 
But let thy briſk affiſtant on his back 98 8 
mpriat thy juſt reſentments ; let each laſh 
de do the quick, till howling he return, 
| Rn crop amid the trembling crowd. 
With and 5 verdant ſpot, where Nature kind 
Where g e bleſſings crowns the farmer's hopes, 
e rSautumnal ſpring, and the rankmead 


No widow | 


Swells in t 
Trembling conce 
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Affords the wand'ring hares a rich repaſt,, _ 
Throw off thy ready pack. See where they ſpread, 


And range around, and daſh the glitt'ring dew ! 
If ſome ſtaunch hound, with his authentic voice, 


| Avow the recent trail, the joſtling tribe 


Attend his call, then with one mutual cry 

The welcome news confirm, aud echoing hills 
Repeat the pleaſing tale. See how they thread 
The breaks, and up yon furrow drive along ! 
But quick they back recoil, and wiſely check 
Their cager haſte; then o'er the fallow'd ground 


How leiſurely they work, and many a pauſe 


Thy harmonious concert breaks; till, more aſſur'd, 
With joy redoubled the low yalleys ring. 
What artful labyrinths perplex their way ! 
Ah! there ſhe lies ! how cloſe ! ſhe pants; ſhe 
Tf now ſhe lives : ſhe trembles as ſhe fits, [doubts 
With horror ſciz d. The wither'd graſs that clings . 
Around her head, of the ſame ruſſet hue, . 
Almoſt deceiv'd my fight, had not her eyes 
With life full-beaming her vain wiles betray'd, 
At diſtance draw thy pack ; let all be huſh'd ; 
No clamour loud, no frantic joy, be heard; 
Leſt the wild hound run gadding o'er the plain 
Untractable, nor hear thy chiding voice, 
Now gently put her off; ſee how direct [bring 
To her known mew ſhe flies! Here, huntſman, 
(But without hurry) all thy jolly hounds, | 
How low they ſtoop, 
And ſeem to plough the ground! then all at once 
With greedy noſtrils ſnuff the fuming ſteam 
That glads their flutt'ring hearts. As winds let 
From the dark caverns of the bluſt ring god, {looſe 
They burſt away, and ſweep the dewy lawn. 
Hope gives them wings while ſhe's ſpurr'd on by 
fear. [ woods, 
The welkin rings; men, dogs, hills, rocks, aud 
In the full concert join. Now, my brave youths ! 
Stripp'd for the chace, give all your ſouls to joy. 
Sec how their courſers, than the mountain roe 
More fleet, the verdant carpet ſkim ! thick clouds 
Snorting they breathe, their ſhining hoofs ſcarce 
The graſs unbruis d; with emulation fir'd [print 
They ftrain to lead the field, top the barr'd gate, 
O'er the dcep ditch cxulting bound, and bruſh 
The thorny-twining hedge : the riders bend 
O'er their arch'd necks; with ſteady hands by 
Indulge their ſpeed, or moderate their rage. [turns _ 
Wherc are their forrows, diſappointments,wrongs, 
Vexations, ſickneſs, cares? All, all are gone! 
And with the panting winds lag far behind, 
Huntſman ! her gait obſerve ; if in wide rings 
She wheel her mazy way, in the ſame round 
Perſiſting till, ſhe'll foil the beaten track; 
Bur if ſhe fly, and with the fav'ring wind 
Urge her bold courſe, leſs intricate thy taſk ; 
Puſh on thy pack. Like ſome poor exil'd wretch 


| The frighted chace leaves her late dear abodes, 


O'er plains remote ſhe ſtretches far away, 
Ah, never to return! for greedy Death . 
Hov'ring exults, ſecure to ſeize his prey. {oaks 

Hark ! from yon covert, where thoſe tow ring 
Above the humble copſe aſpiring riſe, | 
What glorious triumphs burk in ev'ry gale 


"_ 
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Upon our raviſh'd ears! The hunters ſhout, 
The clänging horns ſwell their tweet winding 
notcs, | 
The pack wide op'ning load the trembling air 
With various melody; from tree to tree 
The propagated cry redoubling bounds ; 
And winged zephyrs waft the floating joy 
Thro' all the regions near. Afflictive birch 
No more the ſchool-boy dreads; his priſon broke, 
Scamp'ring he flies, nor hceds his maſter's call. 
The weary travellcr forgets his road, [ Jeaves 
And climbs th adjacent hill. The ploughman 
Th' unfiniſh'd furrow ; nor his bleating flocks 
Are now the ſhepherd's joy. Men, boys, and girls, 
Deſert th' unpeopled village; and wild crowds 
Spread o'er the plain, by the {weet phrenzy ſeiz d. 
Look how ſhe pants! and oer yon op'ning glade 
Slips glancing by; while at the further end 
The puzzling pack unravel. wile by wile, 
Maze within maze ! The covert's utmoſt bound 
Slily ſhe Kirts; behind them cautious creeps 
And in that very track fo lately ſtain'd 
By all the ſtcamiug crowd, ſe:ms to purſue 
The foe ſhe flics. Let cavillers deny 
That brutes have realon; ſue tis fornething more; 
_ *Tis Heaven directs, and ſtratageins inipires 
Beyond the thort extent of human thought. 
But hold I ſce her from the covert break; 
Sad on yon little eminence ſhe fits; | 
Intent ſhe liſtens with one ear erect, 
Ponqd'ring, and doubtful what new courſe to take, 
And tow to *icape the fierce blood-thirſty crew 
That ſtiil urge on, and ſtill in vollics loud 
Inſult her woes, and mock her ſore diſtreſs. 
As now in louder peals the loaded winds 
Bring on the gath'ring ſtorm, her fears prevail, 
And o'er the plain, and o'er the mountain's ridge, 
Away ſhe flies; nor ſhips with wind and tide, 
And all their canvas wings, ſcud half fo faſt. 
Once more, ye jovial train! your courage try, 
And each clean courſer's ſpeed. We ſcour along 
In pleaſing hurry and confuſion toſs'd; 
Oblivion ro be wiſh'd ! The patient pack 
Hang on the ſcent unwearicd; up they climb, 
And ardent we purſuc : our lab'ring ſteeds 
We preſs, we gore; till, once the ſummit gain'd, 
Painfully panting, there we breathe awhile ; 
Then like a foaming torrent pouring down 
Precipitant, we ſmoke along the vale. 
Happy the man who with unrivall'd ſpced 
Can pals his fellows, and with pleaſure view 
The ſtruggling pack ! how in the rapid courſe 
Alternate they preſide, and joſtling puth - 
To guide the dubious ſcent; how giddy youth 
Oft blabb'ring errs, by wiſer age reprov'd; 
How, niggard of his ſtrength, the wiſe old hound 
Hangs in the rear, till ſome important point 
Route all his diligence, or till the chace 
Sinking he finds; then to the head he ſprings, 
With thirſt of glory fir'd, and wins the prize. 
Huntſman ! take hecd; they ſtop in full carcer : 
Yon crowding flocks, that at a diſtance gaze, 
Have haply foil d rhe turf, See that old hound, 
Hew tufity he works, but dares not truſt 
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ark ! now again the chorus fills: 

Sallied awhile, at once their Sp phy, 
And high in air the tuneful thunder rolls, 


See how they tols, with animated rage 


Recov ring all they loſt! That cave 
Some doubling wile forcſhews, A cs 
more [t er hand 


They're check'd—hold back with 
They flouriſh round--ev'n yet perſiſt--"tis right: 
Away they ſpring ; the ruſtling &ubbles bend 
Beneath the driving ſtorm. Now the poor chace 
Begins to flag, to her laſt ſhifts reduc d. 
From brake to brake ſhe flies, and viſits all cure 
Her well-known haunts, where once ſhe rang dig. 
With love and plenty bleſt. Sce! there ſhe does; 
She reels along, ws by her gait betrays 
Her inward weakneſs, See how black the looks 
The ſweat that clogs th' obſtructed pores ſearce 
A languid ſcent. And now in open vicw [leaves 
Sce! fee ! ſhe flies; each eager hound cxerts 
His utmoſt ſpeed, and ftretches ev'ry nerve, 
How quick ſh turns, their gaping jaws cludes, 
And yet a moment lives, till round inclos'd 
By all the greedy pack, with infant ſertams 
She yields her breath, and there reluctant dies! 
So when the furious Bacchanals affai! d 
IThreician Orpheus, poor ill--fated bord! 


ſpecd on ci. 


| Loud was the cry; hills, woods, and [ebrus' bank; 


Return'd their clam'rous rage: diſtreſs he flics 
Shifting from place to place, but flies iu vain; 
For eager they purſue; wl: panting, faint, 
By noiſy multitudes o'erpowrr d, be finks 

To the relentieſs crowd a bleeding prey! 

The huntſman now, a deep incthon made, 
Shakes out with hands impure, and dafhcs down, | 
Her reeking entrails and yet quiv'riug het, 
Theſe claim the pack, the bloody perquiſite 
For all their toils. Stretch'd on the ground the lie; 


| A mangicd corſe; in her dim-glaring eyes 


Cold Death exults, and ſtiffens ev ry lynb. 
Avid by the threat ning whip, the furigus hound 
Around her bay, or at their maſter's foot 
Each happy fav'rite courts his kind upp lauſe, 


| With humble adulation cow ring low. 


All now is joy. Withchecks full-blown they wind 
Her ſolemn dirge, while the loud-opening pack 
The concert ſwell, and hills and dalcs return 

The fadly-pleafing ſounds. Thus the poor late, 


co 
S 


[A puny daſtard animal ! but vers d. 
In ſubtle wiles, diverts the youthful train. 


But if thy proud afpiring foul diſdains 

So mean a prey, delighted with the porap, 
Magniſicence, and grandeur, of the chace; 
Hear what the Muſe from faithful record fing, 
Why on the banks of Gemna, Indian ſtream, 
Line within line, riſe the pavilions proud, 
Their ſilken ſtrœamers waving in the wind? 
Why neighs the warrior horſe ? From tent 2285 
Why preſs in crowds the buzzing multitude: 
Why thines the poliſh'd helm and pointed lance, 
This way and that far beaming o'er the plain 
Nor Viſapour nor Golconda rebel, 


Nor the great Sophy, with his num rous hoſt, | 


| Lays waſte the provinces, nor glory Hres 


Iis douuttul fene! Draw yet a wider ring, 


To rob and to deſtroy, beneath the name 451 
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nd ſpecious guiſe of war. 


A nobler cauſe 
to arms. No cities ſack d, 
no helpleſs orphan cries, 
 vickated leagues, With ſharp remorſe 
1 1 fling the bus victor, but mankind 
_— d and juſt: for tis on beaſts 
Shall hai! him go } * 
Ye dravrs his vengeful ſword ; on beaſts o prey, 
Full-fed with human gore. See, ſee, he comes! 
luperial Delhi, op ning wide her gatcs, 
pours cut hex thronging legions, bright in arms 
And all the pomp of war. Pefore them ſound 
Clarions and trumpets, breathing martial airs 
And bold detance. High upon his 3 
zune on the back of his proud elephant, 
1 the great chief of Timur s glorious race; 
goblime lie fits amid the radiant blaze | 
Of gems and gold. Omrahs about him crowd, 
And rein th” Arabian tced, and watch his nod, 
And potent rajahs, who themſelves preſide 
O'er rcalms of wide extent ; but here ſubmiſs 
Their homage pay, alternate Kings and flaves ! 
Next theſe, with prying eunuchs girt around, 
The fair ſultanas of his court; a troop _ 
Of choſen beauties, but with care conceal d 
From each intruſive eye; one look is death. 
Ah! cruel eaſtern law (had Kings a pow'r 
But _ OY vv 11d e will) 
To rob us of the fun s atl-cheering ray 
Were leſs ſevere. The vulgar cloſe the march, 
Slaves and artificers; and Delhi mourns 
Her empty and depopulated ſtreets. | 
Now at the camp arriv'd, with ſtern review 
Thro' groves of ſpears from file to file he darts 
His ſharp experienc'd eve, their order marks, 
Each in his ftation rang'd, exact and firm, 
Till in the boundleſs line his ſight is loſt. 
Net greater multitudes in arms appear' d 
On theſe extended plains, when Ammon's ſon 
With mighty Porus in dread battle join'd, 
The vaſlal world the prize; nor was that hoſt . 
More numerous of old which the Great King“ 
Pyur'd out on Greece from all th? unpeopled Eaſt, 
That bridg'd the Helleſpont from ſhore to ſhore, 
And drank the rivers dry. Meanwhile in troops 
The duly hunter-train mark out the ground, 
SR circumference, full many a league 
n compaſs round; woods, rivers, hills, and plains, 
Large provinces, enough to grati 
— s higheſt aim, could reaſon bound 
Man's erring will. Now ſit in cloſe divan 
The mighty chiefs of this prodigious hoſt ; 
He from the throne high-eminent preſides, 
Gives out his mandates proud, laws of the chace, 
From ancient records drawn. With rev*rence low, 
_ proftrate at his feet, the chiefs receive 
mM irreverſible decrees, from which 
_ 1 3 is to die. Then his brave bands 
ach to his ſtation leads, encamping round 
Till the wide circle 15 completely form'd. 5 
ya decent order reigns, what theſe command 
f - exccute work e and punctual care, 
7 a , the ſtricteſt di cipline of war, f 
if ſome watchful foe, with bold inſult, 
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] Detach'd o'er hill and dale, the hunters range 
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That flies on wings thro' all th' encircling line 
Each motion ſteers, and animates the whole, 

So, by the ſun's attractive pow'r controll'd, 

T he plancts in their ſpheres roll round his orb 
On all he ſhines, and rules rhe great machine. 
Ere yet the morn giſpels the fleeting miſts, | 
The ſignal given by the loud trumpet's voice, 
Now hugh in air th' imperial ſtandard waves, 
Emblazon'd rich with gold and glitt'ring gems, 
And like a ſlicet of fire thro' the dun gloom - 
Streaming meteorous. The ſoldiers thouts, 
And all the brazen inſtruments of war, 

With mutual clamour and united din 

Fill the large concave, while from camp to car 
They catch the varied founds, floating in air. 


Round all the wide circumference tigers fell 


Shrink at the noiſe ; deep in his gloomy den 
The hon ſtarts, and morſels yet unchew'd 
Drop from his trembling jaws. Now all at encg 


| Onward they march embattled, to the ſound 
[Of martial harmony; fifes, cornets, drums, 


That rouſe the ſleepy ſoul to arms and bold 
In parties here and there, 


Inquiſitive; ſtrong dogs, that match in fight 
The boldeſt brute, around their maſters wait, 
A faithful guard. No haunt unſearch'd, they drivg 


From ev ry covert, and from ev'ry den, 


The lurking ſavages. Inceſſant ſhouts 


Re- cho thro' the woods; and kindling fires 


Gleam from the mountain tops: the foreſt ſeems 
One mingling blaze: like flocks of ſheep they fly 
Before the flaming brand: fierce lions, pards, 
Boars, tigers, bears, and wolves; a dreadful crew 
Of grim blood-thirſty foes ! Growling along 


They ſtalk indignant, but fierce vengeance ſtill + 


Hangs pealing on their rear, aud pointed ſpears 
Preſent immediate death. Soon as the night, 


| Wrapp'd in her ſable veil, forbids the chace, 
They pitch their tents in even ranks around 


The circling camp. The guards are plac'd, and 
At proper diſtances aſcending rife, - [hires 
And paint th' horizon with their ruddy light. 

So round ſome ifland's ſhore of large extent, 
Amid the gloomy horrors of the night, 


| The billows breaking on the pointed rocks 


Seem all one flame, and the bright circuit wide 

Appears a bulwark of ſurrounding fire. 

What dreadful howlings and what kideous roar ' 

Diſturb thoſe peaceful ſhades ! where erſt the bird 

That glads the night had cheer'd the liſt'ning 
_ groves | 5 | 

With ſweet complainings. Thro' the filent gloom 

Oft they the guards aſſail; as oft repell'd 

They fly reluctant, with hot-boiling rage 


| Srung to the quick, and mad with wild deſpair, 
Thus, day by day, they ſtill the chace renew, 


At night encamp; till now in ſtraiter bounds 


The circle leſſens, and the beaſts perceive 


The wall that hems them in on ev'ry ſide. 


And now their fury burſts, and knows no mean; 


From man they turn, and point their ill- judg'd rage 
Againſt their fellow brutes. With teeth and claws 
The civil war begins; grappling they tear; | 

| e | Lions 
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Lions on tigers prey, and bears on wolves 
Horrible ditcord ! till the crowd behind 
Shouting purſue, and part the bloody fray. 
At once their wrath ſubſides ; tame as the lamb 
The lion hangs his head ; the furious pard, 
Cow'd and ſubdued, flies from the face of man, 
Nor bears one glance of his commanding eye. 
So abjeCt is a tyrant in diſtreſs ! 

At laſt, within the narrow plain confin'd, 
A lifted field, mark'd. out for bloody deeds, 
An amphitheatre more glorious far [ heaps, 
Than jancicnt Rome could boaſt, they crowd in 
Diſmay'd, and quite appall'd. In meet array 
Sheath'd in refulgent arms, a noble band 
Advance; great lords of high imperial blood, 
Early refolv'd t' aſſert their royal race, 
And prove by glorious deeds their valour's growth 
Mature, ere yet the callow down has ſpread 
Its curling ſhade. * On bold Arabian fteeds 
With decent pride they fit, that fearleſs hear 
The lion's dreadful roar; and down the rock 
Swift ſhooting plunge, oro'er the mountain's ridge 
Stretching along, the greedy tiger leave 
Panting behind. On foot their faithful ſlaves 
With jav'lins arm'd attend; each watchtul eye 
Fix'd on his youthful care, for him alone 
He fears; and, to redeem his life, unmov'd | 
Would loſe his own. The mighty Aurengzebe 
From his high-clevated throne beholds 
His blooming race, revolving in his mind 
What once he was, in his gay ſpring of life, 
When vigour ſtrung his nerves. Parental joy 
Mclts in his eyes, and fluſhes in his cheeks. 
Now the loud trumpet ſounds acharge. The ſhouts 
Of eager hoſts thro' all the circling line, 
And the wild howlings of the beaſts within, 
Rend the welkin; the flights of arrows wing'd 
With death, and jav'lins launch'd from every arm, 
Gall ſore the brutal bands, with many a wound 
Gor'd thro' and thro'. Deſpair at laſt prevails, 
When fainting nature ſhrinks, and rouſes all 
Their drooping courage. Swell'd with furious 

rage, 

Their eyes dart fire, and on the youthful band 
They ruſh implacable. They their broad ſhields 
Quick interpoſe; on cach devoted head 
Their flaming faulchions, as the bolts of Jove, 
Deſcend uner ing. Proftrate on the ground 
The grinning monſters lie, and their foul gore 
Defiles the verdant plain. Nor idle ſtand 
The truſty ſlaves; with pointed ſpears they pierce 
Thro' their tough hides, or at their gaping mouths 
An caſier paſſage find. "The king of brutes 
In broken roarings breathes his laſt ; the bear 
Grumbles in death; nor can his ſpotted ſkin, 
Tho' fleck it ſhine, with varied beautics gay, 
Save the proud pard from unrelenting fate. 
The battle bleeds; grim Slaughter ſtrides along, 
Glutting her greedy jaws, grins o'er her prey. 
Men, horſes, dogs, fierce beaſts of ev'ry kind, 
A range promiſcucus carnage, drench'd in blood, 
And hcaps on heaps amalſs'd. What yet remain 
Alive, with vam aſſault contend to break 
Th' impenctrable line. Others, whom fear 
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Inſpires with ſelf-preſervin 


| His royal cares ; wiſe, potent, 


| And from rapacious fav 


Boox I 


8 wiles, beneath 
ſhelter creep, 


The bodies of the ſlain for 
ry. yds Jo or wa their heads Aiſpers'q 
W perchance (had He , 
the work ara. Pleas) 
Of —＋ had been complete, 
»y one dread frown extinguiſh'd half tür 
When, lo! the bright fulanas of kj Gn 
Appear, and to his raviſh'd eyes diſplay 
Thoſe charms but rarely to the day reveal'd 
Lowly they bend, and humbly ſue to fave 
The vanquiſh'd hoſt, What mortal can deny 


and Aurengꝛche 


| When ſuppliant Beauty begs! At his command 


Op ning to right and left, the well-train d ; 
Leave a large void for their retreating foes ; 
Away they fly, on wings of fear upborne, 
To ſeek on diſtant hills their late abodes, 

Ye proud oppreſſors! whoſe vain hearts exuk 
In wantonneſs of pow'r 'gainſt the brute race 
Fierce robbers like yourſelves, a guiltleſs war 

Wage uncontroll'd : here quench your thirk of 
blood ; 
But learn from Aurengzebe to ſpare mankind, - 


BOOK III. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

Of king Edgar, and his impofing a tribute if 
wolves heads upon the kings of Wales : frag 
hence a tranſition to fox-hunting, which is d. 
ſcribed in all its parts. Cenſure of an ont. 
numerous pack. Of the ſeveral engines to de- 
firay foxes and other avild beafls. The fil. 
trap deſcribed, and the manner of uſing i. 
Deſcription of the pitfall for the lion, and an. 
ther for the elephant. The ancient way of bunt- 
ing the tiger with a mirror. The Arabian man- 
ner of hunting the wild boar. Deſcription of the 
royal flag chace at Windſor Foreſt. Concludez 
ewvith an addreſs to his Majeſly, and an euligy 
upon mercy. | g 

IN Albion's iſle when glorious Edgar reign d, 

He, wiſely provident, from her white cliffs 

Launch' dhalf her foreſts, and with num'rousRects 

Cover'd his wide domain; there proudly rode 

Lord of the deep, the great prerogative 


| Of Britiſh monarchs : cach invader bold, | 


Dane and Norwegian, at a diſtance gaz d, 
And, diſappointed, gnaſh'd his teeth in vain. 
He ſcour'd the ſeas, and to remoteſt hores 
With ſwelling fails the trembling cortair fled. 
Rich commerce flourith'd, and with buly cars 
Daſh dthe reſounding ſurge. Nor lets at land 
gracious Prince! 
His ſubjects from their cruel foes he fav d, 
ages their flocks. 
Cambria's proud kings (tho' with reluctance) 
Their tributary wolves, head after head, 
In full account; till the woods yield no more, 
And all the rav'nous race extinct is loft. 
In fertile paſtures more ſecurely .graz = . 
The ſocial troops, and ſoon their large inckes e 
With curling fleeces whiten'd all thc ptains. | 
But yet, alas! the wily fox remain d, a fa. 


paid 
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around 


. "Orin foe; wling 
A ade and wakeful ” xd 
fold the r detenceleis 1a 93 
In the full fo pe 


ein d by His guilefu 
Supplies a rich 


Her deareſt treaſure loſt, thro' 


rts, with ſweet warm blood 
repaſt, The mourpful ewe, 


the dun night . 


, lex d, and darkling bleats in vain; 
1 mn dfscent buſh poor Philomel 


rent once, till wanton churlss 
Cd her neſt) joins in her loud laments 


With ſweeter notes and more 


melodious woe. 


For theſe nocturnal thieves, huntſman, prepare 
Thy ſharpeſt vengeance. Oh! how glorious tis 
To right th' oppreſs d, and bring the felon vile 
To juſt diſgrace! Ere yet the morning peep, 
Or ſtars retire from the firſt bluſh of day, 

With thy far-echoing voice alarm thy pack, 


And rouſe thy bold compeers ; 


then to the copſe, 


Thick with entangling graſs or prickly furze, 
With ſlence lead thy many- colour d hounds, 


In all their beauty's pride. See] how they range 


Diſpers d, how buſily this way and that 
They croſs, examining with curious noſe 


Fach likely haunt, Hark! on the drag I hear 2 


Their doubtful notes, preluding to a cry. 


More nobly full, and fwell'd with ev'ry mouth. 


As raging armies at the trumpet's voice 


Preſs to their ſtandard, hither 


all repair, 


And hurry thro' the woods with haſty ſtep, 
Rnfling, and full of hope; now driven on heaps 


They puſh, they ſtrive; while from his kennel | 


ſncaks 


The conſcious villain. See! he ſculks along 


Sleek at the ſhepherd's coſt, and plump with meals 


Purloin'd : fo thrive the wicked here below. 


Tho' high his bruſh he bears, tho' tipt with white 


It gaily ſhine, yet cre the ſun 


declin'd 


Recal the ſhades of night, the pamper'd rogue 
Shall rue his fate revers'd, and at his heels 
Bchold the juſt avenger, ſwift to ſeize 

His forfeit head, and thirſting for his blood. 


Heavens! what melodious ſtrains! how beat our 


hearts, 


Big with tumultuous joy! the loaded gales 
Breathe harmony; and as the tempeſt drives + 
From wood to wood, thro' ev'ry dark receſs 


The foreſt thunders, and the mountains ſhake. 
| The chorus ſwells; leſs various and leſs ſweet 
te trilling notes, when in thoſe very groves 
The feather'd choriſters ſalute the ſpring, 
And ev'ry buth in concert joins; or when 


Bid 


The maſter's hand, in modulated air, 
5 the loud organ breathe, and all the pow'rs 


Of muſic in one inſtrument combine, 
An univerſal minſtrelſy. And now 


In vain each earth he tries; the doors are barr'd © 


mpregnable; nor is the covert ſafe: 


© pants for purer air. Hark | what loud ſhouts 


e-echo thro! the groves ! he breaks away : 


Still horns proclaim his flight. Each ſtraggling 


hound 
rams o'er the lawn to reach 


the diſtant pack. 


NOW give a looſe to the clean 


Flouriſh the whip, 


: 3 
gen rous ſteœed; 


-| 
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But in the madneſs of delight forget ea 
Your fears. Far o'er the rocky hills we range, 


And dangerous our courſe ; but in the brave 


True courage never fails, In vain the ſtream 


In foaming eddies whirls ; in vain the ditch, 
_ | Wide-gaping, threatens death. The craggy ſteep, 


Where the poor dizzy ſhepherd crawls with care, 
And clings to ev'ry twig, gives us no pain, 
But down we {weep, as ſtoops the falcon bold 


| To pounce his prey: then up th' opponent hill, 


By the ſwift motion ſlung, we mount aloft. 

So ſhips in winter-ſcas now ſliding fink 

Adown the ſteepy wave; then, toſt on high, _ 
Ride on the billows, and defy the ſtorm. ¶ chace 
What lengths we paſs ! where will the wand'ring 
Lead us bewilder'd ! ſmooth as ſwallows ſkim 
The new-ſhorn mead, and far more ſwift we fly. 
See my brave pack! how to the head they preſs, 
Joſtling in clole array, then more diffuſe 
Obliquely wheel; while from their op'ning mouths 
The vollied thunder breaks. So when the cranes 
Their annual voyage ſteer, with wanton wing 
Their figure oft they change, and their loud clang 
From cloud to cloud rebounds. How far behind 
The hunter crew, wide ſtraggling o'er the plain! 
The panting courſer now with trembling nerves 
Begins to reel; urg'd by the goring ſpur 

Makes many a faint effort: he ſnorts, he foams; 


| The big round drops run trickling down his ſides, 


With ſweat and blood diſtain'd. Look back and 
The ſtrange confuſion of the vale below, ¶ view 
Where ſore vexation reigns: ſee yon poor jade 
In vaia th' impatient rider frets and ſwears, © _ 
And galling ſpurs harrow his mangled ſides; 
He can no more: his ſtiff unpliant limbs 
Rooted in eerth, unmov'd and fix'd he ſtands; * 
For ev'ry cruel curſe returns a groan, | 
And ſobs, and faints, and dies! Whowithout grief 
Can view that pamper'd ftced, his maſter's joy, 
His minion, and his daily care, well cloth'd, _ 
Well fed with ev'ry nicer cate; no coſt, _ 
No labour ſpar'd; who, when the flying chace 
Broke from the copſe, without a rival led 
The num'rous train; now a fad ſpectacle _ 
Of pride brought low, and humbled inſolence, 
Drove like a pannier'd aſs, and ſcourg'd along 
Whiletheſe, with looſen'd reins and dangling heels 
Hang on their recling palfreys, that ſcarce bear 
Their weights; another in the treach'rous bog 
Lies flound'ring, half ingulph'd. What biting 
thoughts 5 


Torment th abandon'd crew ! Old Age laments 


His vigour ſpent: the tall, plump, brawny yo th _ 
Curſes his cumbrous bulk, and envies now 

The ſhort pygmean race he whilom kenn'd | 
With proud inſulting leer. A choſen few 
Alone the ſport enjoy, nor droop beneath 

Their pleafing toils. Here, huntſman! from this 
' Obſerve yon birds of prey; if I can judge, [height 
'Tis there the villain lurks: they hover round, 
And claim him as their own. Was I not right? 
See ! there he creeps along; his bruſh he drags, 
And ſweeps the mire impure : from his wide jaws | 
His tongue unmoiſten'd hangs ; fymptoms too ſure 


nor ſpare the galling ſpur; Ot ſudden death. Ha! yet he flies, nor yields 
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To black deſpair. Rut one looſe more, and all 


His wiles are vain. Hark! thro' yon village now 
The rattling clamour rings. The barns, the cots, 
And leafleſs elms, return the joyous ſounds. 
Thro' ev'ry homeſtall, and thro” ev'ry yard, 

His midnight walks, panting, forlorn he flies; 
Thro' ev'ry hole he ſneaks, thro' ev'ry jakes 
Plunging, he wades beſmear'd, and fondly hopes 
In a ſuperior ſtench to loſe his own : 

But, faithful to the track, th' unerring hounds 
With peals of echoing vengeance cloſe purſue : 
And now diſtreſs'd, no ſhelt' ring covert near, 
Into the hen-rooſt creeps, whole walls with gore 
Diſtain'd atteſt his guilt. There, villain ! there 
Expect thy fate deſerv'd. And ſoon from thence 
The pack, inquiiitive, with clamour loud, 

Drag out their trembling prize, and on his blood 
With greedy tranſport feaſt. In bolder notes 
Each founding horn proclaims the felon dead, 
And all th' aſſembled village ſhouts for joy. 
The farmer, who beholds his mortal foc 
Stretch'd at his feet, applauds the glorious deed, 
And grateful calls us to a ſhort repaſt: | 
In the full glaſs the liquid amber ſmiles, 

Our native product; and his good old mate 
With choiceſt viands heaps the liberal board, 
To crown our triumphs and reward our tolls. 
Here muſt th' inſtructive Mule (but with reſpect) 
Cenſure that num'rous pack, that crowd of ſtate, 
With which the vai profuſion of the great 
Covers the lawn, and ſhakes the trembling copſe. 
Pompous incumbrance ! a magnificence 
Uſelets, vexatious ! for the wily fox, 

Safe in th' increaſing number of his foes, 

Kens well the great advantage; flinks behind, 
And lily creeps thro' the ſame beatca track, 
And hunts them ſtep by ſtep; then views, cſcap'd, 
With inward ecſtaſy, the panting throng 

In their own footſteps puzzled, foil'd, and loſt. 
So when proud Eaftern kings ſummon to arms 
Their gaudy legions, from far diſtant climes 
They flock in crowds, unpcopling half a world; 
But when the day of battle calls them forth 

To charge the well-train'd foc, a band compact, 
Of choſen veterans, they preſs blindly on, 

Jn hcaps confus'd, by their own weapons fall, 
A Cooking carnage n o'er the plain. 
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| Of men and beaſts, 


Nor hounds alone this noxious brood deſtroy ; 


The plunder'd warrener full many a wile 

Deviſes to entrap lus greedy foe, 

Fat with nocturnal ſpoils. At cloſe of day 

With fence drags his trail; then, from the ground. 

Pares thin the cloſe-graz d turf ; there with nice 
han | 

Covers the latent death, with curious ſprings 

Prepar'd to fly at once, whence'er the tread 

Of man or beaſt unwarily ſhall preſs 

The vielding ſurface. 'By the indented ſtecl 

With gripe tenacious held the felon grins, 

And ſtruggles, but in vain : yet oft 'tis known, 

When ev'ry art has fail'd, the captive fox 

Has ſhar'd the wounded joint, and with a limb 

Compounded tor his life. Bur if perchance 

In the dcep pitfall plung'd, there's no eſcape, 

But unrepriev'd he dies; and, bleach'd in air, 


Book ll. 
| The jeſt of clowns, his reek ing carcaſe han 


Of theſe are various kinds: : . 
Of brutes evades this "wen Mor wag. na king 
But by the wily African betray'd, ts 
Heedleſs of fate, within its gaping jaws 
Expires indignant. When the orient beam 
With bluſhes paints the dawn; | 
Carnrvorous, with blood full 
Into their darkſome cells, 
O'er dripping offals, 


proud aſpiring tops, 
and taper fir, 
Aſſail the clouds; there, mong the craggy rocks 
And thickets intricate, trembling he views 
His footſteps in the ſand, the diſmal road 
And avenue to death. Hither he calls 

His watchful bands, and low into the ground 
A pit they fink, full many a fathom deep; 
Then in the midſt a column high is rear d, 
The butt of ſome fair tree, upon whoſe top 

A lamb is plac'd, juſt raviſh'd from his dam; 
And next a wall they build, with ſtones and carth 
Encircling round, and hiding from all view 
The dreadful precipice. Now when the ſhades 
Of night hang low'ring o'er the mountain's bro, 
And hunger keen, and pungent thi: of blood, 
Rouſe up the flothful beaſt, he ſhakes his ſidcs, 
Slow-rifing from his lair, and ftretches wide 
His rav'nous paws, with recent gore diſtain d. 
The foreſt trembles as he roars aloud, 
Impatient to deſtroy. O'erjoy'd he hears 
The blcating innocent, that chain in vain 
The ſhepherd's care, and ſeeks with piteous moan 
The foodful teat ; himſelf, alas! defign'd 
Another's meal. For now the greedy brute 
Winds him from far, and leaping o'er the mound 
To feize his trembling prey, headlong is plung d 
Into the deep abyſs. Proftrate he hes, 
Aſtunn'd and impotent. Ah! what avall | 
Thine eyeballs flaſhing fire, thy length of tal 
That lathes thy broad tides, thy jaws beſmear'd 


| With blood and offals crude, thy ſhaggy manc 


The terror of the woods, thy ſtately port, 
And bulk enormous, fince by ſtratagem 


| Thy ſtrength is foil'd ? Unequal is the ſtrife, 


When fov"reign reaſon combats brutal rage. 
On diſtant Ethiopia's ſun-burnt coaſts 

The black inhabitants a pitfall frame, 

But of a diff rent kind, and diffrent uſe. 

With ſlender poles the wide capactous moni, 

And hurdles flight, they cloſe z o er theſe i ſprcad 

A floor of verdant turf, with all its flow rs 


Smiling delufive, and from ſtricteſt ſearch 


Concealing the deep grave that yawns below © 
Then boughs of trees they cut, with W 
Of various kinds ſurcharg d ! the _ pl * 
The cluſt'ring vine, and of bright golden 
The fragrant orange. Soon as evening gre} 
6 forinkling all around 
Advances flow, beſprinkling all ar 


With kind refreſhing dews the thirſty glebe, 


cloſe ſhade 
to taſte 
da- beat ſhore 


The ſtately elephant from the 
With ſtep majeſtic ſtrides, eager 
The cooler breeze, that from the ſe _ 
Delightful breathes, or in the limp) * 


Book II. 
To lave his panting f. 


des; joyous he ſcents 
unweeting of the death 
And ſoon he ſporting breaks 
: and grecdily devours 

8 — Ny too dearly bought ; 
he 2 ic life, For now the treach rous turf, 
Tn ding gives Way 3 and the TOR beaſt, 
6-1f-iinking, drops into the dark pro ound. 
& when dilated vapours ſtruggling heav N 1 
1 te incumbentearth, if chance the cavarn d ove 
Shrinking, ſubſide, and the thin ſurface yic TA 
Do n ſinks at once the pond rous dome, ingulf 
With all its towers. Subtle, deluſive Man ! 
How various are thy wiles ! artful to RAR. 
Thy ſavage foes, a dult unthinking race ! 

Fierce from hislair ſprings forth the ſpeckled pard, 
Thirtting for blood, and eager to deſtroy; 
The huntiman flies, but to his flight alone 
Confides not: at convenient diſtance fix d, 
A poliſh'd mirror ſtops in full career 
The furious brute : he there his image views; 
Spurs againſt ſpots with rage improving glow ! 
Another pard his briſtly whiſkers curls, 
Oyins as he grins, fierce-menacing, and wide 
Diſtends his op'ning jaws; himfelf againſt | 
Hinſelfoppos'd, and with dread vengeance arm'd. 
The huntiman, now ſecure, with fatal aim : 
Duects the pointed ſpear, by which transfix'd 
He dies, and with him dies the rival ſhade. : 
Thus man innum'rous engines form'd t' aflail 
The ſarage kind; but moſt the docile horſe, 
Swift, and confederate with man, annoys _ 
His brethren of the plains ; without whoſe aid 


The rich repaſt, 
That lurks within. 


The hunter's arts were vain, unſkill'd ro wage | 


With the more active brutes an equal war; ; 
But, borne by him, without the weil-train'd pack 
Man dares his foe, on wings of wind ſecure. 

Him the fierce Arab mounts, and with his troop 
Of bold compeers ranges the deſarts wild, 
Where by the magnet's aid the traveller 
Yeers his untrodden courſe, yet oft on land 
Is wicck'd, in the high-rolling waves of ſand 
Immers'd and loſt ; while thete intrepid bands, 
date in their horſes ſpeed, outfly the ſtorm, _ 


The grifly boar is ſingled from his herd, [ prey. 
As large as that in Erimanthean woods, 

A match for Hercules. Round him they fly 

In circles wide, and each in paſſing ſends 

His feather d death into his brawny ſides; 

But perilous th' attempt; for if the ſtced 

y too near approach, or the looſe earth 

His focting fail, the watchful angry beaſt _ 
Th advantage ſpies, and at one ſidelong glance 
Rips up his groin. Wounded, he rears aloft; 
And, plunging, from his back the rider hurls 
Precipitant ; then, bleeding, ſpurns the ground, 
And drags his recking entrails o'er the plain, 
Meanwhile the ſurly monſter trots along, 

zar with unequal tpecd ; for ſtill they wound, 
dVift-wheeling in the ſpacious ring, - A wood 

f darts upon his back he bears ; adown 
Bis tortur'd ſides the crimſon torrents roll 


7 many a gaping font; and now at laſt 


Aang he falls, in blood and foam expires. 


— 


4 


4 
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In arts. and arms renown'd, and lovely nymphs, 


| With real ſplendours, far above the pomp 
Of Eaſtern Kings in all their tinſel pride. 


{ Prance round their cars, not in refulgent arms 


Or bend the bow, theſe kill with ſurer aim. 
| The | 


So diſciplin'd thoſe hounds, and ſo reſerv'd, 


They ſmile ſuperior, of external ſhow 


With irreſiſtible effulgence arm'd, 


As op ning lilies, on whom ev'ry eye 
And, ſcouring round, make men and beaſts their | 


And fix d on earth, no voice, no ſound, is heard 


| But ſoon the winding horn and hunt{man's voice 
Let looſe the gen'ral chorus; far arovrd | 
Joy ſpreads its wings, and the gay morning ſmiles, 


His wonted lair; he lhakes His dappletd fide 
* i 35 
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But whither rolls my devious Muſe, intent 
On antique tales, while yet the royal ſtag 
Unſung remains? Tread with reſpectful awe 
Windior's green glades, where Denham, tuneful 
bard ! | 
Charm'd once the liſt 'ning Dryads with his ſong, - 
Sublimely ſweet. Oh grant me, ſacred ſhade! 
To glean ſubmiſs what thy full fickle leaves. 
The morning ſun, that gilds with trembling rays 
Windſor's high tow'rs, beholds the courtly train 
Mount for the chace, nor views in all his courſe 
A ſcene ſo gay: heroic noble youths, | 


The faireſt of this iſle, where beauty dwells 
Delighted, and deſerts her Paphian grove 

For our more favour'd ſhades—in proud parade 
Theſe ſhine magnificent, and preſs around h 
The royal happy pair. Great in themſelves, 


Regardleſs, while their inbred virtues give 
A luſtre to their pow'r, and grace their court 


Like troops of Amazons, the female band 
As thoſe of old; unfſkill'd to wield the fWworxed 


royal oftspring, faireſt of the fair, | 
Lead on the ſplendid train. Anna, more bright 
Than ſummer ſuns, or as the lightning keen, 


Fires ev ry heart: he muſt be more than man 
Who unconcern'd can bear the piercing ray. 
Amelia, milder than the bluſhing dawn, 
With tweet engaging air, but equal pow'r, 
Inſenſibly fubducs, and in ſoft chains 
Her willing captives leads. Illuſtrious maids! 
Ever triumphant! whoſe victorious charms, 
Without the necdleſs aid of high deſcent, 
Had aw'd mankind, and tau ght the world's 
Lords | | 
To bow and ſue for grace. But who is he, 
Freſh as a roſe- bud newly blown, and fair 


great 


With joy and admiration dwells ? See, ſec! 
He reins his docile barb with manly grace. 
1s it Adonis for the chace array'd, ; 

Or Pritain's ſecond hope? Hail, blooming youth !_ 
May all your virtues with your years improve, 
Till in conſummate worth you ſhine the pride 
Of theſe our days, and to ſuccecding times 

A bright examplc. As his guard of mutes 
On the great Sultan wait, with eyes deje&t | 
Within the wide ſerail, but all is huſh'd, 

And awful filence reigns ; thus ſtand the pack 
Mute and unmoy'd, and cow'ring low to earth, 
While pats the glitt'ring court and royal pair: 


Whoſe honour tis to glad the hearts of kings: 


Unharbour'd now, the royal ſtag forſak es 
„5 


And 
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And toſſes high his. beamy head; the copſe ' 
Beneath his antlers bends, What doubling ſhifts 
He tries! not more the wily hare; in theſe 
Would till perſiſt, did not the full-mouth'd pack 
With dreadful concert thunder in his rear. 
The woods reply, the hunter's cheering ſhouts 
Float through the glades, and the wide foreſt rings. 
How merrily ey chant ! their noſtrils deep 
Inhale the. grateful fteam. Such 1s the cry, 
And ſuch th' harmonious din, the ſoldier deems 
The battle kindling, and the ſtateſman grave 
Forgets his weighty cares: cach age, each ſex, 
In the wild tranſport joins: luxuriant joy, 

And pleaſure in exceſs, ſparkling exult 

On ev'ry brow, and reve] unreſtrain'd. 

How happy art thou, Man! when thou'rt no more 
Thyſelf ! when all the pangs that grind thy ſoul, 
In rapture and in ſweet oblivion loſt, 

Yield a ſhort interval and eaſe from pain! 

Sce the ſwift courſer ſtrains, his ſhining hoofs 
Securely beat the ſolid ground. Who now 
The dang'rous pitfall fears, with tangling heath 
High-overgrown ? or who the quiv'ring bog, 
Soft-yiclding to the ſtep ? All now is plain, 
Plain as the ftrand ſea-lay'd, that ſtretches far 
Beneath the rocky ſhore. Glades croſſing glades, 
The foreſt opens to our wond'ring view : - 
Such was the king's command. Let tyrants fierce 
Lay waſte the world; his the more glorious part 
'To check their pride; and when the brazen voice 
Of war is huſh'd (as erſt victorious Rome) 
T' employ his ſtation'd legions in the works 
Of peace; to ſmooth the rugged wilderneſs, _ 
To drain the ſtagnate fen, to raiſe the ſlope 
Depending road, and to make gay the face 
Of nature with th' cmbelliſhments of art. 

How melts my beating heart ! as I behold 
Fach lovely nymph, our iſland's boaſt and pride, 
Puſh on the gen'rous ſteed, that ſtrokes along 
O'er rough, o'er ſmooth, nor heeds the ſteepy hill, 
Nor falters in th' extended vale below ; 

Their garments looſely waving in the wind, 
And all the fluſh of beauty in their cheeks ! 
While at their ſides their penſive lovers wait, 
Direct their dubious courſe, now chill'd with fear 
Solicitous, and now with love inflam'd. 
Oh grant, indulgent Heaven ! no rifing ſtorm 
May darken with black wings this glorious ſcene ! 
Should ſome malignant pow'r thus damp our joys, 
Vain were the gloomy cave, ſuch as of old 
Betray' d to lawleſs love the Tyrian queen: 

For Britain's virtuous nymphs are chaſte as fair; 
Spotleſs, unblam'd, with equal triumph reign 
In the dun gloom as in the blaze of day. _ 
Nov the blown ſtag thro” woods, bogs, roads, and 
Has meaſur'd half the foreſt ;' but, alas! [ftreams, 
Hle flies in vain; he flies not from his fears. 
Tho' far he caſt the ling'ring pack behind, 
His haggard fancy ſtill with horror views | 
The felt deſtroyer; till the fatal cry _ 


 Infults his ears, and wounds his trembling heart. 
So the poor fury-haunted wretch (his hands 
In guiltleſs blood diſtain'd) till ſeems to hear 
The dying ſhrieks; and the pale threat'ning ghoſt 
Moves as he moves, and as he flies purtucs, 

: 8 7 | 
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See here his flot; up yon green bill 


| Erect his tow'ring front, bounds o'er the lawn 


| Where ſhall he turn, 
Gives courage to the weak, 
He fears no more, 


| Black, and imboſs'd ; nor are his hounds decciy d; 
. | ) 


And bellow thro” the vales; the moving ſtorm 


To his approaching fate. And now in view, 


Book Il, 


Pants on his brow awhile, ſadly ry 


On his purſuers, cov'ring all the plain 

But, wrung with anguiſh, bears not long thef 
Shoots down the ſtecp, and ſweats along the 15 
There mingles with the herd, where once her — 
Proud monarch of the groves, whoſe claſhin oa : 
'His rivals aw'd, and whoſe exalted W I n 
Was ſtill rewarded with ſucceſsful love. 
But the baſe herd have learn'd the ways of men: 
Averſe they fly, or with rebellious am 
Chaſe him from thence: needleſs their impiousdecd 
The huntſiman knows him by a thouſand marks, 


Too well diſtinguith theſe, and never lear 
Their once . foe: familiar - agg 
His ſcent, and ſtrong their appetite to kill, 
Again he flies, and with redoubled ſpeed 
Skims o'er the lawn; Kill the tenacious crew 
Hang on the track, aloud demand their prey, 
And 3 him many a league, If haply then 
Too far eſcap'd, and the gay courtly train 
Behind are caſt, the huntſman's clanging whip 
Stops full their bold career: paſſive they ſtand, 
Unmov'd, an humble and obſequious crowd, 
As if by ſtern Meduſa gaz d to ſlones. 

So at their general's voice whole armies halt 
In full purſuit, -and check their thirit of blood, 
Soon at the king's command, like haſty ſtreams 
Damm'd up awhile, they foam, and poor along 
With freſh recruiting might. The ſtag, who hop d 
His foes were loſt, now once more hears aſtunn d 
The dreadful din: he ſhivers ev'ry limb; 
He ſtarts, he bounds ; each buſh preſents a foe, 
Preſs'd by the freſh relay, no pauſe allow d, 
Breathlets and faint, he falters in his pace, 
And lifts his weary limbs with pain, that ſcarce 
Suſtain their load: he pants, he ſobs appall d; 
Drops down his heavy head to earth, beneath 
His cumbrous beams oppreſs'd. But if perchance 
Some prying eve ſurpriſe him, ſoon he rears 


With ill-diſſembled vigour, to amuſe 

The knowing foreſter, who inly ſmiles 

At his weak ſhifts and unavailing frauds. 

So midnight tapers waſte their laſt remains, 
Shine forth awhile, and as they blaze expire. 
From wood to wood redoubling thunders roll, 


Thickens amain, and loud triumphant ſhouts, 
And horns ſhrill warbling in each glade, prelude 


With hobbling gait and high, exerts amarz d 
What ſtrength is left: to the laſt dregs of life 
Reduc'd, his ſpirits fail, on ev'ry ſide 2 
Hemm'd in, beſieg'd; not the leaſt op ning let 
To gleaming hope, th'unhappy's laſt reſerve. 
or whither fly ? Deſpair 
Reſolv d to die, 
but ruſhes on his foes, 


And deals his deaths around; beneath his pry 
Theſe grovelling lie, thoſe by his antlers gor'd 
Defile th' enſanguin'd plain. 
He ſtands at bay againſt yon 


ſee ! diltrels'd 


Ah, 


knotty trunk, 


[ 


his front preſents is 


That covers yell his rear; 
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e noble train! 
An hoſt of foes O N Le Po your lives 
The rude encounters loo 
due alone. As now a ; 
Your country | finds his ſoul uprais'd 
They wing arouncs = he charges home 
To dare ſome great exploit; Ne cl 70 
wan the broken pack, that on each ſide 
| et 5 then as o'er the turf he trains, 
4 rents the cooling ſtream, and up the breeze 
Urges his courſe with eager violence; 
f the ſoil, and plunges in the flood 
— — down the mid ſtream he wafts 
Along, till (like a ſhip diſtreſs'd, that runs 
Into ſome winding creek) cloſe to the verge 
Ota ſmall iſland, for his weary feet . 
Sure anchorage » ** there — — d: 
i noſe alone above the wave draws 
1 vital air; all ee beneath the flood 
Conceal'd and loſt, deceives each prying eye 
Of man or brute. In vain the crowding pack 
Dau on the margin of the ſtream, or cut 
The liquid wave with oary feet, that move 
In equal time. The gliding waters leave 
No trace behind, and his contracted pores. 
But ſparingly perſpire : the huntſman ſtrains 
His lab' ring lungs, and puffs his cheeks in vain. 
At length a blood-hound bold, ſtudious to Kill, 
And exquiſite of ſenſe, winds him from far ; 
Headlong he leaps into the flood, his mouth 
Loud op ning ſpends amain, and his wide throat 
Sells ex'ry note with joy; then fearleſs dives 
Beneath the wave, hangs on his haunch, and wounds 
Th' unhappy brute, that flounders in the ſtream, 
Sorely diſtreſs'd, and firuggling ſtrives w _ 
The ſteepy ſhore, Haply once more eſcap d, 
Again he ſtands at bay, amid the groves 
Vt willows bending low their downy heads. 
Outrageous tranſport fires the greedy pack; 
Theſe twim the deep, and thoſe craw] up with pain 
The flipp'ry bank, while others on firm land 
Engage: the ſtag repels each bold aſſault, | 
Maintains his poſt, and wounds for wounds returns. 
As when ſome wily corſair boards a ſhip 
Full- freighted, or from Afric's golden coaſts 
Or India's wealthy ſtrand, his bloody crew 
Upon her deck he ſlings; theſe in the deep 
Drop ſhort, and ſwim to reach her ſteepy ſides, 
And clinging climb aloft, while thoſe on board 
Urge on the work of fate; the maſter bold, 
Preivd to his laſt retreat, bravely reſolves 
Tonk his wealth beneath the whelming wave, 
His wealth, lus foes, nor unreveng'd to die: 
- _ it with the ſtag; ſo he reſolves 
0 plunge at once into the flood below 
Hinfelf bis foes, in one deep gulph . | 
Ere yet he executes this dire intent, | 
In wild diſorder once more views the light; 
Beneath a weight of woe he groans diſtreſs'd, . 
\ The tears run trickling down his hairy checks: 
Weeps, nor weeps in vain. The king beholds 
- wretched plight, and tenderneſs innate 
p gn prom foul, : Toon es his COT 
ad, dhe dilappointed hungry pack 
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Precipita 


| 


[ 


RY 


| 


| Subſervient to his will, and for him made: 


{ As vainly preach), the teeming rav'nous brutes 
| Might fill the ſcanty ſpace of this terrene, 


| New blooming honours to the parent tree; 


| Whenfcather'd troops, their ſocial lcaguesdiffoly'd, 


ESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


So kind and fo beneficent to brutes * 

O Mercy, hcavenly born ! ſweet attribute ! 
Thou great, thou beſt, prerogative of pour! 
Juſtice may guard the throne; but, join d with thee, 
On rocks of adamant it ſtands ſecure, 

And braves the ſtorm 3 ſoon as thy ſmiles 
Gild the rough deep, the foaming waves ſubſide, 
And all the — wank links ay peace. 


| BOOK IV. 
THE ARGUMENT, | 
Of the neceſſity of defirozing ſome beaſts, and pre- 
' ferwing others jor the uſe of man. Of breeding 
of hounds; the ſeaſon for this buſineſs, The 
choice of the dog of great moment. Of the lit- 
ror of wheips. Of the number to be reared. Of 
ſetting them out to their ſeveral walks. Care 
to be taken to prevent their hunting too ſoon. Of 
entering the whelps, Of breaking them from 
running at ſheep. Of the diſeaſes of bounds. 
Of their age. Of madneſs : two ſorts of it de- 
ſcribed; the dumb, and outrageous, madneſs : its 
dreadful ect. Burning of the woundrecom- 
mended as preventing all ill conſequences. The 
infectious bounds to be ſeparated, and fed apart. 
The wanity of truſting to the many infallible 
cures for this malady. The diſmal effetts of the 
_ biting of a mad dog upon man deſcribed. De- 
ſcription of the otter hunting. The conclufion. 
WHATE'ER of carth is form'd to earth returns 
Diftolv'd : the various objects we behold, | 
Plants, animals, this whole material maſs, 
Are ever changing, ever new. The ſoul 
Of man alone, that particle divine, | 
Eſcapes the wreck of worlds, when all things fail : 
Hence great the diſtance 'twixt the beaſts that periſh 
And God's bright image, man's immortal race. 
The. brute creation are his property, 
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As hurtful theſe he kills, as uſeful thoſe 
Preſerves ; their fole and arbitrary king. 

| Should he nor kill (as crſt the Samian tage 
Taught unadvis'd, and Indian brachmans now 


Encumb'ring all the globe : ſhould not his care 
Improve lus growing ſtock, their kinds might fail; 
Man.might once more on roots and acorns feed, 
And thro' the deſarts range, ſhiv'ring, forlorn, 
Quite deſtitute of ev'ry ſolace dear, 
And ev'ry ſmiling gaicty of life. BY 
Ihe prudent huntſman therefore will ſupply 
With annual large recruits his broken pack, 
And propagate their kind. As from the root 
Freth ſcions {till ſpring forth and daily yield, 


Far ſhall his pack be fam'd, far ſought his breed; 
And princes at their tables feaſt thoſe hounds _ 
His hand preſents, an acceptable boon. 

Ere yet the fun thro the bright Ram has urg d 
His ſtecpy courſe, or mother Earth unbound 
Her frozen boſom to the weſtern gale; 


the leaflets clm 


Retire lubmiſs, and grumbling quit their prey. 
cer vio from thee what may thy ſubjects 
ope, ET tn op ha Shed 


| Select their mates, and on 
55 


a 
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The noiſy rook builds high her wicker neſt; . 
Mark well the wanton females of thy pack, 
'That curl their taper tails, and friſking court 
Their piebald mates enamour'd; their red eyes 
Flaſh fires impure; nor reſt nor food they take, 
Goaded by furious love. In ſeparate cells 
Confine them now, leſt bloody civil wars 
Annoy thy peaceful ſtate. If left at large, 

The growling rivals in dread battle join, 
And rude encounter; on Scamander's ſtream 
Heroes of old with far leſs fury fought 
For the bright Spartan dame, their valour's prize. 
Mangled and torn thy fav'rite hounds ſhall lic 
Stretch'd on the ground ; thy kennel ſhall appear 
A field of blood: like ſome unhappy town | 
In civil broils confus'd, while Ditcord ſhakes 
Her bloody ſcourge aloft, fierce parties rage, 
Staining their impious hands in mutual death; 
And ſtill the beft belov'd and braveſt fall: 

Such are the dire effects of lawleſs love. 

Huntſman ! theſe ills by timely prudent care 
Prevent : for ev'ry longing dame ſelect 
Some happy paramour ; to him alone 
In leagues connubial join. Confider well 
His lineage ; what his fathers did of old, 

Chiefs of the pack, and firſt to climb the rock, 

Or plunge into the deep, or thread the brake 

With thorns ſharp-poiated, plaſh'd, and briers 

inwoven. 1 | . 

Obſerve with care his ſhape, ſort, colour, ſize ; 

Nor will ſagacious huntſmen leſs regard 

His inward habits. The vain babbler ſhun, 
Ever loquacious, ever in the wrong : | 
His fooliſh offspring ſhall offend thy ears 
With falſe alarms and loud impertinence. 

Nor leſs the ſhifting cur avoid, that breaks 

Illuſive from the pack; to the next hedge 
Devious he ſtrays, there ev'ry mule he tries; 

If haply then he croſs the ſteaming ſcent, 

Away he flies vain-glorious, and exults 
As of the pack ſupreme, and in his ſpecd 
And ſtrength unrivall'd. Lo! caſt far behind 

| His vex'd aſſociates pant, and lab'ring ſtrain 

To climb the ſtcep aſcent. Soon as oy reach 

Th' inſulting boaſter, his falſe courage fails, 
Behind he lags, doom'd to the fatal nooſe, 

His maſter's hate, and ſcorn of all the field. 
What can from ſuch be hop'd but a baſe brood 
Of coward curs, a frantic, vagrant, race ? 

When now the third revolving moon appears, 
With ſharpen'd horns, above th' horizon's brink, 
Without Lucina's aid expect thy hopes 

Are 2 crown'd : ſhort pangs produce to light 
The ſmoking litter, crawling, helpleſs, blind; 
Nature their guide, they ſcek the pouting teat | 
That plenteous ſtreams. Soon as the tender dam 

Has form'd them with her tongue, with pleaſure 
The marks of their renown'd progenitors, | view 
Sure pledge of triumphs yet to come. All theſe 
$.l:& with joy; but to the mercileſs flood 
Expoſe the dwindling.refule, nor o'erload 
Th' indulgent mother, If thy heart relent, 

Unwilling to deſtroy, a nurſe provide, | 


And tv the fofter-parent. give the care 
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| Commit thy valued prize 


Boox if 


Of thy ſuperfluous brood ; ſhe'll cher U 

The alicn offspring; pleas'd t 

Her tendernels and hoſpitable love. a 

If frolic now and playful taey deſert 

Their gloomy cell, and on the verdant turf 

With nerves improv'd, purſue the mimic e 

Courſing around, unto thy choiceſt friends 

: the ruſtic 

Shall at thy kennel wait, and in 2 

| Receive thy growing hopes, with many a kiſz 
Careſs, and dignity their little charge 

With ſome great title, and reſounding name 

Of high import. But cautious here obſerve 

To check their youthful ardour ; nor permit 

The unexperienc'd younker, immature, 

Alone to range the woods, or haunt the brakes 


| Where dodging conies {port : his nerves unſtrung, 


And ſtrength unequal, the laborious chace 

Shall ftint his growth, and his raſh forward youth 

Contract ſuch vicious habits as thy care 

And late correction never ſhall reclaim. 5 
When to full ſtrength arriv'd, mature and bol, 


Conduct them to the field: not all at once; 


But, as thy cooler prudence ſhall direct, 
Select a few, and form them by degrees 

To ſtricter diſcipline. With theſe conſort 
The ſtanch and ſteady ſages of thy pack, 

By long experience vers'd in all the wiles 
And ſubtle doublings of the various chace. 
Eaſy the leſſon of tlie youthful train 

When inſtinct prompts, and when example guides 


If the too forward younker at the head 


Preſs boldly on in wanton ſportive mood, 
Correct his haſte, and let him feel abaſhd 


| The ruling whip ; but if he ſtoop behind 


In wary modeſt guiſe, to his own noſe | 
Contiding ſure, give him full ſcope to work 
His winding way, and with thy voice applaud 


| His patience and his care; ſoon ſhalt thou view 


The hopeful pupil leader of his tribe, 
And all the liſt'ning pack attend his call. 

Oft lead them forth where wanton lambkins pla, 
And bleating dams with jcalous eyes obſerve 
Their tender care. If at the crowding flock 
He bay preſumptuous, or with cager haſte 
Purſue them ſcatter'd o'er the verdant plain, 

In the foul fact attach'd, to the ſtrong ram 

Tie faſt the raſh offender. See ! at rſt 

His horn'd companion, fearful and amaz d, 
Shall drag him trembling o'er the rugged ground; 
Then, with his load fatigued, ſhall turn ahead, 
And with his curl'd hard front inceſſant peal | 
The panting wretch, till, breathleſs and aſtunn d, 
Stretch'd on the turf he lie. Then ſpare not thou 
The twining whip, but ply his bleeding ſides, 
Laſh after laſh ; and with thy threat ning voice, 
Harſh-echoing from the hills, inculcate lou 
His vile offence. Sooner ſhall trembling does, | 
Eſcap'd the hawk's ſharp talons, in mid air 


| Afail their dang'rous foe, than he once more 


Diſturb the peaceful flocks. In tender — 
Thus youth is train'd, as curious artiſts ben 
The taper pliant twig, or potters form 


| Their ſoft and ductile clay to various * 
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- -:.% enough to breed, but to preſerve 
— 22 N care. The ſtaunch old 


hounds, 5 
- 3 * 
Guides of thy pack, tho but in number few, 


Are yet of great account; ſhall oft untic 
The Gordian knot when reaſon at a ſtand 
Puzzling is loſt, and all thy art is Vain. 
O'er clogging fallows, 0 er dry Platter d _— , 
Oer floated meads, o er plains with flocks diſtain'd, 
Rank-ſcenting, theſe muſt lead the dubious way. 
As party-chicfs in ſenates who preſide . 
With pleaded reafon and with well-turn'd ſpeech 
Conduct the ſtaring multitude ; ſo thele 
Duckt the pack, who with joint cry approve, 
And loudly boaſt diſcoveries not their own, 

Unnumber d accidents and various ills 
Arend thy pack, hang hovering o'er their heads, 
And point the way that leads to Death's dark cave. 
Sor is their ſpan; few at the date atrive 
Of ancient Argus, in old Homer $ ſong 
$9 highly honour'd : kind, fagacious brute ! 
Not een Minerva's wiſdom could conccal 
Thy much-lov'd maſter from thy nicer ſenſe: 
Dving, his lord he own'd, view'd him all o'er 
With cager| eyes, then elos'd thoſe eyes well 

cas d. 

Of leffer ills the Muſe declines to ſing, 
Nur ſtocps ſo low; of theſe euch groom can tell 
The proper remedy, But, oh! what care, | 
What prudence, can prevent- madneſs, the worſt 
Of maladies ! Terrific peſt ! that blaſts 
The huntſinan's hopes, and defolation ſpreads 
Thro' all th' unpeopled kennel unreftrain'd, 
More fatal than th' envenom'd viper's bite, 
Or that Apulian ſpiders pois'nous ſting, 
Heal d by the pleaſing antidote of ſounds, | 
| WhenSirws reigns,and theſun's parching beams 
Bike the dry gaping ſurface, viſit thou, 
tach even and morn, with quick obſervant eve, 
Thy panting pack. If, in dark ſullen mood, 
The glouting hound refuſe his wonted meal, 
Retiring to ſome cloſe obſcure retreat, 
Gl my, diſconſolate, with ſpeed remove | 
The poor infecfious wretch, and in ſtrong chains 
Bind him ſuſpected. Thus that dire dilcale, 
Which art can t cure, wiſe caution may prevent. 
1 this neglected, ſoon expect a change, | 
hay al 3 frenzy . death; 
8 e dark receſs the ſenſeleſs brute 

adlx pining; deep melancholy 

mn, gp ory pero 
8 m IS N -Op ning Jaws 
N enom and infectious troth 

mn fall; and from his lungs, inflam'd, 
* 2mw Pons taint the ambient air, 

gba berdition; his dim eyes are glaz'd, 
X, 8 : oh 88 8 limbs 
Dan ele, dae abject he lc 
„ „ PRitichs,, benumb'd; till Death at laſt 


[5 - N 4 * . 4 
_ attends, and kindly brings relief. 
* it outrageous grown, behold, alas ! 
det more dreadful ſcene: 
n | i 
caden with 


Cuuuning he 


his Zlaring eyes 
fur 1 lik L {i CY - 

: y; lke ſome angry boar 
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His pointed briftles riſe; his tail incurv . 
He drops, and with harſh broken howlings rends 
The poiton-tainted air; with rough hoarſe voice 
Inceſſant bays, and ſauffs th' infectious breeze; 
This way and that he ſtares aghatt, and ſtarts 
At his own ſhade, jealous, as if he deem'd _ 
The world his foes. If haply t'ward the ſtream 
He caſt his roving eye, cold horror chills 
His foul; averſe he flies, trembling, appall'd 
Now frentic to the Kennel's utmoſt verge 
Raving he runs, and deals deſtruction round: 
The pack fly diverſe ; for whate*cr he meets 
Vengeful he bites, and ev'ry bite is death. | 

If now perchance, thro' the weak fence eſcap'd, 

Far up the wind he roves, with open mouth 
Inhales the cooling breeze, nor man nor beaſt 
He ſpares implacable. The hunter-horſe, 

Once kind affociate of his ſylvan toils | 
(Who haply now without the Kennel's mound 
Crops the rank mead, and liſt' ning hears with joy 
The checring cry that morn and eve ſalutes 
His raptur'd ſente), a wretched victim falls. 
Unhappy quadruped ! No more, alas ! 

Shall thy fond matter with his voice applaud 
Thy gentlencls, thy ſpeed ; or with his hand 
Stroke thy ſoft dappled fides, as he each day 
Viſits thy fall, well pleas d: no more ſhalt thou 
With ſprightly neighings to the winding horn, 
And the loud op'uing pack in concert join'd, 
Glad his proud heart; for, oh! the ſecret wound 
Rankling inflames ! he bites the ground, and dies! 
Hence to the village with pernicious haſte 
Baleful he beads his courſe : the village flies 
Alarm'd ; the tender mother in her arms 
Hugs cloſe the trembling babe; tile doors are 

barr'd, | 

And flying curs, by native inſtinct taught, 

Shun the contagious bane : the ruſtic bands 
Hurry to arms, the rude militia ſeize 
Whate'er at hand they find; clubs, forks, or guns, 
From ev'ry quarter charge the furious foe, 

In wild diforder and uncouth array [ gor'd, 
Till now with wounds on wounds oppreſs'd and 
At one ſhort pois'nous gaſp he breathes his laſt. 

Hence to the kennel, Muſe ! return, and view 

With heavy heart that hoſpital of woe, 

Where Horror ſtalks at large! infatiate Death. 
Sits growling o'er his prey; euch hour preſents 
A dift rent ſcene of ruin and diſtreſs. 

How bufv art thou, Fate! and how ſevere 

Thy pointed wiath! the dying and the dead 

Promiſcuous lie ; o'er theſe the living fight 

In one eternal broil, not conſcious why, 

Nor yet with whom. So drunkards in their cups 

Spare not their friends, while ſenſeleſs ſquabble 

reigns. 
Huntſman, it much behoves 

The perilous debate. 


thee to avoid 
Ah! rouſe up all 


Thy visilancc, and tread the treach rous ground 


With careful ſtep. Thy fires unquench'd * 
As erſt the veſtal flame; the pointed ſtee 

In the hot embers hide; and if ſurpris d 
Thou feel'ſt the deadly bite, quick urge it home 


Into the recent ſore, and cauterize 3 
Z | | | The 
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The wound: ſpare not thy fleſh, nor dread th'event : 

Vulcan ſhall fave when ZXſculapius fails. means 
Here ſhould the knowing Muſe recount the 

To ftop this growing plague: and here, alas ! 

Each hand preſents a for reign cure, and boaſts 

Infallibility; but boaſts in vain. ; 

On this depend—each to his fep'rate ſeat 

Confine, in fetters bound; give cach his meſs 

Apart, his range in open air; and then 

If deadly ſymptoms to thy grief appear, 

Devote the wretch, and let him greatly fall, 

A gen'rous victim for the public weal. | 
Sing, philotephic Mute ! the dire effects 

Of this contagious bite on hapleſs man. 

The ruſtic ſwains, by long tradition taught 

Of leachies old, as ſoon as they perceive 

The bite impreſs'd, to the fea-coaſts repair. 

Plung'd in the briny flood, th' unhappy youth 

Now journeys home ſecure, but foon ſhall wiſh 

The ſcas as yct had cover d him beneath 

The foaming ſurge full many a fathom deep. 

A fate more diſmal, and ſuperior ills, 

Hang oer his head devoted. When the moon, 

Cloſing her monthly round, returns again 

To glad the night, or when full-orb'd ſhe ſhines 

High in the vault of heaven, the lurking peſt 

Begins the dire aflault. The pois nous foam, 

Thro' tae deep wound inſtill'd with hoſtile rage, 

And all its fiery particles ſaline, 

Invades th' arterial fluid, whoſe red waves 

Tempeſtuous heave, and, their coheſion broke, 

Fermenting boil; inteſtine war entues, 

And order to confuſion turns embroil'd, 

No the diſtended veſſels fearce contain 

The wild uproar, but preſs cach weaker 

Unable to reſiſt: the tender brain 

And ſtomach ſuffer moſt : convuliions ſhake 

His trembling nerves, and wand ring pungent 

ains 

Pinch ſore the ſleepleſs wretch : his flutt'ring pulſe 

Oft intermits: pennve and fad, he mourns 

His cruel fate, and to his wecping friends 

Laments in vain : to hafty anger prone, 

Reſents each ſliglit offence, walks with quick ſtep, 

And wildly ſtares: at laſt with boundlets ſway 

The tyrant phrenzy reigns; for as the dog, 

Whoſe fatal bite convev'd th' infectious bane, 


part, 
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Raving he foams, and howls, and barks, and bites. 


Like agitations in his boiling blocd 

Preſent like ſpecics to his tronbled mund, 

His nature and his actions all canine, 

80 (as old Homer ſung) th' ultoctates wild 

Ot wand 'ring Ichacue, by Circe's charms | 
Toſwinetransform'd, ran grunting thro'thegrovcs, 
Dreadfu! example to a wicked world! 


See there diſtreſs d he lics parch'd up with thirſt, | 


But dares not drink; till now at laſt his foul 
Trembling eſcapes, her noifome dungeon leaves, 
And to tome purer region wings away. 

One labour yer remains, celeſtial Maid! 
Another ciemcnt demands thy ſong. 
No more o'er craggy ſtecps, thro coverts thick 
With pointed thorn, and briars intricate, 
Urge on with horn and voice the painful pack, 


/ 
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| But {kim with wanton wing th' irri 
Where v inding {treams amid the flower. mead 
Perpetual glide along, and undermine FOR 
The cavern'd banks, by the tenacious roots 
| Of hoary willows arch'd, gloomy retreat 

Of the bright ſcaly kind, where they at will 
On tlie grcen wat'ry reed, their paſture, graze; 
Suck the moiſt ſoit; or ſlumber at their eaſe, 
Rock'd by the reſtleſs brook that draus fy 
Its humid train, and laves their dark ten. 
Where rages not oppreſſion ? where, alas! 

Is Innocence ſecure ? Rapine and Spoil 
Faunte'en the loweſt deeps; ſeas have their ſhark: 
Rivers and ponds incloſe the rav'nous pike; 
He in his turn becomes a prey, on him 
Th! amphibious otter feaſts. Juſt is his fete 
Delerv'd: but tyrants know no bounds; nor 
That briſtle on his back, defend the perch 
From his wide greedy jaws; nor burniſh'd mail 
The yellow carp; nor all his arts can fave 

Th' inſinuating cel, that hides his head 
Beneath the ſlimy mud; nor yet eſcapes 
The crimton-ſpotted trout, che river's pride, 
And beauty of the ftream. Without remorſe 
This midnight pillager, ranging around, 
Infatiate, ſwallows ail. The owner monrns 
TI unpeopled rivuler, and gladly hears 
The huntfman's carly call, and Jecs with joy 
The jovial crew, that march upon its banks 

In gav parade, with bearded lances arm'd, 

I his ſubtle ſpoiler, ot the beaver kind, 

Far oft perhaps, where ancient alders ſhade 
The deep ſtill pool, within ſome hollow trunk 
Contrives his wicker couch, whence he ſurveys 
His long purlicu, lord of the ſtream, and all 
"The finny ſhoals his own. But you, brave youtts! 
Ditpute the felon's claim; try ev'ry root, 
And cv'ry recdy bank; encourage all 
The buſy ſpreading pack, that fearleſs plunge 
Into the Hleod, and croſs the rapid ſtream. 
Bid rocks and caves, and each reſounding ſhore, 
Proclaim your bold defiance; loudly ralic 
Each cheering voice, till diſtant hills repeat 
The triumphs of the vale. On the ſoft ſand 
Sce there his ſeal impreſs'd ! and on that bark 
Behold the glitt'ring ſpoils, halt-caten fiſh, - 
Scales, fins, and bones, the leavings of his fal. 
Ah! on that yielding ſag- bed, fee, once more 
His ſcat 1 view. Oer yon dank ruſhy mar 
The ily gooſe-footed prowler bends his courie, 
And ſeeks the diſtant ſhallows. Huntſman, bring 
Thu cager pack, and trail him to his couch. 
Haik! rhe loud peal begins, the clam rous 10%, 
The vallant chiding, loads the trembling an. 

Ye Nainds fair, who o'er theſe floods preſde, 

Raile up your dripplig heads above the wave, 
Aud hear our melodv. Th' harmonious notes 
Float with the ſtream, and ev'ry winding creck 
Ang hollow rock, that o'er the dimpling Hood 
Nods pendant, ſtill improve from ſhore to ſhore 
Our tweet reiterated joys. 


guous vale, 


ſpears, 
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W hat ſhouts! _ 
[What clamour loud! what gay heart-chcering 
| {uunds : = 7 
| Urge thro” the breathing braſs their may wo 
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\. 4.7 of Tritons glad with ſprightlier ſtrains | 
ports billows, when proud Neprune rides 
u triumph o'er the deep. How greedily . 
Tt 1 ſnuff the fiſhy ſteam that to each blade 
Nl. ſeenting clings! See how the morning 


dews ; 3 38 os 
fweep, that from their feet beſprinkling drop 
CL ad leave a track oblique behind 
ay y range ; then in the flood 


Now on firm land the : 
They plange tumultuous, or thro' reedy pools 


Puſtling they work their way * no holt eſcapes 

Their curious ſearch. M ith quick ſenſation now 

The fuming vapour ſtings 3 flutter their hearts, 

And joy redoubled burſts from ev'ry mouth 

In lozder ſymphonies. Yon hollow trunk, 

That with its hoary head incurv d falutcs 

The palling wave, muſt be the tyrant's fort, 

And dread abode. How theſe impatient climb, 

While others at the root inceſſant bay! 

They put him down. See, there he dives along ! 

Tr atcending bubbles mark his gloomy way. 

Quick fix the nets, and cut.off his retreat 

Inte the thelt ring deeps. Ah! there he vents ! 

The pack plunge headlong, and protended ſpears 

Menace deſtruction, while the troubled furge 

Indignant foams, and all the ſcaly Kind | 

Aﬀnghted hide their heads, Wild tumult reigns, 

And loud uproar, Ah! there once more he 
vents ! | 

dee tat bold hound has ſeizʒ d him; downthey ſink, 

Together loſt 5 but ſoon ſhall he repent 

Nis raſh aſſault. Sec! there eſcap'd he flies, 

Half.drown'd, and clambers up the ſlippery bank, 

Vihouze and blood diſtain'd. Of all the brutes, 

Whether by Nature form'd, or by long uſe, 

This artful diver beſt can bear the want 

Of vital air, Unequal is the fight | 

verenth the whelminig element; yet there 

Re hes not long, but reſpiration needs 

At proper intervals. Again he vents; 

Avain the crowd attack. That ſpcar has pierc'd 

Hi neck; the crimſon waves confeſs the wound. 

Fly dis the bearded lance, unwelcome gueſt, 

U bete er he flies; with him it ſinks beneath, 

Vi! him it mounts, ſure guide to ev'ry foe, 

Inly e groans, nor can his tender wound 

e me cold fixeam. Lo! to yon ſedgy bank 

He creeps ditcon{olare:; his num'rous foes | 

ond wm, hounds and men. Picrc'dthro' and 
thro”, ; Wh 

"7 panted {pears they lift him high in air; 

148 ad hangs, and grins, and bites in vain. 
g/d hos, ge e fe 
Rejoice S le „ dies, he dies! 
Ahr, e Kay tribes! and leaping dance 
| iberty | 


| re the wave, in fign of! 
8 ; the cruel tyrant is no more. 
* 55 lecure and bleſt, did not as vet 
_ gba Four own rapacious kind, : 

happy, if pe n ORR all his various wilcs. 
Y, LL "of 4 2 10 vour happy ſtate, 
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Nor Titian's lively tints, adorn our walls? 

Yet theſe the meaneſt of us may behold, 

And at another's coſt may feaſt at will 

Our wond'ring eyes: what can the owner more ? 
But vain, alas! is wealth not grac'd with pow'r. 
The flow'ry landſcape and the gilded dome, 
And viſtas op 'ning to the wearied eye, 

Thro' all his wide domain; the planted grove, 
The ſhrubby wildernefs, with its gay choir 

Of warbling birds, can't lull to ſoft repoſe 

TYY ambitions wretch, whole diſcontented foul 
Is harrow'd day and night: he mourns, he pines, 
Until his p:ince's favour makes him great. 

See, there he comes, th' exalted idol comes! 
The circie's form'd, and all his fawning flaves 
Devoutly bow to earth ; from ev'ry mouth 

The nauſeous flatt'ry flows, which he returns 
With promiſes that die as ſoon as born. 

Vile intercourſe! where Virtue has no place. 
Frown but the monarch, all his glories fade; 
He mingles with the throng, outcaſt, undone, 
The paycant of a day; without one friend 


| To ſoothe his tortur d mind; all, all are fied; 


For tho' they baſk'd in his meridian ray, 
The inſects vaniſh as his beams decline. 

Not ſuch our friends; for here no dark deſigny 
No wicked int'reſt, bribes the venal heart; 
But inclination to our boſoms leads, 
And weds them there for life ; our ſocial cups 
Smile as we ſmile ; open and unreſerv'd, 
We ſpeak our inmoſt ſouls; good-humour, mirth, 
Soft complaiſance, and wit from malice free, 
Smooth ev'ry brow, and glow on cv ry check, 

O happineis fincere! what wretch would groan 
Zencath the galling load of pow'r, or walk 
Upon the flipp'ry pavements of the great, 


Who thus could reign unenvied and ſecure * 


Ye guardian Pow rs, who make mankind your 
care, 5 

Give me to know wiſe Nature's hidden depths, 
Trace each myſterious cauſe, with judgment read 
Th' expended volume, and ſubmiſs adore 
That grear creative Will, who at a word 
Spoke forth the wondrous ſcene. But if my foul, 
To this groſs clay contin'd, flutters on carth 
With lets ambitious wing, unſkill'd to range 
rrom orb to orb, where Newton leads the way, 
And view with piercing cyes the grand machine, 
Worlds above worlds; ſubſervient to his voice 
Who, veil'd in clouded Majeſty, alone 


{ Gives light to all, bids the great ſyſtem move, 


And changeful ſeaſons in their turns advance, 


Unmov'd, unchang'd, himſelf; yet this at leaſt 


Grant me propitious -an ivglorious life 

Calm and ſerene, nor loſt in falſe purſuits 

Of wealth or honours; but enough to raiſe 

My drooping friends, preventing modeft want 

That darcs not a'k : and if, to crown my joys, 

Ye grant me health, that, ruddy in my cheeks, 

Blooms in my life's decline; fields, woods, and 
ſtrearas, | 


Each tow ring hill, each humble vale below, 


| Shall hear my cheering voice: my hounds ſhall 


' FP 
wiPles to ble | R 
am mark]. _ ona If no heroes frown wake... HE | 
Pedettals, nor Raphacl's works, i The lazy morn, and glad th horizon reund. 
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§ 46. Rural Sports; a Georgic. GAY. 
Inſcribed to Mr. POPE. 1713. 


« 4-Securi praelia ruris 
« Pandimus,” NEMESIAN, 
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£7 OU, who the ſweets of rural life have knowns 
Deſpiſe th ungrateful hurry of the town; 
In Windſor groves your eaſy hours employ, 
And, undiſturb'd, yourſelf and Muſe enjoy. 
Thames liſtens to thy ſtrains, and ſilent flows, 
And no rude wind through ruſtling oſiers blows; 
hne all his wond'ring nymphs around thee 
To hear the Syrens warble in thy fong. [ throng, 
But I, whone'er was bleſt by Fortune's hand, 
Nor brighten'd ploughſhares in paternal land, 
Long in the noiſy town have been immur'd, 
Reſpir'd its ſmoke, and all its cares endur'd ; 
Where news and politics divide mankind, 
And ſchemes of ſtate involve th' uncaſy mind; 
Faction embroils the world; and ev ry tongue 
Is mov'd by flatery, or with ſcandal hung: 
Friendthip, for {vIvan ſhades, the palace flies, 
Where ail muſt vield to int'reſt's dearer ties; 
Each rival Machiavel with envy burns, 
And honeſty fortakes them all by turns: 
While calumny upon cach party's thrown 5. 
Vhich both promote, and both alike dilown. 
Fatigued at laft, 2 calm retreat J choſe, 


And tootl'd my harats d mind with ſweet repoſe, ' 
Where fields, and ſhades, and the refreſhing | 


clime, 
Inſpire the ſylvan ſong, and prompt my rhyme. 


My Niue ſhall rove through flow ry meads and 


plains, 
And deck with rural ſports her native ſtrains; 
And the ſame road ambitioufly purſue, 
Frequented by the Mantuan {wain and you. 

Tis not thit rural ſports alone invite, 

But all the grateful country breathes delight 

Here blooming health exerts her gentle rcigu, 

And ſtrings the fnews of th' induſtrious {wain. 

Soon as the morning lark ſalutes the day, 
Through dewy fields I take my frequent wav, 

Where I behold the farmer's carly care 

In the revolving labours of the year. 

When the frelh Spring in all her ſtate is crown'd, 
Aud hugh lyxuriant graſs o'crfpreads the ground, 
T he labourer with a bendingt ſcythe is ſeen, 
Shaving the ſurface of the waving green 
Of all her native pride difrobes the land, 
And meads lays waſte before his ſweeping hand; 
While with the mounting ſur: the meadow glows, 
The fading herbage round he looſely throws: 
Put, if forne Hon portend a laſting ſhow'r, 
Th experienc'd twain foreices the coming hour; 
His ſun-burnt hands the ſcatt'ring fork fortake, 
And rud iv damſels plv the ſaving rake; 
In riſing hills the fragrant harveſt grows, 
And ipreads along the field in equal rows. 

Now when the height of heaven bright Phoebus 

gains, | 8 


Aud lev 


* 


„ 


el rays clenve wide the thirſty plains, 


2 2 : "is wv {} 1blifhes. * 
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When heifers ſcek the ſhade and cooling lake 
And in the middle path-way baſks the ſnake 
O lead me, guard me from the ſultry hours, 
Hide me, ye foreſts, in your cloſeſt bow'rs. 
Where the tall oak his ſpreading arms entwine 
And with the beech a mutual ſhade conducts 
here flows the murm ring brock, inviting dream 
Where bordering hazel overhanęs the ſtreams, 
** hole rolling current, wwdmg round and round 
With frequent falls makes all the wood refvand; 
Upon the, moſſy couch my limbs I caſt, X 
And een at noon the ſweets of evnivg taft, 
Here I peruſe the Mantuan's George ſtrain 
And learn the labours of Italian ſwains; f 
In cv'ry page I ſee new landſcapes riſe, 
And all Heſperia opens to my evcs; 
I wander o'er the various rural toil, 
And know the nature of cach diff rent ſoil: 
This waving neld is gilded o'er with corn, 
That ſpreading trees with bluſhing fruit ado; 
Here I tw vey the purple vintage grow, 
Climb round the poles, and rife in graceful rw; 
Now I bchold the ſteed curvet and bound, 
And paw with reſtleſs hoof the ſmoking ground; 
The dewlapp'd bull now chafes along rhe plan, 
While burning love ferments in ev'ry vein; 
Illis well -arm'd front againſt his rival aims, 
And by the dint of war his miftreſs claims: 
The careful inſcét 'midſt his works I view, 
Now from the fiow'rs exhauſt the fragrant den; 
With golden treafures load his little thig's, 
And ſtcer his diſtant journey through the lic; 
, Some againſt huttile drones: the hive defend; 
Others with {weets the waxen cells diſtend: 
Each in the toil his deſtin'd office bears, 
And in the little bulk a mighty foul appears. 
Yr when the ploughman teaves the taſk of der, 
And trudging homeward whiſtles on the voy; 
When the big-udder'd cows with patience s 
Waiting the ſtrokings of the damicl's and: 
Nowarblingcheers thewoods; the feather' dc 
To court kind flumbers, to the {prays rette; 
When no rude vale diſturbs the ſloping tres 
Nor aſpen leaves confels the gentlett bree: 
Engag d in thought, to Neptune s bounds Lax, 
To take my farewet of the parting 0 iv 5 
Far in the deep the fun his glory nies, 
A fircak of gold tlie ſen auc Ky diviches: 
The purple clouds their aniber lining. 
And edge d with flame rollo every ge „ 
Here penſive I behold the fading light, 
And Ger the diſtant billow Joſe my aht. 
Now Night in ſilent fate begins to Tilt, - 
And twinkling orbs beftrew tu ncloud) my 
Her borrow'd luſtre growing Cynthia lend | 
And on the main a glittering path Sue 
Millions of worlds hang m the {pacious a 12 
Which round their ſuns their annual circles We 
Sweet contemplation elevates my kenn 
While 1 ſurvey the works of Proidence. . 
O could the Muſe in lofrier ſtraius rcheatle 
The. glorious Author ot the vnircrte. 3 
\V ho reins the winds, gives the valt cen © 
And circumſeribes the floating worlds ner mer! 
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Beo l. DIDACTI C, 5 


My foul ſhould ovgrflow in ſongs of praiſe, 
And my Creator s name mpite my ll . 

As in ſucceſſive courſe the w , 
© circling pleaſures recreate the . 1 
When genial Spring a living warmth beſtows, 
And o'er the year her verdant mantle throws, 
No ſelling inundation hides the grounds, 

Pur cryſtal currents glide within their bounds ; 

The fiany brood their wonted haunts forſake, 

Float in the ſun, and kim along the lake: 

With frequent leap they range the thallow ſtreams, 

Their ſilver coats reflect the dazzling beams. 

Nou let the fiſherman his tolls prepare, 

And arm himſelf with ev ry Wat ry inare ; 

yi, hooks, his lines, peruſe with careful eye; 

Jocreaſe his rackle, and his rod re- tie. ; 
hen floating clouds their ſpongy fleeces drain, 

Trozbling the ſtreams with ſwift deſcending rain; 

zud waters, tumbling down the mountain's fide, 

Par the looſe foil into the ſwelling tide; 

Then, ſoon as vernal gales begin to riſe, 

gad drive the liquid burthen thro the ſkies, 

The Ger to the neighb'ring current ſpeeds, 

Whoſe rapid ſurface purls unknouwn to weeds : 

Upon a rifing border of the brook | 

He fits him down, and ties the treach'rous hook; 

V expectation cheers his eager thought, | 

His bofory glows with treafures yet uncaught ; 

Before his evcs a banquet fecms to ſtand, _ 

Where ev ry gueſt applauds his ſkilful hand. 

Far up the ſtream the twiſted hair he throws, 
Which down the murm'ring current gently flows; 
When, if or chance or hutger's pow rful ſway 
Directs the roving trout this fatal way, 

He greedily ſucks in the twining bait, 

And tugs and nibbles the faliacious meat : 

Now, happy fiſherman, now twitch the line! 
How thy rod bends ! behold, the prize 1s thine ! 
Cat wn the bank, he dies with gaſping pains, 
And tickling blood his filver mail diſtains. 

You muſt not ev'ry worm promiſcuous uſe ; 
Judgment will tell the proper bait to chooſe : 
Ie worm that draws a long immoderate fize 
The trout abhors, and the rank morſel flies; 
And, if too fmall, the naked fraud's in fight, 
Aud fear forbids, while hunger does invite. 
Thoſc bas will beſt reward the fiſher's pains, 

\ hoſe poliſh d tails a ſhining yellow ſtains : 
Cleanſe 2 from filth, to give a tempting. 
Sis, | 5 5 5 

eee ee 

A bean Ber belt, they ine they belt 
ed dies wipe their native ſoil. 

PSY er — bs lun diſplays his glorious beams, 


| 


vers flow with filver ſtreams, 
hen the deccit tlie ſcaly breed ſurvey 
— in the ſun, and look into the day: a 
u now a more delutve art muſt t "a 
nd tempt their hunger with the curious flv. 
o frame the little animal, provide © 
7 A ——_ that wait on female pride : 
ure uide thee; ſometimes golden wire 
the fly require ; | 


The ſhining bellies of 
thy tackle muſt not fail, 


he peacock's plumes 


And ev'ry fur promote the fiſher's art. 


ESCRIPTIVE, &. 341 


Each gaudy bird ſome ſlender tribute brings, 
And lends the growing inſect proper wings: 
Silks of all colours muſt their aid impart, 


So the gay lady, with expenfive care, 
Borrows the pride of land, of fea, and air; 
Furs, pearls, and plames, the glitt'ring thing 
diſplays, 
Dazzles our eves, and eaſy hearts betrays. 
Mark well the various ſeaſons of the year, 
How the ſucceeding inſect race appear; 
In tlus revolving moon one colour reigns, 
Which in the next the fickle trout diſdains. 
Oft have I fcen a ſkilful angler try 
The various colours of the treach'rous fly | 
"When he with fruitleſs pain has Kimm d the brook, 
And the coy fith rejccts the ſkipping hook, 
He ſhakes the boughs that on the margin grow, 
Which o'er the ſtream a waving foreft throw; 
When if an infect fall (his certain guide) 
He gently takes him from the whirling tide; 
Examines well his form with curious eyes, 
His gaudy veſt, his wings, his horns, and ſize; 
Then round his hook the choten fur he winds, 
And on the back a ſpeckled feather binds ; 
So juſt the colours ſhine through ev'ry part, 
That Nature ſeems again to live in Art, 
Jet not thy wary ſtep advance too near, 
While all thy hope hangs on a ſingle hair; 
The new-form'd inſect on. the water moves, 
The ſpeckled trout the curious ſnare approves z 
Upon the curling ſurface let it glide, 
With natural motion from thy hand ſupplicd, 
Againſt the fiream now gently let it play, 
Now 1n the rapid eddy roll away. | 
The ſcaly ſhoals float by, and, fciz'd with fear, 
Bchotd their fellows toſt in thinner air; 
Bur ſoon they leap, and catch the fwimming bait, 
Plunge on the hook, and ſhare an equal fare. 
When a brilk gale againſt the current blows, 
And all the wat'ry plain in wrinkles flows, 
Then let the fiſherman his art repcat, 
Where bubbling eddies favour the deceit. 
If an enormous talmon chance to ſpy 
The wanton crrors of the floating fly, 
He lifts his filyer gills above the flood, 
And greedily fucks in th' unfaithful food; 
Then downward plunges with the frandful prey, 
And bears with joy the little ſpoil away: 
Soon in ſmart pain he feels the dire miſtake, 
Laſhes the wave, and beats the foamy lake; 
With ſudden rage he now aloft appears, 
And in his eye convulſive anguiſh bears; 
And now again, impatient of the wound, 
He rolls and wreathes his ſhining bady round ; 
Then headlong thoots beneath the daſhing tide 
| The trembling fins the oiling wave divide. 
Now hope exalts the fiſher's beating heart; 
Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious art; 
He views the tumbling iſh with lor ging eyes, 
While the line ſtretches with th' unwieldy prize; 
Each motion humours with his ſteady hands, 
And one flight hair the mighty bulk commands: 
Till, tir'd at laſt, deſpoil'd of all his ſtrength, 
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9 tue dear purchale of the ſable's tail. 


| 


The game athwart the ſtream unfolds his length. 
ON | 8 Re: 
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He now with pleaſure views the gaſping prize 
Gnatk his ſharp teeth, and roll his blood-thot eyes; 
'Then draws him to the ſhore with artful care, 
And lifts his noftrils in the ſick'ning air: 

Upon the burthen'd ftream he floating lies, 
Stretches his quiv'ring fins, and gaſping dies. 

Weuld you preſerve a numerous finn race, 
Let your fierce dogs the rav'nous otter chace 
(Th' amphibious monſter ranges all the ſhores, 
Darts: thro' the waves, and ev'ry haunt explores): 
Or let the gin his roving ſteps betray, | 
And tave from hoſtile jaws the ſcaly prey. 

I never wander where the bord'ring reds 
O'erlook the muddy ſtream, wie tangling weeds 
Perplex the fiſher; I nor chooſe to bear 
Tue thievith nightly net, nor barbed ſpear; 

Nor drain I ponds, the golden carp to take; 
Nor trowle for pikes, ditpcoplers of tize lake; 
Around the ſtecl no tortur'd worm ſhall twine, 
No blood of living infect ftam my line. 

Let we, Iefs crucl, caſt the feather'd hook, 
With pliant rod, atawart tlie pebbled brock, 
Silent along tre mazy margin ſtray, 

And with the fur-wrovnght fly delude the prey. 


CANT O10, 


NOW, ſporting Muſe, draw in the flowing reins, 
Leave the clear ftreams awhile for ſunny plains, 
$::.0uld you the various arms and toils rehearſe, 
And all the iſherman adorn thy verſe; 
Should you the wide encircling net diſplay, 
And in its ſpacious. arch inclofe the ſea ; 
Then haul the plunging load upon the land, 
And with the foal and turbot hide the ſand; 
It would extend the growing theme too long, 
And tire the reader. with the wat'ry ſong. 
Ler the keen hunter from the chace refrain, 

Nor render all the ploughman's labour vain, _ 

hen Ceres pours our plenty from her horn, 
And clothes the ficlds with golden ears of corn, 
Now, now, ye reapers, to your taik repair, 
Haſte! fave the product of the bounteous year: 
To the wide-gatherivg hook long farrows vield, 
And riſing ſheaves extend through all the field. 

Yet, if for ſylvan ſports thy boſom glow, 

Let thy fleet grevhovad urge his flying for. 
With what delight the rapid courte J view ! 
TJiow does my eve the circling race purſue! 
He ſnaps deceitful! air with empty jaws; 
The ſubtle hare darts ſwift beneath his paws ; 
She flies, he ſtretehes; now with nimbic bound 
Eager he preſſes on, but overſhoots his ground; 
$12 turns; he winds, and foon regains the war, 
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ey. 
What 
What unboug!.t dainties heap the wholeſome 
board | 2 5 | 
Nor lets the ſpanicl, ſcilful to betray, 

Rewards the fouler with the feather'd prey. 
Hoon as the labouring horle, with ſwelling ves, 
Has fafely hous'd the farmer's doubtful gains, 
To ſweet repait th' unwary partridee flies, 
With joy amick the fearturd harveſt lies; 
Wand'ring in plenty, danger he forgets, 


Lor dreatls the flavity of cntzngling nets, 


4” 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| 


The flurt ring coveys 


When, midſt his ſong, 


Book Il, 
The ſubtle dog ſcoure with ſagacious noſe 
Along the field, and ſnuffs cach breeze that Www 
Againſt the wind he takes his prudent as, 
While the ſtrong gale direAs him to the Al 
Now the warm cent aſſures the covey * 8 
He treads with caution, and he points with f 
ear; 
Then (leſt ſome ſentry-fowl the fraud deſery. © 
And bid his tcllows from the danger fly) i 
Clole to the ground in expectation lies,” 
Till in the ſnare the fiutt'ring covey riſe, 
Soon as the bluſhing light begins to ſpread 
And glancing Phoebug gilds the mountains head, 
His early flight th' ill-fated partridge takes, 
And quits the friendly thelter of the brakes, 
Or, when the ſun caſts a declining ray, 
And drives his chariot down the weitern wa 
Let your oblequious ranger ſearch around, 
Where yellow ſtubble withers on the ground! 
Nor will the roving ſpy direct in vain, 
But num'rous coveys gratify thy pain, 
When the meridian fun coutratts the ſhade, 
And friking heifers ſeck the cooling glade; 
Or when the country flcats with ſudden rang, 
Or driving miſts deface the moiſten d plains; 


J. 


Un vain his roils th' unſkilful fowl:r tries, 


While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies, 
Nor miſt the ſporting verſe the gun forbcar, 

But what's the Fowler 's be the Muſc's care. 

Sec how the well-taug ht pointer leads the way! 


| The ſcent grows warm; he ſtops; he ſptings the 


prey; ; | 
ys from the ſtubble rife, 
And on ſwift wing divide the ſounding Kies; 
The ſcatt'ring lead purſues the certain ſight, 
And death in thunder overtakes their flight. 


Cool breathes the morning air, and Winter's aud 


Spreads wide her hay mantle o'er the land; 
Now to the cople thy leſſer ſpaniel take, 
Teach him to range the ditch, and force the brake; 
Not cloſeſt coverts can protect the game: 
Hark! the dog opens; take thy certain am. 
The woodcock flutters; how he wavy ring flies“ 
The wood reſounds: he wheels, he drops, he die 
The tow'ring hawk let future poets ting, 


Who terror bears upon his foaring wing: 


Let them on high the friglucd hern ſurvey, 
And lofty numbers paint their airy tray. 
Nor ball the mountain lark the Mule detain, 
That grects the morning with his early ſtrain; 
h the twinkling glats 
betrays, 
While from each angle flaſh the glancing rays: 
And in the ſun the tranſient colours blaze, 
Pride lures the little warbler from the {ke 
The li-hr-enamour'd bird delud: d dies. 
But ſtill the chace, a pl- ſing taſk, remains; 


2 * 
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The hound muſt open in thee rural ſtrains. 


Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 

And edyes caſtern clouds with roſy light, 

The healthy huntfman, with the Fheerfu! "_ 

Summons the dogs, and greets the dapp*- 
morn; ; 

The jocund thunder wakes ch'enliven d ng 

They rouſe from flecp, and anſwer ſounds le 


ſounds; Wide 


ook Il 
Wide thro' the 
Their bleeding 


furzy field their rout they take; 
boſoms force the wy brake : 

no game their ſmoking noſtrils trace, 
The ag hedge obſtruets their eager pace 
The diſtant mountains echo from afar, 
And hanging woods reſound the flying war: 
The tuneful noiſe the ſprightly courſer hears, 
Paws the green turf, and pricks his tremblingears; 
The ſacken d rein now gives him all his ſpecd, 
Back flies the rapid ground beneath the ſtced ; 
Hills, dales, and foretts, far behind remain, 
While the warm ſcent draws on the deep-mouth'd 


in. 
Where ſhall the trembling hare a ſhelter find ? 
Hark! death advances in each guſt of wind! 
Now ſtratagems and doubling wiles ſhe tries; 
Now circling turns, and now at large ſhe flies; 
Till, fpent at laſt, ſhe pants and heaves for breath, 
Then lays her down, and we: 's devouring death. 
But tay, advent'rous Muſe ! haſt thou the force 
To wind the twiſted horn, to guide the horſe? 
To keep thy ſeat unmov'd, haſt thou the {k11l, 
Oer the high gate, and down the headlong hill? 
(Canſt thou the ſtag's laborious chace direct, 
Or the ſtrong fox thro' all his arts detect? 
The theme demands a more experienc'd lay: 
Ye mighty hunters ! ſpare this weak cflay. 
0 happy plains, remote frem war's alarms, 
And all the ravages of hoſtile arms ! 
And happy ſhepherds, who, ſecure from fear, 
On open downs preſerve your fleecy care ! 
Whole ſpacious barns groan with inercaſing ſtore, 
And whirling fails disjoint the cracking floor! 
No barbarous ſoldier, bent on crucl ſpoil, 
Spreads deſolation o'er your fertile ſoil ; 
No trampling fteed lays waſte the ripen'd grain, 
Nor crackling fires devour the pronais d gam: 
No flaming beacons caſt their blaze afar, 
The dreadful ſignal of invaſive war: 
No trumpet's clangour wounds the mother's car, 
and calls the lover from his ſwooning fair. 
What happineſs the rural maid attcnds, 
In cheerful labour while cach dav the ſpends ! 
She gratefully receives what Heaven has ſent, 
Aud, rich in poverty, enjoys content 
uch happineſs, and ſuch unblemiſh'd fame, 
Ne'er glad the boſom of the courtly dame): 
dhe never feels the ſpleen's imagin'd pains, 
Nor melancholy ſtagnates in her veins ; 
dhe never loſes life in thoughtlek eaſe, 
Nor on the velvet couch invites diſeaſe; 
ler home- ſpun dreſs in ſimple neatnefs lics, 
And for no glaring equipage the ſichs: 
Her reputation, which is all her boaſt, 
In a malicious viſt ne'er was loſt 1 
No midniyht maſquerade her beauty wears, 
hu health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs. 
. es loft paffion in her boſom reign, 
N 1 er warms her happy ſwain : 
Nor oo wary her quiet ſtate controul, 
Vith © 8 0 jcalouly torments her ſoul; 
= 8 a ſecs her little race 
he fleecy u , and her {mall cottage 
; er buſy fingers cull, 
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| Their wontcd paſſport thro the gates of fame; 


And South-Sca treaſures arc not brought to light; 
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Thus flow her hours with conſtant peace of mind, 
Till age the lateſt thread of life unwind. 

Ye happy fields, unknown to noiſe and ſtrife, 
The kind rewarders of induftrious life; 
Ye ſhady woods, where once I us'd to rove, 
Alike indulgent to the Muſe and Love; 
Ye murm'ring ſtreams that in meanders roll, 
The tweet compoſers of the pentive foul ; 
Farewel the city calls me 2 your bow'rs: 
Farewel, amuſing thoughts, and peaceful hours! 


# 


$ 47. Love of Fame, the Univerſal Paſſion. 
| YoUuNGs 
SATIN I. 
To his Grace the Duke Dorſct. 


Tanto major Famae ſitis eft, quam 
virtuye, JUV., SAT, 80. 
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N AY verſe is Satire ; Dorſet, lend your car, % 
And patronize a Muſe you cannot fear; | 
To Poets ſacred is a Dorſet's name, 


It bribes the partial reader into praiſe, 
And throws a glory round the ſheltet'd lays 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can tice, 
And gives applauſe to B e, or to me. 
But you det: ine the miſtreſs we purſue; 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. 
Inſtructive Satire, true to virtue's cauſe, 
Thou ſhining ſupplement of public laws! 
When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our ſilence, and demand our rage; 
When purchas'd follies from cach diſtant land, 
Like arts, improve in Britain's ſkilful hand; 
When the law thews her teeth, but dares not bite, 


When churchmen ſcripture for the claſſics quit, 
Polite 'apoitates from God's grace to wit; 
When men grow great from their revenue ſpent, 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; 
When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 
| Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore 
To chafe our {plcen when themes like theſe in- 
creaſe, | 
Shall panegyric reign, and cenſure ceaſe ? 
Shall pocſy, like law, turn wrong to nght, 

And dedications waſh an Athiop white, 

Set up cach ſenſcleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, _ 
On whom praiſe ſhines as trophies on a poſt ? _ 
Shall funeral eloquence her colours fpread, 
And ſcatter rotes on the wealthy dead? 
Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 


Congreve, who crown'd with laurels fairly won, 


grace; 


N y ror bs » g 1 | 
m the ſpindle draw the length 'ning wool: | 


And fatirize with nothing but their praiſe ? 
Whytlumbers Pope, wholcads the tunefulftrain, 

| Nor hears that virtue which he loves, complain? 

| Donne, Dorict, Dryden, Rocheſter are dead, 
And guilt's chief foe in Addiſon is fled 


; Sits ſmiling at the goal while others run, 

| He will not write; and (more provoking ſtill! ), 

| Ye gods! he will not write, and Mævius will. 

|  Donlly diſtreſt, what author ſhall we find 

, Diſcrcetly daring and ſeverely kind, | 
2 4 | The 
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The courtly“ Roman's ſhining path to tread, 
Ard tharp!ly ſmile prevailing folly dead? 
Vil no ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 
And fave me, on the brivk, from writing ill! 


'Tho' vain the ſtrife, III firive my voice to raiſe: 


What will not men attempt for tacred praiſe ? 

The love of praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by art, 
Reigns, more or lefs, and glows in ev'ry heart: 
The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure 3 
The modeit thun it but to make it ſure. 

O'er gloves and fceptres now on thrones it ſwells, 
Now trims the midaight lamp in college cells, 
'Tis Tory, Whig; it plots, prays, preaches, 
phads; x 
Harangues in tenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades : 
Here, to S——e's humour makes a bold pretence; 
There, bolder aims at Paltncy's eloquence ; 
It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead. 
Nor ends with life; but nods in fable pluntcs, 
Adorns our hearie, and flatters on our tombs. 

Who is not proud? the pimp is proud to 1 
So many like himſelf in high degree: 

The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of pcevilh virtue, and the marriage-bed; 

And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims korn 
To ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty this they went: 
One way they look, another way they ſtrer; 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear; 
And when their fins they {ct fincercly down, 
They li find that their religion has beea one. 

Others with withful eyes on glory look, 
When they have got their picture tow'rds a book; 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy fign 28 
Meant to betray dull fots to wretched w ine. 

If at his title 1 had dropt his quill, 


'T miglit have paſs'd for a great genius ſtill; 
But T alas! (excuſc him, if you can) 


Is now a ſcribbler, who was once a man. 
Imperious ſome a clattic fame demand, 
For heaping vp with a laborious han 
A waggon-load of meanings Yor one word, 
While A's depos'd, and B with pomp reſtor d. 
Some for renown on {craps of learning dote, 
And think they grow immortal as they quete. 
"To patchwork learn'd quorations arerallied; 
Both ſtrive to make our poverty our. pride. 
On glaſs how witty is a noble Peer! 
Did ever diamond colt a man ſo dear; 
Polite diicaſes inake forme 1diots vain, 
Which, if unfortunatcly well, they faign. 
On dcath-beds fome in conmcious glory tie, 
Since of the doctor in the mode. they die; 
W hoſe wondrous {kill is, headtizun-l ke, to know 
For better pay to give a ſurer blow. | 
Of foily, vice, diſenſe, men proud we fee : 
And (ftranger e ſtil!) of blockheads flattery, 
Whole Prat duf.nmes; as if a fool thould mean 
By ſpitting oa your face to make it clean 


Nor is t enough ali hearts are {wol'n with pride, | But builds himfcit 


Her pow'r is miglity, as her realm is Wide, 


* Horace, 7 
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Book . 
What can ſhe not perform > The lov f 
Made bold Alp! ; his Cre yo ct on 
Lac phonſus his Creator blame 
Einpedocles hurl'd down the burning ſtee ? 
And (ſtronger fill ) made Alexander 2 
Nay it holds Delia from a ſecond bed . 
Tho' her lov'dlord has four half mon thsbeen dead. 
This paſſion with a pimple have J ſcen 
Retard a Cauſe, and give a-judge the ſplcen. 
By this inſpir'd (oh ne'er to be forgot!) 
Some lords nave learn'd to ſpell, and tome to Ener. 
[t makes Globoſe a ſpeaker in the houſe + "_ 
Ile hems—and' is deliver'd of his mouſe, 
It makes dear ſelf on well-bred tongues prevy! 
And I the little hero of cach tale. by 
Sick with the loveof fame, whatthrons: poui it 
Unpcople court, and leave the ſenate thin ! 
My growing ſubjec ſeems but juft begun, 
And, chariot-like, I kindlc as ] run, 
Aid me, great Hoyer ! with thy epic rules, 


To take a cataioguc of Britith tools. 


Satire! had I thy Dorſet's force divine, 

A knave or fool ſhould periſh in cach line; 

Tho' for the firſt all Weſtminſter ſheuld 
And for the laſt all Greſham iutercede. 
 Begin—who firſt the catalogue {}all grace? 

To quality belongs the higheft place.“ 

My lord comes forward; forward ter bim came! 

) e vulgar, at your peril give him room 

He ſtands for fame on his forcfathers fect, 

By heraldry proved valiant or diſerect. 

With what'a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the mem by three deicents let, wile | 


It yirrucs et bis noble hand vou crab. 
You bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave. 
len ſhould preis forward in fam es gloriausChace; 
SNobles look batkward, and fo lote the race. 
Let high birth triumph! what cau be mork 
great? . | 
Nothing hut merit in a low eſtate. 


Co Virtuc's humbleſt fon let none prefer 
Vice, tho' deſecnded from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like figures, pals fur high or bate, 
Slight or important, only by their pace ? 
Titles are marks of honeſt men and wite; 
The feol or knave that wears a title, less. 
They that on glorious anccftor's enlarge, 
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Produce their debt inſtcad of their discharge. 
Porſet, let thoſe who proudly hoatt their unc, 
Like vice, in worth hereditary ſnipe. 

Vain as falle vreatnels is, the Mate muſt own 
We want not fools to buy that Briſtel fone 
Mean ſons of Farth, who on a Suti Sca tide 
Of full muccets fwam into wealch avid pride, 

„ nock with a purſe of gold at Auſtis gate, 
And bes to be deſcended from the great. 

When men of infamy. to grandeur har, 
They light a torch to thew their thame thc more. 
Thole governments which curb not C\115, cable; 
And a rich knave 's a libel on our 1Ws- 

Bulus with folid glory will be crown d; 

He buys no phantom, no vain empty ſound, 
a name; and, to be great 
Sinks in a quarry an immenſe cKate 5 
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goor Il 3 
| andeur Chandos he'll outdo | 

ry thy taſte 1s not ” true. 

— ile i; finiſh'd, ev ry toil is pe , 

And full perfection is arri“ d at - 33 

When, lo Hany Lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 

V leaves ſtate rooms to ſtrangers and to duns. | 
2 who builds, and wants wherewith to 


£ 549 from which to run away. 
Provides a homo e fear | 
In Britain what is Many a or . * , 
put a diſcharge in full for an eſtate ? . | 
In ſmaller compaſs lies Pygmalion $ UNE 
Xa domes, but antique ſtatucs, are * _ | 
Not F—t—n'${clf more Parian charms as nown, 
Nor is good Pembroke more in love with Kone: 
The barliffs come (rude men, profanely bold 1 
and bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
« No, firs,” he cries; “ 11] fooner rot in jail ! 8 
dall Grecian arts be truck'd for Engliſh bail? 
dich heads might make their very buſtos laugh. 
His daughter ſtarves, but © Cleopatra s ſafe. 
Men overloaded with a large eftate Fes 
May ſpill their treafure in à nice concelt 3 
The rich may be polite ; but, oh ! "tis ſad 
To fv you're curious, when we ſwear you're 
mad. | 
By your revenue meaſure your expence, 
And to vour funds and acres join your ſenſe: 
No man is bleſt by accident or gueſs,” 
True wiſdom is the price of happineſs : 
Ye few without long diſcipline are ſage ; 
And our youth only lays up ſighs for age. 
But how, my Muſe, canit thou refuſe fo long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng 
Thy moſt inviting theme? The court affords 
Much food for ſatire; it abounds in lords. 
Wat lords are thoſe faluting with a grim ? 
One is juſt out, and one is lately in. 
* tow comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 
On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride?“ 
Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns thro all; 
Attends our glory, nor deferts our fall: 
Aim its home, it triumphs in high place, 
and frowns a haughty exile in diſgrace. 
me lords it bids admire their wands ſo white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviſh'd 
h light; | 
dome lords it bids refion, and turns their wands, 
Like Moſes', into ſerpents in their hands. 
[ ack ink, as divers, for renown! and boaſt 
Wirh pride inverted of their honours loſt: 
it agawft reaſon ſure tis equal fn 
10 boaſt of merely being out or in. 
| What numbers here, thro' odd ambition, ſtrive 
eem the moſt tranſported things alive! 
As if by joy deſert was underſtood, 
And all the fortunate were wile or good. 
Hence aching boſoms wear a viſase wav 
And tied ;rOans fre wan 6, LA 
Completely dress n the ball and play. 
hey takes chez _ N Monteuel, and grimace, 
heir ſmiles = al 2 * _ rn ore 
ut oF x niet nly part of what they wear, 
night with lady B=—'$ hair. 


* A famous ſtatue. 
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What bodily fatigue is half fo bad > 

With anxious care they labour to be glad. 
What numbers here would into Fame ad- 

vance, | 

Conſcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance ! 

The tavern, park, aſſembly, maſk, and play, 

Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day ! 

That wheel of fops ! that ſaunter of the town! 

Call it diverſion, and the pill goes down : 

Fools grin on fools ; and Stoic- like ſupport, 

Without one ſigh, the pleaſures of a- court. 

Courts can give nothing to the wiſe and good, 

But ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. 

High ſtations tumult, but not bliſs, create. 

None tlunk the great unhappy, but the great. 

Fools gaze and envy ; envy darts a ſting, 

Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king. 
I envy none their pageantry and ſhow z 

T envy none the gilding of their woe. 

Give me, indulgent gods! with mind ſerene, 


. 


And guiltleſs heart, to range the ſylvan ſcene, 
No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, | 

No well-bred hate, or ſervile grandeur there; 

There pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 

| The ſcene is raviſh'd, and the foul is bleſt; 

On ev ry thorn delightful wiſdom grows, 

In evry rill a ſweet inftruEtion flows: 

But ſome untaught o'erhear the whiſp'ring rill, 

In ſpite of ſacred leiſure blockhcads ſtill; 

| Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 

In her own native ſoil, the drawing room. 

The 'fquire is proud to fee his courſer ftrain, 
Or well-brearh'd bcagles ſweep along the plain. 
| Say, dear IIippolitus (whoſe drink is ale, 

W hoſe erudition is a Chriſtmas-tale, 

Whotfe miſtrefs is faluted with a ſmack, 

And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back), 
When thy fleck gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 

Is that thy praiſe ? let Ringwood's fame alone, 

| Juſt Ringwood leaves each animal his own; 
Nor envies when a gypſy you commit, 

And ſhake the clumſy bench with country wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull things have ſaid, 
And then aſk pardon for the jeſt you made. 
Here breatlie, my Muſe! and then thy taſk renew, 
Ten thouſand fools unſung are ſtill in view. 

' Fewer lay atheiſts made by church-debates ; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eſtates; 
Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 

Fewer grave lords to Scrcope diſcreetly bend; 
And fewer ſhocks a ſtateſman gives his friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein, | 
Who lulls the town in winter with his ſtrain, 
| At Bath in ſummer chants the reigning laſs, 
And ſweetly whiſtles as the waters paſs ? _ 

Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'cr her cup, 
That runs for ages without winding up? 

Is there whom his tenth Epic mounts to fame? 
Such, and ſuch only, might exhauſt my theme, 
Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad ; 

| For who can write ſo faſt as men run mad 3 


4 A famous taylor, | 
+ | SATIRE 


— 


Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flow ! 


From morn to night has Florio gazing ſtood, 


Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 


A friend of mind indulg'd this noble flame 
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SATIRE ill. 
To the Right Honourable the Earl of Scarborough. 


Tanto major Famae ſitis eſt, quam 
VieEutigauummna JUVs SAT. 10 


MY Muſe, proceed, and reach thy deftin'd end- 
Tho' toil and danger the bold taſk attend. 

Heroes and gods make other poems fine, 

Plain Satire calls for ſenſe in ev'ry line; 
Then, to what ſwarms thy faults I dare expoſe 
All friends to vice and folly are thy foes ; | 
When ſuch the foe, a war eternal wage, 

Tis moſt ill- nature to reprets thy rage; 

And if theſe ſtrains fore nobler Mule excite, 

III glory in the verſe I did not write. 

So weak are human kind by nature made, 
Or to ſuch weaknels by their vice betray'd, 
Almighty Vanity ! to thee they owe | 
Their zeſt of pleaſure, and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the fun, all colours doſt contain, 
Varying like rays of light on drops of rain; 

For ev'ry foul finds reatons to be proud, 
Tho' hifs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 

Warm in purſuit of foxes and renown, 
Hippolitus demands the Sylvan crown“; 

But Florio's fame, the product of a ſhow'r, 


Why tcems the carth? wliy melt the vernal ſkies * 
Muy ſhines the fun ? Jo make Paul Diack Þ rife. 


And wander'd how the gods could be fo good. 
What fazpe | what hue ! was ever vymph 10 fair? 
He doats! he dies! he too is roctcd there, 

O ſolid bliſs! which notlung can deſtroy 


In fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night, 
And wakes next day a moſt ingiorious wight ; 
The tulip's dead! Sce thy fair fifter's fate, 
OC and be kind cre tis too late. 
Nor are thoſe enemies I mention'd all; 
Beware, O Floriſt, thy ambition's fall. 
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Boox l. 


Wi j 
5 th what, O Cedrus ! is thy fancy ſmit 
e flow'r of learning, and the bloom of wit 
Thy gaudy ſhelves with crimſon bindin * 
ou Epictetus is a perfect beay 6 gow 
O ; 
_ fit for thee bound up in crimſon too, 
lit, and like them devoted to the v; 
Th ; e view 
y books are furniture. Methinks r 
1 ethinks 'tis hard 
nat Icience ſhould be purchas'd by the ard; 
And Tonſon, turn'd upholſterer, ſend Linn 
The gilded leather to fit up thy room 
It not to ſome peculiar end aflign'd 
Study's the ſpeci ifli + thin 
udy 5 the ſpecious trifling of the mind: 
Or is at beſt a {ſecondary aim, ; 
A chace tor ſport alone, and not for game ; 
4 y 
It io, ſure they who the mere volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 
On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at length that it reduc d his rent. 
His farms were flown ; when, lo! a ſale comes on 
A choice collection! What is to be donc! 
He ſells his laſt, for hie the whole will buy; 
Sells e'en his houſe, nay wants whereon to lie; 
So high the gen'rous ardour of the man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Oricntals ran, 
Jo make the purchaſe, he gives all his fore, 
Except one darling diamond that he wore ; 
For what a miſtreſs gave, tis death to pawn, 


| Yet when the terms were fix'd, and writings 


drawn, 

The ſight fo raviſh'd him, he gave the elerk 
Love's ſacred pledge, and fign'd them with his 
Unlearned men of books affume the care, mark, 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair, 

Not in his authors liverics alone 
Is Codrus' erudite ambition thewn. 
Editions various, at high prices bought, 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thought; 
And to tI1s coſt another mutt jucceed, 
To pay a ſage who ſays thut he can read, 
Who titles knows, and indexes has feen, 
But leaves to — What lies between ; 
Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud expence, 


A quaker ferv' d him, Adam was his name. 
To one lov'd tulip oft the maſter went, 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent; 
But came and mifs'd it one i-fued hour. 
He rag d! he roar'd—* What demon cropp d my 
flow'r? „ 
Serene quoth Adam, Lo! 'twas cruſh'd by me; 
« Fallen is the Baal to which thou buw dſt thy 
Knee.“ 5 4 

«But all men wantamuſement, and what crime 
In ſuch a Paradiſt to fool their time?“ 
None; but why proud of this? 'VoFame they ſoar. 
We grant they re idle, if thev'i aſs no more. 

We fmile at Floris; we deſpiſc their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy; 
But are thoſe witer whom we moſt admire, 
Survey with envy, and purſue with fire? 
What's he who fighs for wealth, or fame, or pow'r? 
Another Florio doating on a flow'r ! 
A ſhort-liv'd flow'r, and which has often ſprung 
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And humbly is contented with their ſenſe. 

O Lumley, whote accomplithments make good 
The promile of a long-illuſtrious blood 3 
In arts and manners eminently grac d, 
The ſtricten honour, and the fineſt taſte ! 
Accept this verſe; if Satire can ages 

With fo conſummate an humanity. 

But know, my Lord, if you refent the wrong, 
That on your candour ! ogbtrude my ſong; 
"Tis Satire's juſt revenge on that falr name, 
Which all their malice cannot make her theme. 
Buy your example would Hilario mend, 
How would it grace the talents of My friend, 
Who, with the charms of his ovn genms ſint, 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit. 
But time his fervent petulance may cool; 
For, though he is a wit, he is no fool. 
In time he'll learn to uſe, not waſte, his {enlc; 
Nor make a frailty of an excellencc. 
His briſk attack on blockhcads we thovld prizes 


From ſordid arts, as Florio's vut of dung. . 


* This refers to the firk Satire, 


| Were not his jeſt as flippant with the wilt 


+ The name of a tulip. Tl e 


Book II, | 
He ſpares nor friend Tor _—_— A 
Like dooms. day, al f ab ickling is unſafe ; 
What tho wit tickles ? tickling me iy 
Tf ſtil tis painful while it makes vs Su . 
Who, for the poor renown _ ogy 1 
Would leave a ſting within a brother's 90% 
Parts may be prais d, good-nature is ador d; 
Then draw your wit as ſeldom as your {word, 
And never on the weak 3 or you 1] appear 
A; there no hero, no great genius here. 
Az in ſmooth oil the razor beſt Is whet, 
6 wit is by politeneſs ſharpeſt et; 
Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen ; 
Poch pain us lcaft when exquiſitely Keen, 
The fame men give, is for the joy they find ; 
Dull is the jeſter, when the joke's unkind. 
vince Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a wit, 
To pay my compliment what place fo fit ? 
Wis moſt facetious letters came to hand, 
Which wy firſt Satire ſweetly reprimand. 
If that a juſt offence to Marcus gave, 
dir, Marcus, which art thou—a fool, or knave ? 
For all but ſuch with caution I forbore ; 
That thou waſt either, I ne'cr knew before. 
know thee now, both what thou art, and who; 
No maſk ſo good but Marcus muſt ſhine through; 
Falſe names are vain, thy lines their author tell, 
Thy beft concealment had been writing well; 
But thou a brave neglect of Fame haſt ſhewn, 
Of others fame, great genius ! and thy own, 
Write on unheeded, and this maxim know: 
The man who pardons, diſappoints his foe. 
In malice to proud wits, fome proudly lull 
Their peeviſh reafon, vain of being dull; 
When tame home-joke has ſtung their ſolemn ſouls, 
In vengeance they determine to be fools ;_ 
Thro' (pleen, that little nature gave, make leſs, 
Que zcalous in the ways of heavineſs; 
To lumps inanimate a fondneſs take, 
Ard dibnherit ſons that arc awake. | 
Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would ſpit, 
Moſt barbarouſly tell vou“ he's a wit.“ 
Toer negroes thus, to ſhew their burning ſpite 
To Cacodemons, {ay they're dev'liſh white. 
.. mpridius from the bottom of his breaſt 
Neuser one child, but triumphs in the reſt. 
Low juſt his grief! one carries in his head 
44 (ets proportion of the father's lead; 
my in danger, without ſpecial grace, 
Ti. 2 1 Juſtice ot the Peace. 
ary, ay" ot men a diamond ſcorn, 
Ir rf 6 uns for a grain of corn; 
Vho RELA n r ee. wight, 
White, arts by knowing black from 


ö * * 1 1 ö 


Oht his 11 Y : ; 
This bo. 1ght his thillings, pounds, and pence. 
3 1 iather craves a booby ſon, | 

ud dy eaven“ N * Gy - 
Wants : 7 5 bleſſing thinks himſelf undone. 
One le all Kinds are made to Fame a plea 
) 1 D to liſp, another not to fee; 
Wa ORE catches at your hand : 
Cc * 4 
ng ſo pretty born to {tand ? 
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Whilſt theſe what nature gave diſown thro' pride, 
Others affect what nature has denied; 

What nature has denied fools will purſue, 

As apes are ever walking upon two. 

Craſſus, a graceful ſage, our awe and ſport ! 
Supports grave forms, for forms the ſage ſupport; , 
He hems—and cries, with an important air, 

& If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair:“ 

Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true ; 

And adds, “ The learn'd delight in ſomething 
« new.” F 

Is't not cnough the blockhead ſcarce can read, 

But muſt he wiſely look, and gravely plead 2 

As far a formaliſt from wiſdom fits, 

In judging eyes, as libertines from wits. 

Nay, of true wildon_there too much may be, 

The gen'rous mind delights in being free; 

Your men of parts an over=care deſpiſe ; 

Dull rogues have nought to do but to be wiſe, 

Horace has ſaid-—and that decides the caſe— 

"Tis ſweet to trifle in a proper place. 

Yet ſubtle wights (fo blind are mortal men, 

Tho' Satire couch them with her keeneſt pen) 

For ever will hang out a ſolemn face, 

To put off nonſenſe with a better grace; 

As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 

IIluſtrious mark! where pins are to be ſold- 

What's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclin'd3 

The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 

A man of ſenſe can artifice diſdain, 

As men of wealth may venture to go plain 

And be this truth eternal ne er forgot 

Solemnity's a cover for a ſot. _ 

I find the fool, when I behold the ſcreen ; 

For 'tis the wiſe man's int'reſt to be ſeen. 

Hence, Scarborough, that openneſs of heart, 

And juſt diſdain for that peor mimic, art; 

Hence (manly praiſc !) that manner nobly free, 

Which all admirc, and I commend, in thee. 

With gen'rous ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 
Of court and town the noon-tide maſquerade, 
Where ſwarms of knavcs the vizor quite diſgrace, 
And hide ſecure behind a naked face 
Where nature's end of language 1s deciin'd, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
Where gen'rous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 
And he who trufts a brother is undone ! | 
My brother fwore it, therefore it is true; 

O ſtrange induction! and at court quite new. 

As well thou might'ſt aver, thou ſimple ſwain, 
& *Tis juſt, and therefore I my cauſe ſhall gain.“ 
With ſuch odd maxims to thy flocks retreat, 


Nor furniſh mirth for miniſters of ſtate. 


Some maſter ipirits far beyond the throng 
Refin'd in ill, more rightly bent on wrong, 
With exquiſite diſcernment play their game, 
More nice of conduct, and more fair of fame. 
The neatly injur'd thinks his thanks are due, 
Robb'd of his right, and good opinion too : 

Falſe honour, pride's firſt-born, this clan controuls, 
Who wiſely part with nothing but their ſouls. 
Albertus hugs himſelf in raviſh'd thought, 

To find a peerage is ſo cheaply bought. 


Theſe 
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Theſe all their care expend on outward ſhow 
For wealth and fame; for fame alone, the beau. 
Of late at White's was young Florello feen : 
How blank his look, how diſcompos'd his mien! 
So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign ! 

Sunk were his ſpirits, for his coat was plain, 

Next day his breaſt regain'd irs wonted peace, 
His health was mended with a filver lace. 

A curious artiſt, long inur'd to toils 
Of gentler fort, with combs and fragrant oils, 
Whether by chance or by ſome god in{pir'd, 
So touch'd his carls, his mighty foul was ſir'd. 
The well fwoln ties an equal homage claim, 
And either fl gulder has its ſhare of fame: 
His ſumptuous watch-caſe, tho' conceal d it lies, 
Like a good conſcience, folid joy ſupplies. | 
He only thinks himfelf (ſo far from vain) 
Stanhope in wit, in breeding Deloraine, 
Whene'er by feeming chance he throws his eve « 
On mirrors fluſhing with his Tvrian dye, d | 
With how ſublime a tranſport caps his heart! 
But fate ordains that deareſt friends muſt part. 
In active meaſures brought from France he 
wheels, 
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And triumphs conſcious of his learned heels. 

So have I ſcen, on tome bright ſummer's dap, 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gap, : 
Dance on the bank, as if infpir'd by fame, 

Fond of the pretty fellow in the ſtream. 

Moroſe is junk with ſhame whenc'er {urpcis'd 

In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd. 

No fubtunary chance his veſtments fear, 

X alucd, like leopards, as their ſpots appear, 

A fam'd ſurtout he wears which once was blue, 
And his foot twims in a capacious ſhoe. 

One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim 2) 
Levell'd her barbarous ncedle at his fame, 

Bur open force was vain z by night the went, 
And while he flept ſurpris'd the darling rent; 
Where vaww'd the frize is now become a doubt, 
And glory at one entrance quite thut out. 

He ſcorns Florello, and Floretlo him; 

This hates the fiithy c cature, that the prim. 
Thus in each other both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their ov n dear ſclves, with undiſcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim: 
The floven and the fopling are the taine. 
Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 
When party rage too warmly you purſue ; 
T'tten b th club nonſenſe and impetuous pride, | 
And folly jojas whom fentiments divide. | 
You vent vour ſpleen, as monkeys when they 
pals I HR | 
Scratch at the mimie-monkey in the glaſs, | 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both fides ſhall ſtand for fools alone. 
« Rut who art thou?” methinks Florello cries: 
« Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe #" 
Since finalleſt things can give our fins a twitch, - 
As croſſing ſtraus retard a paſſing witch, 
Fiorcl!o, ti.cu my monitor ſhall be; 
Fil conjure thus ſome protit out of thee. 


——— — 


—— — — 


* Milton, 


1 


Book 11, 


O thou, myſelf! abroad our counſe 


And, like i af nag; 
a, Uke Ill huſbands, take no care at home 


Come from thyſelf, and a by-ſtander 
With others eves thy own de; io 


n oo UW: Nnt los, 
And while their eils tho» det 4 TRE ES 
Conceive, hard taſk, that th, u art Wotan 
- . 4s * I 
Thou too art wounded With: the come 1 
And low! OT Fame Hes. tirob hin as 1 | 
And what wife means tr F {or 
K now. Roam A ity | ie 
1 IV $ j 41110 41706 1 GICUiSGIC j 11 Are 1 ? 
1s thy amen to. catipp tor 2 7 
Thou unambitions fl, at 18 e im 
This noom of life? The ſcafonz mend zz. 
415 1 : 14 1 1 e, 


And with a nimbler &; p the ſeaſons chace: 
” ally 5 
While I a moment name, a moment'; paſt; 
0 g g vg 
I'm ncarcr death in this verte than the lalt; 
W hart then is to be done? Be wiſe with pecd; 
; . , : , 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed; 
And what to tooltth as the chace of Fame 2 
How Lain the. prize! how impotent our aim 
For what are men he gralp at praiſe ſublime, 
zut bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, 
| nat rife and fall, and ſwell, and are no more, 
Born and forgut, ten thouſand in an hour. 
Should this verſe live, O Lumley! may it be 
A mommunt of gratitude to thee ; 
Wii early favour I mult own with ſhame, 
So long my patron, and ſo late my theme, 


S.A-1-1.K n. 
Te the Right Honcurabie Mr. Dodingta:. 


—n' major Fama. ft ct, quam 
Virtutis. JUV. oAT\, 10. 


LONG, Dodington, in debt, J long have fought 
To cafe rhe burden of my grateful thought; 
And now a poet's gratitude you ſee— | 
Grant him two favours, and he'll aſk for three, 
For whole the preſent glory or the gain 2 

You give protection, 1 a worthlefs ſtrain. 


| You love, and feel the poet's ſacred flame, 


And know the baſis of a ſolid fame; 

Tho? prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 

You read with all rhe malice of a friend; 

Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 

But, more to raife my verſe, conceal vour oun. 
An ill-tim'd modeſty! Turn ages o er, 

When wanted Britain bright examples more ? 

Her learning and her genius too decays, 

And dark and cold are her declining days; 

As if men now were of another call, 

They meanly live on alms of ages paſt. 

Men till are men, and they who boldly dare 

Shall triumph Oer the ſons of cold delpair; 

Or, if they f.il, they juſtly ſtill take place 

Of ſuch who run in debt for their diſgracc : 

Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 

and damn it with improvements of their ow". 

We bring ſome new materials, and what ; or 

News-caft with care, and in no borrow d mold; 


Late 


the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 
ſour critics vindicate the muſe. 
k ie long,” the critics cry: tis true; 
to take in fools like you; 
Shorten my labour, if its length 17 blame a 
For, grow but wife, you rob me 0 my game j 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
Rencunce their four legs, and ſtart up on two. 
Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nite 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, 
vii! ] enjoy (dread feaſt 1) the critic's rage, 
And with the fell deſtroyer teed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame 
Than thoſe who thunder in the critics name ? 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge 1n this, 
To fee what wretches gain the praile they mils, 
Balbutius, muffled in his fable cloak, 
Like an od Druid from his hollow oak, 
As ravens ſolemn, and as boding, crics, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unitics ! 
Ye doctors ſage, who thro' Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach. 
One judges as the weather dictates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 
Arother judges by a ſurer gage, | 
An author's principles or parentage ; 
Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 
The poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well: 
Another judges by the writer's look: 
Another judges, tor he bought the book : 
Some judge, their knack of judging wrong to keep: 
Some judge becauſe it is too ſoon to ſleep. 
Thus all will judge, and with one ſingle aim; 
Io gain themſelves, not give the writer, fame. 
The very beſt ambitiouſly adviſe, e 
Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wiſe. 
None are at leiſure others to reward; 
They ſcarce will damn but out of ſelf- regard. 
Critics on verſe, as ſquibs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ſtate; 
Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſeribbling fry 
Burn, hits, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink, and dic 
Rail on, my friends! what moremy verſe can crown 
Than Compron's ſmile, and vour obliging frown ? 
Not all on books their criticiſm waſte ; 
The genius of a diſh. fome juſtly taſte, ; 
nd cat their way to fame! with anxious thought 
The laimon is refas'd, the turbot bought. 4 
mpatient art rebukes the ſun's delay, 
And bids December yield the fruits of May. 
Their various cares in one great point combine 
The buſineſs, of their lives, that is to dine; 
Half of. their precious day they give the feaſt, a 
And to a Kind digeſtion f pare the reſt, 
Apicius, here, the taſter of thé town, 
eeds twice a-week, to ſettle their renown. 
"So ele worthics of the palate guard with carc 
e annals of their bills of fare; 
3 choice bocks their panegyrics read, 
1 * n that for hunger feed; 
uch bi the ws ub meer RIGA, | 
: "To gliry fs = to whom that man is meat. 
Rs ance a lying claim, 


Late times 
And from 

« Your Work 1 
And lengthens ſtill, 
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Their front ſupplics what their ambition lacks; 
They know a thouſand lords behind their backs 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, | 
When turn'd away, with a familiar leer; 

And Hervey's eyes, unmercifully keen, 

Have murder'd fops by whom ſhe ne'er was ſeen; 


| Niger adopts ſtray libels, wiſely prone 


To covet thame ſtill greater than his own 
Bathyllus in the winter of threeſcure 
Belyes his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abſence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, 
Learns to miſtake, nor knows his brother's name 
Has words and thoughts in nice diſorder ſet, 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 
Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns or blots, 
Men forge the patents that create them ſots. 

As love of plcaſure into pain betrays, 
So moſt grow infamous thro' love of praiſe. 
But whence for praiſc can ſuch an ardour riſe, 
When thoſe, who bring that incenſe, we deſpiſe ? 
For ſuch the vanity of great and ſmall, 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all, 

Nor can even Satire blame them, for 'tis true 
They moſt have ample cauſe for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain! doubtleſs thou waſt meant 
A nurſe of fools to ſtock the Continent. 
Tho' Phocbus and the Nine for exer mow, 
Rank follv undcrneath the ſcythe will grow 
The plenteous harveſt calls me forward ſtill, 


Till I ſurpaſs in length my lawyer's bill; 


A Welch deſcent, which well-paid heralds damn; 
Or, longer ſtill, a Dutchman's epigram. 

When cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen; 

In comes a coxcomb, and I write again, 

See! Tityrus with merriment polleſt, 

Is burſt with laughter ere he hears the jeſt ; 
What nccd he ſtay? for when the joke is o'er, 
His teeth will be no whiter than before. 

Is there of theſe, ye fair]! fo great a dcarth, 


That you need purchaſe monkeys for your mirth? 


Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admire; 
Of houſts ſome, nay, houſes that they hire; 
Some (perfect wifdom !) of a beauteous wife, 
And boaſt, like Corgelicrs, a ſcourge tor life. 

Sometimes thro' pride the ſexes changetheir airs; 
My lord has vapours, and my lady ſwears : 
Then (firanger ſtill !), on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady's Kind. 

To thew the ſtrength and infamy of pride, 


Ey all tis follow'd, and by all denied. 


| What numbers are there who at once purſue | 


| Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, too? 


Vincenna knows felf-praite betrays to ſhame, 


| And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame; 


Makes his approach in modeſty's diſguite 

To win applauſe, and takes it by ſurpriſe: 
„To err,“ ſays he, © in ſmall things, is my fate;“ 
You know vour anſwer—he's exact in great. 

«© My ſtyle,” fays he, © is rude, and fall of faults;“ 
But, oh what ſenſe! what cnergy of thoughts ! 
That he wants algebra he muſt confeſs, | 
But not a ſoul to give our arms iuccels. 

„ Ah! that's a hit indeed,” Vincenna cric 
But who in heat of blood was ever wife? 


* 
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deres of renown, and pilferers of fame! 
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« I own 'twas wrong, when thouſands call'd me 
| „ back, | 

„To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd attack 

All ſay 'twas madneſs, nor dare I deny; 

* Sure never fool fo well deſerv'd to dic.” 

Could this deceive in others, to be free, 

It ne'er, Vincenna, could deceive in thee, 

W hoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue 

So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 

Thou in one ſuit wilt thy revenue wear, 

And haunt the Court, without a proſpect there. 

Are theſe expedients for renown ? confeſs 

Thy little ſelf, that I may ſcorn thee leſs, 

Be wile, Vincenna, and the Court forſake; 
Our fortunes there nor thou nor I ſhall make. 
Even men of merit, cre their point they gain, 
In hardy ſervice make a long campaign ; 

Mott manfully beſiege the patron's gate, 

And, oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 

With painful art, and application warm, 

And take at laſt ſome little place by ſtorm; 

Enough to keep two ſhoes on Sunday clean, 

And ſtarve upon difercetly in Shire-lane, 

Already this thy fortune can afford, 

Then ſtarve without the tavour of my lord. 

Tis true, great fortunes tome great men counter; 

But often, even in doing right, they err: 

From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 

"They gtre, but think it toil to know to whom: 

The man that's neareſt, vawning they advance: 
"Tis iahumanity to bleſs by chance. | 

If merit fucs, and vrcatnets is ſo loth 

To break its downy trance, I pity both. 

I grant, at court, Philauder at his need 
(Thanks to his lovely wife!) finds friends indeed. 
Of cry charm and virtue the's poſſeſt. 
Philander! thou art exquiſitely bleſt, 

The public en ry!“ Now then, 'tis allow d, 
"Che man is found who may be juſtly proud. 
But, ſee! how ſickly is ambirion's rafte ! 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and loaths a feaſt. 
For, lo! Pllilander, of reproach afraid, 

In fecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 

Some nymphis {cell reputation, cthers buy, 
And love a market where the rates run high. 
Italian muſic's tweet, becauſe tis dear; 

Theor vanity 15 tickled, not their car; 
Their taſtes would leifen, if the prices fell, 


Ard Shakſpeare's wretched ſtuff do quite as well; 


Awav the diſenchanted fair would throng, 

And own that En«lifh is their mother-tongne. 
To fhew how much gur northern taFes refine, 

Imported ry mphs our pccreſſes ontthine; 2 

While tradiimen ſtarve, the: Homes are gay; 

Far gencrous lords had rather gre than pay. 

O laviſh land! for found art ſuch expence ? 
ut then ſhe ſaves it in her bills for ſenſe. 
Nuſic J paſſionateiy love, 'tis plain, 

Since for its ſake ſuch dramas I ſuſtain. 

An opera, like a pillory, may be ſaid 

To nail our cars down, but expoſe our head. 
Behold the maſquerade's fantaſtic ſcene! 

The legiflature join'd with Drurv-lane! 

Wehen Britain calls, th' embroider'd patriots run, 


Thou to his name haſt ſplendid t 


The world, where lucky throws to blockheadsta 
Knives know the game, and honett men pa) all 


And terve their country— ik the dance is done. 


Book it, 


Are we not then allowed to be alte wn 
Yes, doubtleſs, but firſt ſet your — rich 
Worth of politeneſs is the needful round; 2 
Where that is wantin Z; this can ne er be fo 
Triflers not even in trifles can excc} : 285 
Tis ſolid bodies only polim well, * 

Great, choſen prophet ! for theſe latter dar: 
To turn a willing world from righteous _ 10 
Well, Heideger, doſt thou thy maſter Weg 


Well has he ſeen his tervant ſhould no: ſtarve; 
» 


emp 21S 
In various forms of worthip ſeen Ly 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, thewn; 
And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue unknown 
Inferior off rings to thy god of vice | 
Are duly paid in tiddles, cards, and dice; 
Thy ſacrifice ſupreme an hundred maids! 
That ſolemn rite of midnight maſquerade | 

If maids the quite exhauſted town denies, 

An hundred head of cuckolds muſt office. 
Thou ſmil'ſt, well- pleas'd with the converted land 
To lee the fifty churches at a ſtaud. n 

And, that thy miniſter may never fail, 
But what thy hand has vlanted ſtill prevail, 
Of minor prophets a ſucceſſion ſure 
The propagation of thy zcal ſecure. 

Sce commons, pecrs, and miniſte.s of tate 
In ſolemn council met, and deep debate 
What godlike enterprize is taking birth 
Wnat wonder opens on th'expeciing earth ? 
Tis donc! with lau applauſe the council rings! 
Fix dis the fate of whores and fiddlefirings ! 

T ho' bold theſe truths, thou, Mulc, with truths 
like theſe, 

Wilt none offend whom tis a praiſe to pleaſe; 

Let others flatter to be flatter'd; tliou, 

Like putt tribunals, bend an awful bruw, 

How terrible it were to common ſenſe, 

To write a Satire which gave none offence! 

And, fince from life I take the draughts vou ſe, 

If men diſlike them, do they cenſure me: 

On then, my muſe ! and fools and knaves expoſe, 

And, fince thou canſt not make a friend, make fo. 

The fool and knave 'tis glorious to oftend, 

And z;diike an attempt the world to mend; 


| 
i 


How hard for real worth to gain its price! 
A man ſhall make his fortune in a rice, 
If bleſt with pliant tho? but ſlender {en{c, 
Feign'd modctty, and real impudence. 
A ſupple knee, ſmooth tongue, an ealy grace, 
A curſe within, a fmile upon his tace, 
A beauteous fifter, or convericnt wite, 
Are prizes in the lottery of life; 
Genius and virtue they will ſoon deteat, 
And lodge you in the boſom of the great. 

To merit, is but to provide a pain : 
From men's refuſing what you ought to gam. 
May, Dodington, this maxim fail iu vou, 
Whom my preiaging thoughts already view, 4 
By Walpolc's conduct fir'd, and fricndſhip g rae & 
Still higher in your prince's favour plac'd; 
And lending here thoſe awful councits ald, - 
which you abroad with ſuch ſuccets oO 1 5 


Book II. 
gear this from one 


What moſt we WI 
SAT IRE IV. | 
04 the Right Honourable Sir Spencer Complon. 


1 major Famae ſitis eſt, quam 


who holds your friendſhip dear; 
ſh, with eaſe we fancy ncar. 


ROUND ſome fair trec th' ambitious woodbine 


ows, f 
Andbreathes her ſweets on the ſupporting boughs : 
do ſweet the verſe, th' ambitious verſe, ſhould be 
(Ohperdon mine!) that hopes ſupport from thee 
Thee, Compton, born 0 er ſenates to preſide, 
Their dignity to raiſe, their councils guide 
Peep to diſcern, and widely to furvey, _ 

And kingdoms fates without ambition we'gh ; 
0f diſtant virtues nice extremes to blend, 

The crown's aflerter, and the people's friend. 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 

To liſten to the labours of the Muſe : 

Thy ſmiles protect her, while thy talents fire; 
And tis but half thy glory to inſpire. 

Vex'd at a public fame ſo juſtly won, 

The jealous Chremes is with ſpleen undone. 
Chremes, for airy penfions of renown, 

Devores his ſervice to the ſtate and crown; 

All ſchemes he knows, and knowing all improves ; 
Tho Britain's thankleſs, ſtill this patrit loves. 
But patriots differ: ſome may ſhed their blood, 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; 
Conſults tne ſacred ſteam, and there foreſces 
What ſtorms or ſunſhine Providence decrees ; 
Knows for each day the weather of our fate : 

A quidnunc is an almanac of ſtate. 

You ſmile, and think this ſtateſinan void of uſe. 
Why may not time his fecret worth produce? 
vince apes can roaſt the choice Caſtanian nar, 
dince ſteeds of genius arc expert at put, 
vince half the ſenate not content” can ſay, 

Geeſe nations ſave, and puppics plots betray. 

What makes him model realms and counſel 

An incapacity for ſmaller things. [ kings ? 

Poor Chremes can't conduct his own eſtate, | 

And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 
Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes' {kill, 

And boldly claims a province higher ſtil]. 

Toraiſe a name, th' ambitious boy has got 

At once a bible and a ſhoulder-Knot; 

Deep in the ſecret he looks thro” the whole, 

And pitics the dull rogue that ſaves his ſoul ; 
talk with rev rence you muſt take good heed 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the Creed. : 

Howe'er, well-bred, in public he complics 

Obliging triends alone with blaſphemies. f 
ecrage is poiſon, gooc ; 

o this diese, _ e e mad. 

aVE not attainders hin. 37 1 
And e ke _ _y my eg 
White the zun tbine Bl wy a ants 

hw es Blunt talks with wondrous 
But thunder mars ſmall 


beer, and weak diſcourſe 
| 7 CCUr Cs 
Such ulcful inſtrument ; | 


| ts the weather ſhew, 
FI mercury is high or low, 
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Patient of idleneſs beyond belief, 


Some for renown are ſingular and odd; 


| And bluſh if you ſurpriſe them iu the right; 


| Tho' wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe is ſhewa 


8 ly will irizzht you, E 


| His daughter's portion a rich ſhell enhances; 
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Health chiefly keeps an atheiſt in the dark; 
A fever argues better than a Clarke; 
Let but the logic in his pulle decay, 
The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray; 
While C mourns with an unfeigned zea 
Th' apoſtate youth who reaſon'd once fo well. 
C——, who makes ſo merry with the Creed, 
He almoſt thinks he diſbelieves indeed; 
But only thinks ſo: to give both their due, 
Satan and he believe and tremble too, 

Of ſome for glory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 
That they're the blackeſt ſcandal of their age. 
Narciſſus the "Tartarian club diſclaims ; 

Nay, a free-maſon with ſcme terror names. 
Omits no duty, nor can envy ſay . 
He miſs'd theſe many years the church or play: 
He makes no noiſe in parliament, tis true; | 
But pays his debt and viſit when tis due: 
His character and gloves are ever clean; 

And then, he can outbow the bowing dean! 
A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, T3 
Which equally the wiſe and worthleſs ſhares, 
In gay fatigues this moſt undaunted chief, 


Moſt charitably lends the town his face 
For ornament, in ev'ry public place; 
As ſure as cards he to th' aſſembly comes, 
And is the furniture of dr2wing-rooms. | 
When ombre calls, his hand and heart are free; 
And, join'd to two, he fails not—to make three, 
Narciſſus is the glory of his race 
For who docs nothing with a better grace? 
To deck my lift by nature were deſign'd 
Such ſhining e xpletives of human kind, 
Whowent, e thro' blank life they dream along, 
Senſe to be ight, and pation to be wrong. 
To counterpoite this hero of the mode, 


Wat other men diſlike is ſure to pleaſe, 
Cf all mankind, theſe dear antipodes ; 
T bro” pride, not malice, they run counter till ; 
And birth-days are tlicir days of drefling ill. 
Arbuthnot is a fool, and F a age, 
\ engage; | 
By nature ſtreams run backward, flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and $ x is the worſt of friends. 
They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 


If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 

A ſwan is white, or Queenſherry is fair. 
Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 

A fool in faſhion, but a fool that's out; 

His paſſion for abſurdity's fo ſtrong, 

He cannot bear a rival in the wrong. 


[n wearing others ſollies than your own. 

If what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 

Methinks you thould endeavour to be wiſe. 
But what in oddneis can be more ſublime 

Than 8 , the foremoſt toyman of his time? 

His nice ambition lics in curious fancics, 5 


And Aſhmole's beby-houſe is, in his view, 
Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru 
| | . How 
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How his eyes languith ! how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat which Joſeph never wore ! 
He thews on holidays a facred pin 
Thattouch'dtheruffthattouch'd queenBeſs's chin. 
Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
« Since the great plague that ſwept as many more, 
« Was ever ycar unbleſt as this?“ he'll cry; 
It has not brought us one new hutterfly!“ 
In times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd men as theſe, 
Unhappy I-——y ! how came you to pleaſe ? 
Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game; 
But, in effect, his chace is much the ſame, 
Warm in purſuit, he levees all the great, 
Staunch to the foot of title and citate, | 
Where'er their Lordſhips go, they never find 
Or Lico or their ſhadows lag behind : 
He ſets them ſure, wherc'er their lordſhips run; 
Cloſe at their clbows as a morning- dun; 
As if their grandeur by contagion wrought, 
And fame was, like a fever, to be caught: 
But, after ſeven years dance from place to place, 
The Dane is more familiar with his grace, 
- Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten pecr ? 
Or living pendant dangling at his car, 
For ever whiſp'ring ſecrets which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, thro' the town ? 
Who'd be a glaſs, with flatrcring grimace, 
Still to refleEt the temper of his face? 
Or happy pin to ſtick upon his ſleeve, 
When my lord's gracious, and vouchiſafes it leave ? 
Or cuſhion, when his heavinels ihall pleate 
To loll, or thump it for his better eaſe? 
Or a vile butt, for noon or night beſpoke, 
When the peer raſhly ſwears ne I] club his joke? 
Who'd ſhake with laughter tho? he could not find 
His lordſhip's jeſt? or, if his noſe broke wind, 
For bleſſings to the gods profoundly bow 
That can cry chimney-ſ{weep, or drive a plough ? 
With terms like theſe how mean the tribe that 
cloſe ! of, | 
Scarce meaner they who terms like theſe impoſe. 
But what's the tribe moſt likely to comply ? 
The men ot ink, or ancient authors lye; 
The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs auctions hold 
Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be fold. 
All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt 
With deatiilcſs fame, their everlaſting boaſt : 
For fame no cully makes fo much her jeſt, 
As her old conſtant ſpark, the hard profelt. 
4% Boyle ſhines in council, Mordaunt in the fight, 
« Pelham's magnificent—bur I can write; 
% And what's to my great ſoul like glory dear?” 
Till fome god whiſpers in his tingling ear, 
That fame's unwholcſome, taken withour meat ; 
And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is cat: 
Grown lean and wile, he curſes what he writ; 
And wiſhes all his wants were in his wit. 
Ah! what avails it, when his dinner's loſt, 
That his triumphant name adorns a poſt ? 
Or that his ſhining page (provoking fate!) 
Defends firloins which ſons of dulneſs cat? 


_ 


* A Daniſh Dog. 
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A proſtitute on every bulk in 
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| Not for the poor he has reliev 
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mpaſſion hears, 
ain from tears, 
han half. a- croun, 
l town, 
With other whores undone, tho' nor in print, 
Clubs credit for Genera in the Mint; wy 
e bards! whiy will you ſing tho' unin 
Ye bards ! why will you ſtarve to be adinir'd ; 
Defunct by Phœrbus“ laws, beyond redreſs : 
Why will your ſpectres haunt the frichted pres 
Bad metre, that excreſcence of the head, | 
Like hair, will ſprout altho' the poet's dead. 
All other trades demand; verſe-maker; begs 
A dedication is a wooden leg; * 
And barren I abco, the true muniper's rathion, 
Expoſes burrow d brats ti move compaſſion, 


What foe to verſe without com 
What cruel proſe- man can refr 
When the poor muſe, for laſs t 


ſpir d * 


Tho' ſuch myſelf, vile bards 1 diſcommend; 


Nay more, tho' gentle Damon is mv friend. 

5 Is't then a crime to write?“ If talente rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime 1s to forbear; 
For fome, tho' few, there are, large- minded mien, 
Who watch unſeen the Jabours of the pen, 
Who know the muſa's worth, and therefore court 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupp, 
Who ferve unaſk'd the leaft pretence to wit; 
My fole excuſe, alas! for having writ, 

Will Harcourt pardon, if I dare commend 


[ 
ite 


Harcourt, with zcal a patron and a friend? 
| Argyle true wit is ſtudious to reſtore ; 


And Dorſet ſmiles if Phabus ſmil'd before. 
Pembroke in years the long-loy'd arts admires, 
And Henrictta like a muſe infpires. 

But, ah! not inſpiration can obtain 
That Fame which poets languith for in vain. 
How mad their aim who thirſi for glory, fine 
To graſp what no man can poſlets ive! 
Fainc's a reverſion in which men take place 
(O late reverhon !) at their own deccale, 
This truth ſagacious Lintot knows ſo well, 
He ſtarves his authors, that their works may {ell 

That fame is wealth, fantaſtic pocts cry; 
That wealth is fame, another clan reply, 
Who know no guilt, no ſcandal, but in rays; 
And ſwell in juſt proportion to their bags. 
Nor only the low-born, deform d, and old, 
Think glory ucthing but the beams of gd; 
The firſt young lord which mn the Mall vou 

meet | 

Shall match the verie® hunks in Lombard-firet, 
From reſcucd candles ends who rais d a till 
And ſtarves to join a penny to a plum, 
A beardlefs miſer! tis a guilt unknown 
To former times, a ſcandal all our cn! 
Oft ardent lovers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich Caſtalio dies; 
Name but the fair, love ſwells into his ches. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down; 
No rival can prevail but —half-a- cron. 

He vlorics to late t 


imes to be convey'd, 
d, but made. 
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-,bition his great fathers fir d, 5 
ele half France expir'd. 
He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog, for gain; 
Nav, a dull ſheriff for his golden chain. 
{ Who'd be a flave ?” the gallant colonel cries, 
While love of glory ſparkles from his eyes. 
To dcathleſs tame hie loudly plcads his right; 
Juſt is his title, for I will not fight: 
All ſoldiers valcur, all divines have grace, 
As maids of honour beauty by their place. 
u when indulging on the laſt campaign, 
Wis lofty terms climb o'er tie s of ſlain, 
Heer s the foes he New, at cacti: vam word, 
A feet revenge, and nalf abtulves is ſword. 
Of bonding more than of a bomb aft aid, 
A foldier ſhould be modeſt as a maid: 
Fame is a bubble the reſerv'd enjoy, 
ho firive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy : 
'Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree; 
But if you pay yourſelf, the world is free. 
Werethereno tongue toſpeak them bur his own, 
Auguſtus' deeds in arms had ne'cr been known; 
Auguſtus' deeds! if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
Suck is the prince's worth of whom J ſpeak, 
The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake. 


SATIRE V. 
On Women. 


o faireſt cf creation ! laſt and bet . 
Of all God's works; Creature in whom excelb'd 
Whatever can to ſight or thought be form'd, 
Holy, divine, gvod, amiable, or ſweet ! 
How art thou loſt! | MILTON, 

NOR reigns ambition in bold man alone; 
Soft female hearts the rude invader own. 
But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things 
Than routing armies, and dethroning kings. 
Arerd, and you diſcern it, in the fair, 
Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair; 

Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye; 

Vr iu full joy elaborate a High. | 

15 tank their faults for ſuch a fruitful theme. 
: theme, fair =—-! doubly kind to me, 

_ latirieing thoſe is praiſing thee ; 

0 wouldft not bear, too modeſtly refin'd, 

panegyric of à groſſer Kind. 


Britannia's dau chters, much more fair than nice, 


00 fond of admiration, loſe their price; 
Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight 
8 tarongs, and tarniſh to the ſated fight. 
A unreſery'd and beauteous as the fun, 
Alen 155 gn of vanity they run; 5 
3 wag parks coarſe feaſts in city halls, 
Fells, Beg) trials, plays, committees, balls, 
1 DUULAMS, 
A ern caves, and lions dens, 
8 c 3 Bridewells, drawing- rooms, 
8 * Wen. coronations, tombs, , 
8 = 8 puppet-ſhows, reviews, 
Clarin Fed 294 hora (ſtill ſtranger!) pews. 
Weld om burns, but burns for Fame; 
5 vanquiſh'd in a nobler flame; 


nN * , , | 
The ſex we honour, tho' their faults we blame; 


executions, Smithfield ſcenes, 


-DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


* 


— 


Of guilt-avenging ills, ro man belong; 
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Warm gleams of hope ſhe now d iſpenſes; then, 
Like April ſuns, dives into clouds again, 


| With all her luſtre now her lover warms; 


Then, out of oſteutation, hides her cii4rms. 

'Tis next har pleaſure ſweetly o complain, 

And to be taken wit!, a ſudden pain; 

Then ſhe ſtacts up all ecſtaty and lis, 

And is, {wreet ſoul ! juſt as fincere in this. 

Ch how face tolls har charming eyes in ite! 

Ind looks delight ully with all her nig..t! 

ut like our heroes, much more brave than wiſe, 

She conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 
Zara reſembles Ætna crown'd with ſnows; 

Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows. 

Twice ere the ſun deſcends, with ton! inipir'd, 

From the vain converſe of the world retir'd, 

dhe reads the pſalms and chapters for the day 

In—Cleopatra, or the laſt new play. 

Thus gloomy Zara with a ſolemn grace 

Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face. 
Nor far beneath her in renown 1s ſhe 

Who, thro' good breeding, is ill company; 

Whoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſe, 

Who thinks you are unhappy when at peace; 

To find you news who rarks her ſubtle head, 

And vows—that her great grandfather is dead. 
A dearth of words a woman need not fear; 

But tis a taſk indeed to Icarn—to hear. | 

In that the ſkill of converſation lies: 

That ſhews or makes you both polue and wiſe, 
Xantippecrics, © Let nymphswho noughtcan lay 

& Be loſt in filence, and reſign the day, 

„And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs 

„ By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs.“ 

Thro' virtue, the refuſes to comply 

With all the dictates of humanity ; 

Thro' wiſdom, ſhe refuſes to ſubmit FR 

To wiſdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit. 

Then, her unblemiſh'd honour to maintain, 

Rejects her huſband's kindneſs with diſdain. 

But, if by chance an ill- adapted word 

Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 

Her darling china in a whirlwind ſent, 

Juſt intimates the lady's diſcontent. TD 
Wine may indeed excite the meekeſt dame; 

But keen Xantippe, ſcorning borrow'd flame, 

Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 

Oer cooling gruel and compoſing tea 

Nor reſts by night; but, more ſincere than nice, 

She ſhakes the curtains with her kind advice. 

Doubly like Echo, ſound is her delight, 

And the laſt word is her eternal right. | 

Is 't not enough plagues, wars, and faimines riſe 

To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be wife ? 

Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber'd throng 


What black, what ceaſeleſs cares be ſiege our ſtate ! 
What ſtrokes we feel from fancy and from fate! 
If fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow; 

We make misfortune, ſuicides in woe. 


Superfluous aid! unneceſiary ſkill! 
Is nature backward to torment or kill? 


How oft the noon, how oft the midnight bell, 


(Thar iron tongue of death!) with ſolemn * | 
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On folly's errands as we vainly roam, 

Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from 
home 

Men drop ſo faſt, ere life's mid ſtage we tread, 

Few know ſo many fricnds alive as dead. 

Yet, as immortal, in our uphill chace 

We preſs coy fortune with unilacken'd pace; 

Our ardent labours for the toys we ſeck 

Join night to day, and Sunday to the weck. 

Our very joys are anxious, and expire 

Between ſatiety and fierce deſire. 

Now what reward for all this grief and toil ? 

But one—a female friend's endearing {mile ; 

A tender ſmile, our ſorrow's only balm, 

And, in life's tempeſt, the ſad ſailor's calm. 

How have I ſeen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perſuaſion in her eye; 
Victorious tenderneſs ! it all o'ercame ; 
Huſbands look'd mild, and ſavages grew tame, 
The ſylvan race our active nymphs purſue ; 
Man is not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete, 
There Maſter Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate; 
While fair Mits Charles to toilets is coniin'd, 
Nor raſhly tempts the barb'rous fun and wind. 
Some nymphs affect a more heroic breed, 

And vault from hunters to the manag'd ſteed; 
Command his prancings with a martial air 
And Fobert has the forming of the fair. 

More than one ſteed muſt Delia's empire feel, 
Who fits triumphant o'er the flying wheel; 
And, as ſhe guides it tliro' th' adnuring throng, 
With what an air ſhe ſmacks the filken thong! 
Graceful as John the moderates the reins, 

And whiſtles {wect her diuretic ſtrains. 
Seſoſtris-like, ſuch charioteers as theſe 
May drive fix harneſs'd monarchs, if they pleaſe. 


They drive, row, run, with love of glory ſmit; 


Leap, ſwim, ſhoot- fly ing, and pronounce on wit. 

_- O'er the belles lettres lovely Daphne reigns, 

Again the god Apollo wears her chains. 

With legs toſs'd high on her ſophee ſhe fits, 

Vouchſafing audience to contending wits z 

Of cach performance ſhe's the final reſt; 

One act read o'er, ſhe propheſics the reſt ; 

And then pronouncing with deciſive air, 

Fully convinces all the town—ſhe's fair. 

Had lovely Daphne Hecateſſa's face, 

How would her elegance of taſte decreaſe ! 

Scme ladies judgment in their features lies, 

And all their genius ſparkles from their eyes. 
Bur hold, ſhe cries, iampobner! have a care: 

Muſt | want common ſenſe becauſe I'm fair ? 

Oh no! ſee Stella: her eyes. ihine as bright 

As if her tongue was never in the right; 

And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! 

She ſecms inſpir' d, and can herſelf inſpire. 

How then (if malice ruPd not all the fair) 

Could Daphne publiſh, and could ſhe forbear ? 

We grant that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 

Nor.is t a fanttion for impertinence. | 
Sempronia lik'd her man, and well ſhe might, 

Tic youll in perion and in parts was bright; 


+ Lap -dog. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


: 2 . 83 " s: ab He 
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Poſſeſt of ev'ry virtue, prace, and art, 
That claims juſt empire ver the female heart 
He met her paiſion, all her fig!:s return d, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour durn 
Large his poſſciſions, and beyond her own: 
Their bliſs the theme and envy of the town | 
The day w as fix d; when, with one acre more 
In ſtept detorm'd, debauch'd, diſeas'd cthreclcre 
The fatal ſequel I thro' ſhame forber: 
Of pride and av Tice who can cure the fair 
Man $ rich with little, were his judgment true; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; 
Thoſe few wants anſwer'd bring ſincere delis! 
But fools create themſelves new appetites, 7 
Fancy and pride ſcck things at vait expence, 
Which relith nor to reaſon nor to ſenſe, 
When ſurfeit or unthankfulnefs deſtroxs, 
In nature's narrow ſphere, our ſolid joys, 
In fancy's airy land of noiſe and ſhow, 
here novght but dreams, no real pleaſures grow, 
Like cats in air pumps, to ſubſiſt we ftrive 
On joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 
Lemira's ſick, make haſte, the doctor call: 
He comes; but where's his patient? At the ball. 
The doctor ſtares, her woman curt'fies low, 
And crics, © My lady, Sir, is always fo. 
„Diverſions put her maladics to flight; 
£« True, ſhe can't ſtand, but ſhe can cance al! night. 
I've known my lady (for the loves a tune) 
For fevers take an opera in June; 
And tho'perhaps you'll think the practice bold, 
A midnight park is ſov'reign for a cold. 
“ With colics, breakfaſts of green fruit agree, 
With indigeſtions, ſupper juſt at three,” 
A ftrange alternative! replies Sir Hans; 
Muſt women have a doctor, or a dance ? 
Tho' ſick to death, abroad they ſafely roam; 
But droop and die, in perfect health, at home. 
For want—but not of health—arc ladies ill; 
And tickets cure beyond the doctor's pill. 
Alas! mv heart, how languiſhingly fair, 
Yon lady lolls! with what a tender ait! 
Pale as a young drainatic author, when 
O'er darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 
Is her Lord angry, or has Viay © clud? 
Dead is her father, or the maik forbid ? 3 
Late ſitting up has turn d her roſes white. 
Why went the not to bed? “ Becaule. Was 
night.” | | 0 3 ? __ 
Did ſhethen dance or play ? © Nor this, nor that. 
Well, niglit ſoon fteals away in plating cus 


ts, 


Then Lady Cynthia, miſtreſs of the 


« Than be that wreteli to ſlcep till 2 role. 
made, 


Goes, with the faſhionable owls, to bed. 5 
This her pride covets, this her health denies; 
Her foul is ſilly, but her body s M,; 
Others with curious arts dum charms revives 
And triumph in the bloom of fifty-Une. 
You in the morning a fair nymph nne 
To keep her word a brown one come? ola j 
Next day ſhe fhines in gloſſy black, and the 
(Revolves into her native red again. 


Like 
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ove's neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient charms, 


— 2 dear * in 3 N 
But one admirer has the painted , 
| but in her looking-glaſs. 
Nor finds that one r eee. 
Yet Laura's beautiful to ſuc : bs ley: 
That all her art ſcarce makes her pleaſe the leſs: 
To deck the female cheek He = 3 
Who paints leſs fair 7. e- the — OR 
How gay they ſmile uch c ings — po ny, 
O erſtock d mankind enjoy but hal : er ſtores; 
In diſtant wilds, by human eyes un _ 
She rears her flow 's, and ſpreads her velvet green. 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely defart trace, 
And waſte their muſic on the ſavage race. 
Is Nature then a niggard of her bliſs? : 
Repine we guiltleſs in a world like this 1 : 
Put our lewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 
And painted art's deprav d allurements chooſe. 
Such Fulvia's paſſion for the town; freſh air 
(An odd effect!) gives vapours to the fair: 
Green fields, and ſhady groves, and cryſtal ſprings, 
And larks and nightingales, are odious things : 
hut molke, and duſt, and noiſe, and crowds, del iglit; 
And to be preſt to death, tranſports her quite. 
Where filver riv'lets play thro' flow ry meads. 
And woodbines give their ſweets, and limes their 
ſhades, £1: | 
Black kennels” abſent odours ſhe regrets, 
And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets, 
I; formy life preferr'd to the ſerene ? 
Or is the public to the private ſcene ? 
Retir'd, we tread a ſmooth and open way; 
Thro' briers and brambles, in the world we ſtray, 
Stif oppoſition, and perplex'd debate, 
And thorny care, and rank and ſtinging hate, 
Which choak our paſſage, our career controul, 
And wound the firmeſt temper of the ſoul. 
0 facred folitude, divine retreat! | 
Choice of the prudent, envy of the great! 
Br thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We cpurt fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial maid: 
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace 
Strangers on earth!) are Innocence and Peace. 
hace, from the ways of men laid ſafe aſhore, 
We nale to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar ; 
There,hleſt with health, with buſineſs unperplex'd, 
This ite we reliſh, and enſure the next ; | 
are tog the Muſes ſport; theſe numbers free, 
Picrian Eaſtbury! I owe to thee. © 
here ſport the Muſas, but not there alone ; 
Ther facred force Amelia feels in town. 
S004 but a genius can a genius fit; 
\ wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit. 
— wits! tho' miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 
Ven onde Joy, they lid 
e ad ' tr 2 pute ne : [ peace; 
tis learned war ok wa 1283 kr I's 
And the fifth morn che - b Aer <a 
Pactde, tho' the oſſeſſes « hin * 
I; proud of being 185 in h 1 055 els, 
* ng appineſs; 
ae puriues delufive toys, 
Wit what ladet oe hey re repured joys. 
„Well, f e tranſport will ſhe ſay 
ure, we were fo happy yeſterday [ 
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„And then that charming party for to-morrow !” 
Tho' well ſhe knows 'twill languiſh into ſorrow. 
But ſhe dares never boaſt the preſent hour; 

So groſs that cheat, it is beyond her pow'r. 

For ſuch is or our weaknels or our curſe, 

Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
The preſent moment, like a wife, we ſhun, 


And ne'er enjoy, becauſe it is our own. 


Pleaſures are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
Pleaſure, like quickfilver, is bright and coy ; 
We ftrive to graſp it with our utmoſt ſkill, 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill : 
If ſeiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty gains; 
What is it but rank poiſon in your veins ? 

As Flavia in her glaſs an angel ſpies, 
Pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lyes ; 
Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face ſo fine, 
There's no ſatiety of charms divine: | 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet ſoul !) in tears. 
She, fond and young, laſt week her wiſh enjoy'd, 
In foft amuſement all the night employ'd ; 
The morning came, when Strephon waking found 
(Surpriſing hght!) his bride in ſorrow drown'd. 
* What miracle, ſaysStrephon,* makes thee weep?” 


Ah barbarous man!” ſhe cries, © how could you 


«az 


ſleep? | 
Men love a miſtreſs as they love a feaſt; 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taſte l 
Yet ſure there is a certain time of day, 
We with our miſtreſs and our meat away. 


| But ſoon the ſated appctites return; 


Again our ſtomachs crave, our boſoms burn. 
Eternal love let Man then never ſwear; 
Let women never triumph, nor deſpair. 
Nor praiſc nor blame too much the warm or chill; 
Hunger and love are foreign to the will. 

There is indeed a paſſion more refin'd, 


| For thoſe few nymphs whoſe charms are of the 


But not of that unfaſhionable ſet 

Is Phillis: Phillis and her Damon met. 

Eternal love exactly hits her taſte ; 

Phillis demands eternal love at leaſt. 

Embracing Phillis with ſoft ſmiling eyes, 

Eternal love I vow, the fwain replies: 

But ſay, my all, my miſtreſs, and my friend! 

What day uext week th' eternity ſhall end ? 
Some nymphs prefer aſtronomy to love 

Elope from mortal men, and range above. 

The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 

Where in a box the whole creation lies. 

She ſces the planets in their turns advance; 

And ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance. 

Of Deſagulier ſhe beſpeaks freſh air, 

And Whiſton has engagements with the fair, 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries! 

JTis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 


[ mind: 


| But tho' to-day this rage of ſcience reigns 


(O fickle ſex!) ſoon end her learned pains, 
Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got, 
Turns out the ſtars, and Newton is a fot. 

To turn; ſhe never took the height 
Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right: 2 
She ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 


A 2 2 


Graceful 
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Graceful to fight, and elegant to thought, 
The great are vanquiſh'd, and the wiſe are taught. 
Her brecding hnith'd, and her temper fweer 
When ſerious, eaſy; and when gay, diſcreet; 
In glitt'ring ſcenes, o'er her own heart ſe— 
vere 3 
In crowds co. ie&ted, and in courts fincere ; 
Sincere and warm with zeal well underitood, 
She takes a noble pride m doing good. 
Yet, not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 
The mode ſhe fixes by the gown the wears 
Of tilks and chin4 ſhe's the laſt appeal | 
In theſe great poir.s ſhe Jeads the commonweal ; 
And if diſputes of empire riſe between | 
Mechlin, the queen of Jace, and Colberteen, 
Tis doubt! tis darkneſs ! till ſuſpended fate 
Aſſumes her nod to cloſe the grand debate. 
When ſuc her mind, why will the fair expreſs 
Their emulation only in their drefs ? 
Bur, oh! the Nymph chat mounts above the ſkies, 
And, gratis, clears religious myſteries ! 
Kelolv'd the church's welfare to enſure, 
And make her family a ſinecure. | 
The theme divine at cards ſhe'll not forget, 
But takes in texts of ſcripture at piquet ; 
In thoſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good, 
What angels would theſe be, who thus excel 
In theologics, could they few as well ! 
Yet why ſhould not the fair her text purſue? 
Can ſhe more decently the doctor woo ? 
*Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no ute but chat 
Of her religion, ſhould be barr'd in that. 
Iſaac, a brother of the canting ſtrain, 
When he has knock'd at his own Kull in vain, 
To beautcous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it ar the fair. 
Oh how his pious ſoul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in womankind ! 
Charm'd withi her learning, with what rapture he 
_ Hangs on her bloom, like an induſtrious bee! 
Hums round about her; and with all his pow'r 
Extracts ſweet wiſdom from ſo fair a flow'r! 
The young and gay declining, Abra flies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wile : 
By nature more an eagle than a dove, 
She impiouily prefers the world to love. | 
Can wealth give happineſs? look round, and fee 
What gay diſtreſs! what ſplendid mitery! 
Whatever fortune laviſhly can pour, 
The mind annihilates, and calls for more: 
Wealth is a cheat, believe not what it ſays; 
Like any lord it promites—and pays. 
How will the miter ſtartle to be told 
Of ſuch a wonder as inlolvent gold! | 
What nature wants has an tntrinfic weight; 
All more is but the faſhion of the plate, | 
Which, for one moment, charms the fickle view: 
Ir charms vs row ; anon we caſt anew, 
To ſome freſh birth of fancy more inelin'd: 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 
Miſtaken lovers! who make worth their care, 
And think accompliſhments will win the fair. 
The fair, 'tis true, by genius ſhould be won, 
As flow 'rs unfold their bezutics to the fun; 
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| And kill'd his man, 


 Good-breeding is the bloſſom of 


. 7 
Book II. 
And yet in female ſcales a fop outweiche, 
And wit muſt wear the willow with the by 

Nought ſhines ſo bright in vain Liberia's = 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy * 
The youth of fire, that has drunk 


5 
ru bk deep, and play'd, 
me; and triumph'd o'er his 
3 ; 
or him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe ſ preads he 
Snatches the dear deſtroyer to her arms 
And amply gives (tho' treated long amis) 
The man of merit his revenge in this, 
If you reſent, and with a woman ill, 
But turn her o'er one moment to her will, 
The languid lady next appears in ſtate, 
Who was not born to carry her own weicht; 
She lolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign aid 
To her own ſtature lifts the feeble mail, 
Then, if ordain'd to fo ſevere à doom, 
She by juſt ſtages journeys round the room: 
But, knowing her own weakneſs, ſhe deſyairs 
To icale the Alps—that is, aſcend the fart. 
Niy fan! let others fay who laugh at til 
Fan! hood! glove ! ſcarf! is her laconic {yle, 
And that is tpoke with ſuch a dying fall,” 
That Betty rather fees than hears the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning cve, 
Pierce out the idea her faint words deny, 
Oh liſten with atteation moſt protound! 
Her voice is but the thadow ol a found. 
And help! oh help! her ſpirits arc ſo dead, 


r charm , 


One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her lead. 


If tzcre a ſtubborn pin it triumphs ver, 


She pants! ſhe ſinks away! and is no more, 


Let the robuſt and the gigantic carve; 
Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather ſtarve; 
But chew ſhe matt herſelf, ah cruel fate! 
That Roſalinda can't by proxy cat. 
An anudote in female caprice lics 
(Kind heaven!) againſt the poiſon of their eyts. 
Thaleſtris triumphs in a manly mien; 


Loud is her accent, and her phraſe obſcene, 


In fair and open dealing where's the thame* 
What nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 
This honeſt fellow is fincere and plain, 
And jufily gives the jealous huſhand pain, 
(Vain is the talk to petticoats aſſign d, 

If wanton language ſhews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 


An oath ſupplics the vacancies of ſenſe. 


Hark ! the ſhrill notes tranſpiercethe vielding ar 
And teach the neighb'ring echoes ow to. f cat. 
By Jove, is faint, aud for the fimpic wan; 
Sl;c on the chriſtian ſyſtem is profane. 


But tho the volley rattles in your car, 


Believe her dreſs, ſhe's not a grenadier. ; 

If thunder's awful, how much more our dread 

When Jove deputes a lady in his ſtead ! 

A lady! pardon my miſtaken pen; 

A ſhameleſs woman is the worſt of men. 
Few to good-breeding make a juſt pfetehce; 

6 good ſenſe; 


The laſt reſult of an accompliſſi d mind, 


With outward grace, the body's virtue, join 1 


A violated decency now reigns 3 . 
And nymphs for failings take peculiar pa With 
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With Indian painters modern toaſts agree, 


int they aim at is deformity: : 
erſons with a hoyden air 
d toſs into the chair. 
& far their commerce with ax een 5 gone, 
They for our manners have exchang'd their own, 
Tue modeſt look, the caſtigated 2 + 
The gentle movement, and {low mea ur ; _ 
For which her lovers died, her parents paid, 
\re indecorums with the modern maid. 
dur forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 
Nor conquer art and nature to be rude. 
Modern good-breeding carry to its height, 
And Lady Ds {elf will be polite. : 

Ye riſing fair! ye bloom of Britam's iſle ! 
When high-born Anna with a loften'd ſmile 
Leads on your train, and ſparkles at your head, 
What ſcems moſt hard, is not to be well-bred. 
ler bright example with fuccefs purſue, 

And all but adoration is your due. 

But adoration ! give me ſomething more, 
Crics Lyce, on the borders of threeſcore; 

Nouvhr treads fo filent as the foot of Time; 
Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime: 
Tis greatly wife to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 

Memento mort to each public place. 

Oi how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms, 
Wl looks thro! ſpectacles to ſce your charms ! 
While rival undertakers hover round, 

Aud with kis ſpade the ſexton marks the ground, 
Intent not on her own, but others doom, 

She plans new conqueſts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has ſummon'd fprights away, 
dhe walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day. 
% rainbow filks her mellow charms infold, 
And nought of Lyce but herſelf is old. 
„e eee 1 een. 2 | 
ANG ATT has levell er deep-turrow ace. 

Her ſtrange demand no 1d can approve; 
We'll ak her bleffing, but can't aik her love. 
dlic grants indeed a lady may decline 

(All ladies bur herſelf) at nincty-ninc. 

O how unlike her was the ſacred age 
co prudent Portia ! her grey hairs engage, | 
* hole thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline. 
Virtve's the paint that can make wrinkles ſhine. | 
That, and that only, can old age ſuſtain; 

wg 8 z 
eye al ith nor now they with for pain. 
: us are our joys when life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few; 
on when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 

Jl nnd no the yt fg 
And ſome the blaſ 5 f e cee 
eee oh ortune ſweep away; 

We call for Dear! YORI ny | 
M _ — 8 in a _— | 
Tao lovely copies of her f N = ; q YE 

What heart untouch'd tl roo PDE ra : 
Like bluſkins: . their early grief can view, 
ng coſe-buds dipt in morning dew ? 
r takes ther tender bloom, 


r minds to fly from ills to come: 


The po 
They throw their p 
Acroſs the room, an 


U 


1 


19 1ato ſhelte 
ad forms thei 
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The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 


| Ye beauteous orphans ! fince in ſilent duſt 


| Where then is ſafety for a tender maid ? 


| Vain thow and noiſe intoxicate the brain, 


Of all applauſe be fondeſt of your own. 


Inſeribed to the R 


| 


To covert flies, of praiſe itfelf afraid; 
„Should ſhe refuſe to patronize your lays, 
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Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide; 
Fancy and paſſion toſs it to and fro, 
Awhile torment, and then quite fink in woe. 


Your beſt example lies, my precepts truſt. 
Life ſwarms with ills; the boldeſt are afraid; 


Unfit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 

And man, whom leaſt the fears, her worſt of foes ! 

When kind, moſt crucl ; when oblig'd the moſt, 

The kaſt obliging; and by favours loſt. 

Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 

And ſcorn you for thoſe ills themſelves create. 

If on vour fame our ſex a blot has thrown, 

Twill ever ſtick thro' malice of your own. 

Moſt hard! in pleaſing your chief glory lies; 

And yet from plcaſing your chief dangers riſe : 

Then pleaſe che beſt; and know, for men of ſenſe 

Your ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence, 

Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 

Fright him that's worth your love from your 
embrace. | 

In ſimple manners all the ſecret lies; 

Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe. 


Begin with giddineſs, and end in pain. 
AﬀeCt not empty fame and idle praiſe, 
Which all thoſe wretches 1 deſcribe betrays. 
Your ſex's glory 'tis to thine unknown; 


Beware the fever of the mind ; that thirſt 

With which this age is eminently curſt. 

To drink of pleaſure but inflames dehre, 

And abſtinence alone can quench the fire. 
Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb; 
Give peace in hand, and promiſe bliſs to come. 


SATIRE VL 
On Women. . | 
g Honourable Lady Ekſabeth 


Germain. 


Interdum tamen et tollit Comoedia yocem. HOR, 


_ I SOUGHT a patroneſs, but ſought in vain: 
Apollo whiſper'd in my ear“ Germain.” 
I know her not. © Your reaſon's ſomewhat odd; 
& Who knows his patron now?“ replied the god. 
Men write, to me and to the world unknown; 
„Then fteal great names to ſhicld them from 
the town. | 
„ Detected worth, like beauty diſarray'd, 


In vengeance write a volume in her praiſe. 

Nor think it hard ſo great a length to run; 

«© When ſuch the theme, 'twill eaſily be done.“ 
Ye fair! to draw your excellence at length, 

Excceds the narrow bounds of human ftrength 

You here in miniature your pictures ſee; 

Nor hope from Zincks more juſtice than from me. 

My portraits grace your mind, as his your ſide; 

His portraits will inflame, minequench your pride; 

A a 3 | Ic's 
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He's dear, you frugal ; chuſe my cheaper lay, 

And be your reformation all my pay. 
Lavinia is polite, but not profane; 

To church as conſtant as to Drury-lane, 

She decently in form pays Heaven its due; 

And makes a civil viſit to her pew. 

Her lifted fan, to give a ſolemn air, 

Conceals her face, which paſſes for a pray'r : 

Curt'ſies to curt'fies then with grace ſucceed ; 

Not one the fair omits, but at the creed. 

Or, if ſhe joins the ſervice, 'tis to ſpeak ; 


'Thro' dreadful filence the pent heart might break; 


Untaught to bear it, women talk away 

To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 

But ſweet the accent, and their air refin d; 

For they're before their Maker—and mankind : 

When ladies once are proud of praying well, 

Satan himſelf will toll the pariſt, bell. | 
Acquainted with the world, and quite well bred, 

Druſa receives her viſitants in bed; 

But, chaſte as ice, this Veſta, to defy 

The very blackeſt tongue of calumny, 

When from her ſheets her lovely form ſhe lifts, 

She begs you juſt would turn you while the ſhifts. 
Thoſe charms are grœateſt which decline the 

ſight; . f 

That makcs the banquet poignant and polite. 

There is no woman where there's no reſerve ; 

And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers ſtarve. 
But, with the modern fair, meridian merit 

Is a fierce thing, they call a nymph of ſpirit. - 

Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye, 

And tread on tiptoc, if you dare draw nigh. 

« Or if you take a lion by the beard *, 

« Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 

« Or arm'd rhinoceros, or rough Ruſſian bear,” 

Firſt make your will, and then converſe with her. 

This lady glories in profuſe expence, 

And thinks diftraction is magnificence. 

To beggar her gallant, is ſome delight; 

To be more fatal ſtill, is exquiſite. 

Had cver nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? 

In ducl fell two lovers; one run mad. 

Her foes their honeſt execrations pour; 

Her lovers only thould deteſt her more. 

Thrice happy they who think I beldly feign, 

And ſtartle at a miſtreſs of my brain. | 
Flavia is conſtant to her old gallant, 

And generouſly ſupports him in his want. 

But marriage is a fetter, is a ſnare, 

A hell no lady fo polite can bear. 

She's faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with pains 

Her angel brood of baftards the maintains. 

Nor leaſt advantage has tlic fair to plead, 

But that of guilt, above the marriage-bed, 
Amaſia hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraint; 

Whate'er the is, ſhe'll not appear a ſaint; 

Her foul {aperior flies formality : 

So gay her air, her conduct is to free, 

Some might ſuſpect the nymph not over good 

Nor would they be miſtaken if they ſhould. 
Unmarried Abra puts on formal airs; | 

| Her cuſhion's threadvare with her conſtant pray'rs. 


* Shakeſpeare, 
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Her only grief is, that ſhe cannot he 
At once engag'd in pray'r and charity 
And this, to do her juſtice, muſt be d: 
« Who would not think that 
: _— ladies are too beaute 
or where's the man that's wort 
If no diſeaſe reduce her 3 N 
Lavinia will be raviſh'd at threeſcore 
Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dk; 
And nothing now is wanting—but her f ark 
Lucia thinks happineſs conſiſts in * 
She weds an idiot, but ſhe ears in plate. ; 
The goods of fortune, which her ſoul poſſeſs 
Are but the ground of unmade happineſs, 
The rude material; wiſdom add to this.” 
Wiſdom the ſole artifcer of bliſs, 
She from herſelf, if ſo compell'd by need 
Of thin content can draw the ſubtle thread: 
But (no detraction to her ſacred kill) 7 


Abra was a maid 2 
dus to be wed; 


If ſhe can work in gold, tis better ſtill. 


: If Tullia had been bleſt with half her ſenſe, 
Nene could too much admire her excellence, 
But fince ſhe can make error ſhine ſo bright, 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the right.“ 
With underſtanding ſhe is quite o'er-run ; 
And by teo great accompliſhments undone, 
With Kill ſhe vibrates her cterual tongue, 
For ever moi divinely in the wrong, 

Naked in nothing ſhould a woman be, 
But veil her very wit with modeſty; 
Let man diſcover, let not her diſplay, 
But yield her charms of mind with tweet delay, 
For pleature form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 
To make themlelves imp-rtavt, men mutt gricve, 
Leſbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 5 
Pretends the fop ſhe laughs at is ador'd, 
In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret innocerce ; 
The fact ſhe feigns were ſcarce a worſe offence. 
Mira, endow'd with ev'ry charm to blets, 
Has no deſign but on her huſband's peace ; 
He lov'd her much, and greatly was he mov d 
At ſmall inquietudes in her he lov'd. 
« How charming this!“ —The pleaſure laked 

— long ; 5 . 7 
Now ev'ry day the fit comes thick and ſtrong; 
At laſt he found the charmer only feign d, 
And was diverted when he ſhould be pain d. 


| | LEP g 
| Whar greater vengeance have the Gods in ſtare 

\ þ » *,+ i 
How tedious life, now ſhe can plague no more © 


She tries her thouſand arts, but none ſucces; 

She's forc'd a fever to procure indeed : 6 

Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous loving witey 

Her huſband's pain was dearer than her life. 
Anxious Melania riſes to my view, 

Who never thinks her lover pays his due: 

Viſit, preſent, treat, flattcr, and adore ;. 


Her majcſty to-morrow calls for more. 


His wounded cars complaints eternal fill 

As unoil'd hinges, querulouſly ſhrill. 5 
« You went Jaſt night with Celia to the bal. : 
You prove it falſe. Not go? that's er e Wl 
Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing not ins; 


And arrant contradictions are the lame. 


Ller 


ver muſt be ſad, to pleaſe her ſpleen; 


Her lo 


His mirth is an inexpiable fin : 


1 .:-- that can pain her breaſt, 
* ” mo wounds fir deeper than the reſt; 
Aueh k her quiet, the moſt dreadful ſhelf 
8 by res enjoy himſelf. ; 
Is, if he! lover dates en igitely fair; 
And this, becauſe ſhe's exquiſitely fair; 
"1 1 difoute her beauty, how ſhe'd ſtare ! 
Should I pul j BAT. - I | h r 
How would Melania be 1 to _ 5 
She's quite deform d! and yet the ente 18 Clear. 
What's female beauty but an air divine, ; 
Thro' which the mind s all-gentle graces ſhine * 
Ther, like the fun, irradiate all between; 
The body charms becauſe the ſoul is ſeen, 
Hence men are often captives of a face, 
They know not why, of no peculiar grace; 
© me forms, though bright, no mortal man can 
bear; | | ; FO 
gome none reſiſt, though not exceeding fair. 
Aſpaſia's highly born, and nicely bred, 
Of taſte refin'd, in life and manners read, 
Yet reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 
But to be teaz'd by her own excellence. : 
« Folks are fo aukward ! things fo unpolite!“ 
She's elegantly pain d from morn to night. 
Her delicacy's ſhock'd where'er ſhe goes; 
Each creature's imperfections are her woes. 
Heaven by its favours has the fair diſtreſs d, 
And pour'd-ſuch bleſſings that ſhe can't be 
—_ | | 
Ah! why forain, though blooming in thy ſpring, 
Thou ſhining, frail, ador'd, and wretched thing! 
Old age will come, diſeaſe may come before; 
Fifzeen is full as mortal as threeſcore. 
Thy fortune and thy charms may ſoon decay; 
But grant theſe fugitives prolong their ſtay, 
Their baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes, 
Lite that ſupports them in a moment breaks. 
Then wrought into the ſoul let virtues ſhine ; 
The ground eternal, as the work divine. 
Julia's a manager, ſhe's born for rule, 
And knows her wiſer huſband is a fool ; 
Afemblies holds, and fpins the ſubtle thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one's bed; 
For difficult amours can ſmooth the way, 
And tender letters dictate or convey. 
But, if depriv'd of ſuch important cares, 
Her wiſdom condeſcends to leſs affairs. 
For her own break faſt ſhe'll project a ſcheme, 
Nor take her tea without a ſtratagem ; 
Prefides o'er trifles with a ſerious face, 
Important by the virtue of grimace. 
Ladies ſupreme among amuſements reign, 
By nature born. to ſoothe and entertain; 
Their prudence in a ſhare of folly lies; 
Why will they be ſo weak as to be wiſe ? 
dyrena is for ever in extremes, | | 
And with a Vengeance ſhe commends or blames. 
ern of her diſcernment, which is good, 
ems too much to make it underſtood. 


ter judgment juſt, her fentence is too ſtrong ; 
q 1 » 7 , 7 . 

e ihe right, ſhe's ever in the wrong. 

runetta s wile in actions great and rare; 


Bat ſcorns on trifles 


to beſtow her care. 
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Thus ev'ry hour Brunetta is to blame, 
Becauſe th' occaſion is beneath her aim. 
Think nought a trifle, though it ſmall appear; 
Small ſands the mountain, moments make the year, 
And trifles life. Your care to trifles give, 
Or you may die before you truly live. 

Go breakfaſt with Alicia; there you'll ſee 
Simplex munditiis, to the laſt degree. 
Unlac'd her ſtays, her night-gown is unticd, 
And what ſhe has of head-dreſs is aſide. 
She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
Unwaſh'd her hands, and much beſnuff'd her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd, ſhe loves ; 
And would draw on jack-boots as ſoon as gloves 
Gloves by queen Beſs's maidens might be miſt, 
Her blefled eyes ne'er ſaw a female fiſt. | 
Lovers, beware ! to wound how can ſhe fail 
With ſcarlet finger and long jetty nail ? 
For Hervey the tirſt wit the cannot be; 
Nor, cruel Richard, the firſt toaſt for thee. 
Since full cach other ſtatiou of renown, | 
Who would not be the greateſt trapes in town ? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight 
A female ſloven is an odious fight. 

Fair Iſabella is ſo fond of fame, 
That her dear ſelf is her eternal theme; 


| Thro' hopes of contradiction oft ſhe'll ſay, 


Methinks I look fo wretchedly to-day !” 
When moſt the world applauds you, molt beware; 


| 'Tis often leſs a bleſſing than a ſnare. 


Diſtruſt mankind; with your own heart confer ; | 
And dread even there to find a flatterer, 


| The breath of others raiſes our renown ; 


Our own as ſurely blows the pageant down ; 

Take up no more than you by worth can claim, 

Leſt ſoon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 
But own I muſt, in this perverted age, 

Who moſt deſerve can't always moſt eugage. 

So far is worth from making glory ſure, 

It often hinders what it ſhould procure. 

Whom praiſe we moſt ? the virtuous, brave, and 

No; wretches whom in ſecret we deſpiſe. [ wile ? 


| And who ſo blind as not to ſce the cauſe 2 


No rival's rais'd by ſuch diſcreet applauſe; 
And yet of credit it lays in a ſtore, 


more. | 
Ladies there are who think one crime is all; 
Can women then no way but backward fall? 
So ſweet is that one crime they don't purſue, 
To pay its loſs, they think all others few. 
Who hold that crime ſo dear, muſt never claim 
Of injur'd modeſty the facred name. | 
But Clio thus: © What! railing without end? 
Mean talk! how much more gen'rous to com- 
«© mend!” | 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to do, 
My kind inſtructor and example too. 
« Daphnis,” ſays Clio, * has a charming eye: 
« What pity 'tis her ſhoulder is awry ! | 
„ Afpaſia's ſhape indeed—but then her air 
The man has parts who finds deſtruction there. 
« Almeria's wit has ſomething that's divine; 
And wit's enough—how few in all things ſhine ! 


aa 4 &« Selima 
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* Selima ſerves her friends, relieves the poor 
* Who was it faid Selima's near threeſcore ? 
At Lucia's match I from my foul rejoice, 
„The world congr-tulates ſo wiſe a choice; 

* His | rdiinp's revt-coll is excceding great: 

« But mortg (zes will ſap the beſt eitate. 

& lo Sheriey s orm might cherubims appear, 
& But then—ſhe has a fleck le on her ear.” 
Wit out a but, Hortenſia the commends, 

The fieit of women, and the beſt of friends; 
Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, victue bright; 
But ho comes this to paſs? —ſhe died laſt night. 

i tus nympas comme, who yet at ſatire rail; 
Indeed that's needicls, if fu h praiſe prevail; 
And whence ſuch praiſe * our vituicnce is thrown 
On others fame, io fades for ou own, 

Of rank and riches proud, Cleora Frowns z 
For are not co70% ts kin tc crowns? - 

Her ereedy eye, and ner wwbline addreſs, 

T' e height of avarice and pride confeſs. 

You ſceb pert.uors worthy of her rank; 

Go, ſeck for her pertections at the bank. 
By wealth urq.:ncn'd, by reafon uncontroll'd, 
For ever burns bur faced thirk of gold. 

As fond of five-pcnce as the verieſt cit, 

And quite as mach derefted as a wit. 

Can gold calm pait.on, or make reaſon ſhine ? 
Can we dig reace or wiſdom from the mine 
MI. dom o gold prefer, for tis much leſs 
To mah cur fortune than our happineſs; 

That hav-pinets witch great ones ofcen fee, 
Wk rage and wonder, in a low degree, 
T:cmiclves uubleſt: the poor are only poor; 
But what are they who droop amid their ſtore ? 
Nothing is meaner than a-wretch of ſtatc 
Tae happy only are the truly great.“ 
Petants enjoy like appetites with kings, 
And thoſe beſt fatisfied wirh cheapeſt tings, 
Could both our Indies buy but one new ſenſe, 
Our envy would be duc to large expence. . 
Since not, thoſe pomps which to the great belong 
Are but poor arts to mark them f, om the throng. 
d e, how they beg an alms of flatterv ! 
T' ey ſanguich! oh ſupport them with a lye! 
A dee. nt competence we fully taſte ; 
It ſt es gur ſenſe, and gives a couſtant feaſt : 
No, we perceive by dint of thought alone ; 
Tue rich muſt labour to poſſeis then own, 
To feel their great abundance; and requeſt 
Their bumble friends to help them to be bleſt; 
To ice their trœaſures, hear their glory told, 
Aud aid the wrt od nopotence of gold, 
But ſome g eat touls! and touched with warmth 
diene, Mo | 
Give gold a price, and teach its beams to ſhine. 
All hoarded trea'ures they repute a load, 
No i & Ui woalch thou, till well beſtow'd. 
G . 4 referv is of putic appincly 
I hro' ſce t ſtreams wiiuiives they bleſs; 
A ahi wvirLountice gude conceal 'dfromview, 
Re eve wants, and tpare gur bluſhes too, 
Bu Satire is my taſk, and theſe deſtroy 
Hei gloomy province aud alignaut joy. 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| We hate thoſe 


| 


| 


* ww——Solem quis dicere falſum audcat? VIRGIL. 


Book I, 

Help me, ye miſers! help me to complain 

And blaſt our common enemy, Germain; 

But our inveRtives muſt deſpair ſucceſs « 

For, ncxt to praiſe, the values nothing leſs 
What picture's yonder, looſen'd from its frame? 

Or 1s t Auſturia, that affected dame; 

The righteſt forms, thro' affectation, fade 

To ſtrange new things, which nature 


ET never made; 
Frown not, ye fair! | , 


» much your lex we prize, 
arts that take you from cur eyes; 
In Albucinda's native grace is ſcen 
What you, who labour at perfection, mean, 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with cate ; 
Retain your gentle ſelves, and you muſt plcaſe, 
Here nught 1 firg of Memmia's mincing mien 
And al! tne movements of the ſoft machine: : 
How two red lips affected zephyrs blow, 

To cool the hohea, and inflame the beau; 
While one white tinge: and a thumb conſpire 
To lift the cup, and make the world admire, 

Tea? how I tremble at thy fatal fiream! 
As Lethe dreadful to the love of fame. 

What devaſtations on thy banks are ſeen! 

What ſhades of mighty names which once hare 
been! 

A hecatomb of characters ſupplics 

Thy painted altars daily facrifice ; 

H—, P—, B,, aſpers'd by thee decay, 

As grains of fineſt ſugars melt away, 

And recommend thee more to mortal taſte ; 

Scandal's the ſweet'ner of a female feaſt. 

But this inhuman triumph ſhall decline, 

And thy revolving Naiads call for wine; 
Spirits no longer thall ſerve under thee; 
But reign in thy own cup, exploded tea! 
Citronia's noſe declares thy ruin mgh; © |» 
And who dares give Citronia's noſe the lye“? 

The ladies long at men of drink exclaim d, 


And what impair'd both health and virtue blam d. 


At length, to reſeue man, the gen'rous las 


| Stole from her conſort the pernicious glats. 


As vlorious as the Britiſh queen renown d, 
Who fuck'd the poiſon from her huthand 5 wound, 
Nor to the glaſs alone are nymphs inclin d, 
But ev'ry older vice of bold mankind; 

() Juvenal for thy ſeverer rage, 
To laſh the ranker follies of our age! 
Are there among the females of our iſle 
Such faults at which it is a fault to ſmile? 
There arc. Vice, once by modelt nature chain'd, 
And legal ties, expatiates unreftram d; 
Without thin decency held up to view, 
Naked ſhe ſtalks Oer law and goſpel too. 
Our matrons lead ſuch exemplary lives, _ 
Men ſigh in vain for none but for their Wives 
Who marry to be tree, to range the more, 
And wed one man to wanton with a ſcore. 
Abroad too kind, at home tis ſtedfaſt hate, 
And one eternal tempeſt of debate. 5 
What feul eruptions from a look moſt __ 6% 
What thunders burſting from a dimpled check: 
Their patlions bear it with a lofty hand; 
But then their reaton is at due command. 


Ts 


8 d ſeek his life 
is lite? 
Is there whom dh I his wife. 
Truſt no ſoul with Fn ir conduct I condemn, 
Waves wonder w at ſpouſe to them? 
0. what kindred is a po Je” 
A ferarms of am'rous grandmothers I ſee, 
jent in iniquity ! 
And ery — ae louddeclaiming! 
* we in 1 inking, bawding, ſweari ng, gaming! 
8 Sh cold, fuch warm incontinence, 
1 avarice, ſuch V expence; 
duch dead devotion, ſuch a zeal or crimes, 
Such licens'd ill, ſuch maſquerading N 
duch renal faith, ſuch miſapplied applauſe, 
duch flatter d guilt, and ſuch inverted laws, 
Such e = * N . 8 
18 world, but chaos ot ma . 
ai be no balls, the well - reſt belle 
Shines in the pew, but {miles to hear of hell; 
And caſts an eye ” ſweet * 2 o 
ho liſten leſs to ns than St. Paul. 
_— have been but rare ſince nature's birth; 
Till now, ſhe-atheiſts ne er appear'd on earth j 
Ye men of deep reſearches, fay whence ſprings 
This daring character, in tim'rous things, 
Who ſtart at feathers, ou x RA fly, 
match for nothing hut the Deity. 
2 not to e XY fair, the Muſe muſt own 
[a this purſuit they court not fame alone; 
But join to that a more ſubſtantial view— 
« From thinking free, to be free agents too.” 
They ſtrire with their own hearts, and Keep 
them down . 
In complaiſance to all the fools in town. 
Oh how they tremble at the name of prude ! 
And die with ſhame at thought of being good ! 
For what will Artimis, the rich and gay, _ 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, ſay? 
They heaven defy, to carth's vile dregs a ſlave; 
Thro"*cowardice moſt execrably brave. 
With our own judgments durſt we to comply, 
In virtue ſhould we live, in glory die. 
Riſe then, my Muſe, in honeſt fury riſe; 
Ther dread a Satire who defy the ſkies. TT 
Atheiſts are few ; moſt nymphs a godhead own, 
And nothing but his attributcs dethrone. 
From atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly believe 
God is, and is almighty—to forgive. 
Hu other excellence they'll not diſpute; 
but mercy, ſure, is his chief attribute. 
Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 
A lady's foul in everlaſting pain ? Des 
| Will the great Author us poor worms deſtroy, 
For now and then a fip of tranſient joy ? 
No, he's for ever in a ſmiling mood; — 
on 5 like themſelves, or how could he be good ? 
aud they blaſpheme who blacker ſchemes ſuppoſe 
Dczoutly, thus, Jehovah they depoſe, | 
he pure! the juſt ! and ſet up in his ſtead 
Deny that $ perfectly well-bred. 
Tn fur th eb 
«Tho on : e more than thought great Origen. 
pon 4 time he miſbehav'd; 


GP 


i. Shakeſpeare, 


MIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &. 


| 


. [1s but an upper ſtory to 
Methinks we need not our ſhort beings ſhun, 


Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in diſgrace, 


dor Satan! doubtleſs hel at length be ſav'd. | 


| Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune fly; 
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Let prieſts do ſomething for their one in ten; 
It is their trade; fo far they're honeſt men. 
Let them cant on, ſince they have got the knack, 
And dreſs their notions like themſelves in black; 
& Fright us with terrors of a world unknown 
From joys of this, to keep them all their own, 
Of earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 
© But then they leave our untith'd virtue free. 
« Virtue's a pretty thing to make a ſhow : 
D id ever mortal write like Rochefoucault?“ 
Thus pleads the Devil's fair apologiſt, | 
And pleading, ſafely enters on his liſt, 
Let angel- forms angelic truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and profane. 
For what's true beauty but fair virtue's face, 
Virtue made viſible in outward grace? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind, 
The more ſhe charms the more ſhe ſhocks mankind. 
But charms decline; the fair long vigils keep; 
They _ no more ! Quadrille has murder'd 
| eep®. | 
„Poor K—p! crics Livia; I have not been there 
«« Theſe twonights; the poor creature will deſpair. 
I hate a crowd—but to do good, you know 
« And pcople of condition ſhould beſtow.” 
Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K--p's grave matrons run, 
Now ſet a daughter, and now ſtake a ſon; 


— e en amet... BM. oe 


And beggar half their race—thro' charity. 
Immortal were we, or elſe mortal quite, 
I leſs ſhould blame this criminal delight; 
But ſince the gay e . gayeſt room 
ome tomb, 


And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime, 
And give cternity to murder time, 

The love of gaming is the worſt of ills; + 
With ceaſeleſs ſtorms the blacken'd ſoul it fills. 
Inveighs at heaven, neglects the ties of blood, 
Deſtroys the pow'r and will of doing good ; 


And, what is ſtill more dreadful—ſpoils your face. 
See yonder ſet of thieves that live on ſpoil, 
The ſcandal and the ruin of our ifle! FE 
And ſee (ſtrange fight !), amid that ruffian band, 
A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand ; 
That rattles loud a ſmall enchanted box, 
Which loud as thunder on the board ſhe knocks. 
And as fierce ſtorms, which carth's foundation 
From ZEolus's cave impetuous broke, | thook, 
From this ſmall cavera a mix'd tempeſt flies, 
Fear, rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphemies! 
For men, I mean, the fair diſcharges none 
She (guiltleſs creature!) ſwears to heaven alone. 
Sec her eyes ſtart, cheeks glow,and muſcles ſwell! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. 
Thus that divine one her ſoft nights employs !. 
Thus tunes her ſoul to tender nuptial joys ! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 
And on her pillow lays her aching head, 
With the dire images her dreams are crown'd, 


The die ſpins lovely, or the cards go round: 


- 


Imaginary 
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Imaginary ruin charms her till ; 

Her happy lord is cuckold” by Spadille ; 

And, it ſhe's brought to bed, tis ten to one, 

He marks the forehead of her darling fon. 

Oh ſcene of horror, and of wild deſpair! 
Why 1s the rich Artides' ſplendid heir 
Conſtrain'd to quit his ancient lordly ſeat, 

And hide his glories in a mean retreat ? 

Why that drawn ſword ? and whence that diſmal 
Why pale diſtraction thro' the family > [ery ? 
See my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 

And trembling ſervants from the tempeſt creep. 
Why that gay ſon to diſtant regions {cnt ? 

What fiends that daughter's deſtin'dmatchprevent?: 
Why the whole houſe in ſudden ruin laid ? 

Oh nothing but—laſt night mylady play'd. 

But wanders not my Satire from her theme? 
Ts this too owing to the love of fame ? 

Tho' now your hearts on lucre are beſtow'd ; 
»T was firſt a vain devotion to the mode. 

Nor ccaſe we here, ſince 'tis a vice ſo ſtrong, 
The torrent ſweeps all womankind along. 
This may be ſaid in honour of our times, 

That none now ſtand diſtinguiſh'd by their crimes, 
If fin you muſt, take nature for your guide, 
Love has ſome ſoft excuſe to ſoothe your pride; 

Ye fair apoſtates from love's ancient pow'r ! 
Can nothing raviſh but a golden ſhow'r ? 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy ſeize ? 
Muſt Cupid lcarn to punt, ere he can plcafe ? 
When you're enamour'd of a lift or caſt, 
What can the preacher more to make us chaſte ? 
Can fame, like a repique, the ſoul entrance ? 
And what is virtue to the lucky chance ? 
Why muſt ſtrong youths unmarried pine away ? 
They find no woman diſengag' d- from play. 
Why pine the married? oh ſcverer fate! 
They find from play no dilengag*'d—eſtate. 
Flavia, at lovers falſe untouch'd, and hard, 
Turns pale and trembles at a cruel card. 
Nor Arria's Bible can ſecure her age; 
Her threeſcore years are ſhuMing with her page. 
While death ſtands by but till the game is done, 
To ſweep that ſtake in juſtice long his own ; 
Like old cards ting'd with ſulphur the takes fire; 
Or, like ſnuffs ſunk in ſockets, blazes higher. 
Ye gods! with new delights infpire the fair; 
Or give us ſons, and fave us from deſpair ! 

Sons, broihers, fathers, huſbands, tradeſmen, 

cloſe 

In my complaint, and brand your fins in preſe: 
Yer I believe, as firmly as my creed, 
In ſpite of all our wiſdom, you'll proceed. 
Our pride ſo great, our paſſion is ſo ſtrong, 
Advice to rigut confirms us in the wrong. 
I hear you cry, This fellow's very odd!“ 
When you chaſtiſe, who would not kiſs the rod: 
But I've a charm your anger ſhall controul, 
And turn your eyes with coldneſs on the vole, 


ra - 4 * p p + 1 1 * lth 
The charm begins! To yonder flood of light Tells how their conduct 17 270 mw 
That burſts o'r gomy Britain, turn your fight. | And lulls us in the downy lap ot peace. 


What guardian pow 'r o'erwhelms your fouls with 
Her deuds are precepts, her example law. [ awe? 


| + Milton, 
0 | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| Her arts triumphant in the Royal ſmile, 


+ Lucan, 


2 Boo x ll. 
Midſt empire's charms, how Carolina; h 
Glows with a love of virtue and of art | OY 
Her favour is diffus'd to that degree 19 85 
Exceſs of goodneſs !.jt has dawn'd on me 
When in my page, to balance num'rou; ; 
Or godlike deeds were ſhewn 
3 1 a 
e {mil'd, induſtrious t d, n 
From whom my pen 9 = = 
2 en re drew 
Thus the majeſtic mother of mankind, 
To her own charms moſt amiably blind f 
On the green margin innocently ſtood, . 
And gaz d indulgent on the cryſtal flood: 
Survey'd the ſtranger in the painted waxe, 
And ſmiling prais'd the beauties which he gave 
+ In more than civil war, while patriots form 
While genius is but cold, their paſſion warm: 
While public good aloft, in pomp, they wield 
And private int'reſt ſkulks behind the ſhield: 
While Miſt and Wilkins riſe in weckly might, 
Make preſſes groan, lead ſenators to fight; N 
Exalt our coffee with lampoons, and treat 
The pamper'd mob with miniſters of ſtate: 
** } While Ate hot from hell makes heroes ſhrink, 
* Cries havoc, and lets looſe the dogs of ink ;" 
Nor rank nor ſex eſcapes the gen'ral frown, 
But ladies are ripp'd up, and cits knock'd down: 
Tremendous force ! where even the victor bleeds; 
And he deſerves our pity that ſucceeds, 
Immortal Juvenal ! and thou of France ! 
In your fam'd neld my Satire dares advance; 
But cuts herſelf a track to you unknown); 
Nor crops your laurcl, but would raiſe her own: 
A bold adventure! but a ſafc one too! | 
For, though ſurpaſs' d, I am furpats'd by you, 


"SATIRE VII. 
To the Right Honourable Sir Robert Walpole. 


Carmina tum melius, cum venerit Ipſe, canemu?, 


faults, 
or gen'rous 


IBS. 


ON this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain, 
Smile, Walpole, or the Nine inſpire in vain. 
To thee 'tis due; that verſe how juſtly thine, 
Where Brunſwick's glory crowns the whole des 

ſign ! 8 . 
That glory which thy counſels make fo brigitt, 
That glory which. on thee reflects a light. 
Illuſtrious commerce, and but rarely Known! 
To give and take a luſtre from the throne. 

Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme; 
The fountain is not foreign to the ſtream. 
How ali mankind will be ſurpris d to lee 
This flood of Britith folly charg d on thee! 
Yet, Britain, whence this caprice of thy 1005, . 
Which thro' their various ranks with fury runs! 
The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we mult bets; 
For caprice is the daughter of ſuccets | 
(A bad effect, but from a plcaſing cauſe), 


And gives our rulers undeſign'd applauſe; 
> increaſe, 


— 5 


While 1 ſurvey the bleſſings of our lie, 


+ Shakeſpeare, 


% 


Book Il. 


: s bound up, 
Her public 0 fails in every ſky, 
Her commerce 1p ſs my theme again 
The pleafing _— f : bitious men, 

J ſhews the madneſs of ambiti ay 
— fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring 

b 
fo A mankind a ſingle lord. 

The follies paſt are of a private kind, find; 
Their ſphere ĩs ſmall, their miſchief 1s con * 8 
But daring men there are (awake, my Mule ! c 
And raiſe th verſe) who bolder phrenzy chooſe; 
Who, ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away 5 
The world their field, and human kind their prey. 

The Grecian chief, th enthuſiaſt of his pride, 
With Rage and Terror ſtalking by his ſide, 

Raves round the globe; he ſoars into a god! 

Stand fat, Olympus! and ſuſtain his nod. 

The peſt divine in _ Ren on 5 
Ives on mankind s m X . 

n hoſts ! what cities in a blaze ! 

What waſted countries ! and what crimſon ſeas ! 

With orphan's tears his impious bowl o'crflows, 

And cries of kingdoms Jull him to repoſe. ; 

And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraiſe 
The boiſt rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiums on the ſtorm, 

Or famine, or volcano ? they perforͤm 

Their mighty deeds; they, hero-like, can flay, 

And ſpread their ample deſarts in a day. 

0 creat alliance! O divine renown |! | | 

With dearth and peſtilence to ſhare the crown. 

When men extol a wild deſtroyer's name, | 

Earth's Builder and Preſcrver they blaſpheme. 
One to deſtroy, is murder by the law; 

And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe. 

To murder thoutands, takes a ſpecious name, 

War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 

When after battle I the field have ſeen men; 
dpread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were 
A nation cruſh'd ! a nation of the brave! 

A realm of death! and on this fide the grave 

Are there, ſaid I, who from this ſad ſurvey, 

This human chaos, carry ſmiles away? 

How did my heart with indignation riſe ! 

_ cy" _ ſwell'd into my eyes! 

How was 1 thock'd, to think the hero's trade 
of ou agu. ra and triumph, made! 

20 guilty theſe ! yet not leſs guilty the 
ln Mi ee glory by a "Wag or 3 ; d 

o Wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 

— l and ſmiles, more fata than their ſwords; 
0 Witte nature, and ſubſiſt on art; 
bre ee, and petrify the heart; 
As TAPE per OE 5 0 4 
7 13 NC ard. 
deed ry for gold what Chriſtians do thro' grace, 
Who | Open arms their enemies embrace.” 
* The fry _ 3 ee ep. : 
-- melt 2009 on which a wretch can dine.“ 
2 if they ſer ve you, ſerve you diſinclin'd; 
a on ver dr, are men l. 
= urs were, and fuch again may be 

75 pda men forget to 3.98 tice, : 
hrs rae my Muſe ! the catalogue is writ; 

ore candidate for fame admit; 


her credit high, 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 


| Thy 
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Tho' diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 
artial pen, and boaſt an equal claim. 
Be this their comfort—fools omitted here 
May furniſh laughter for another year. 
Then let Criſpino, who was ne'er refus'd 
The juſtice yet of being well abus'd, 
With patience wait, and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain 

Some future ſtrain, in which the Muſe ſhall tell 
How ſcience dwindles, and how volumes ſwell; 

How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the tun ; 

How tortur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
And ev'ry vice is to the — laid; 

How miſers ſqueeze a young voluptuous peer, 
His fins to Lucifer not half fo dear; 

How Verſus is leſs qualified to teal - 

With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeal; 

How lawyers Bien to ſuch exceſs are run, 
That clients are redreſs'd till they're undone; 

How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport, 
And ev'n denials coſt us dear at court; 

How man eternally falſe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and forrows are miſtakes. 

This {warm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 
Which J, like ſummer-flics, ſhake off again, 
Let others ſing; to whom my weak eſſay 
But ſounds a prelude, and points out their prey. 
That duty done, I haſten to complete 

y own deſign; for Tonſon's at the gate. 


% 


The love of fame, in its effects ſurvey'd, 


The Muſe has ſung; be now the cauſe diſplay'd. 
Since ſo diftuſive and fo wide its ſway, | 
What js this Pow'r whom all mankind obey ? 

Shot from above, by Heaven's indulgence came 
This generous ardour, this unconquer'd flame, 
To warm, to raiſe, to deify mankind, 

Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt mind. 2 

By large-ſoul'd men, for thirſt of fame renown'd, 

Wiſe laws were fram'd, and ſecret arts were 
found ; ! 

Defire of praiſe firſt broke the patriot's reſt, 

And made a bulwark of the warrior's breaſt ; 

It bids Argyle in fields and ſenates ſhine, 

What more can prove its origin divine? 

But, oh! this paſſion planted in the ſoul, 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole, 
The flaming miniſter of virtue meant, 

Set up falſe gods, and wrong'd her high deſcent, 

Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 
Of blots and beauties an alternate ſource z 
Hence Gildon rails, the raven of the pit, 
Who thrives upon the carcaſes of wit; 

And in art-loving Scarborough is ſeen | 
How kind a patron Pollio might have been. 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchoals, 
And into coxcombs burniſhes our fools ; 
Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height: 


That key of nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 


Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 
Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 


| Why, and in what degrees, Pride ſways the ſoul? 


| 


(For tho' in all not equally ſhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my rn . 
6 | | 1c 


| 
| 
| 
| 


— . — — 


| 
| 
| 
| 


As in fam'd Lucrece, who with equal dread 


Dead by her fide, her love of fame obey 'd. 


And death in view to dear-bought Flory fires 
5H DO J 5 


Then crowns, then triumpls, ſparkle in his tight; 
Tumult and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
O 


. Greatly deferring his arcears of fame, 


O bleſt ambition, which can nc'er be vain ! 
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Ye doCtors ! hear the doctrine I diſcloſe, 


As true as if 'twere writ in dulleſt proſe ; 
As if a letter'd dunce had ſaid, © tis right,” 
And imprimatur uſher'd it to light. 

To glorious deeds this paſſion fires the mind; 
And cloſer dra'vs the ties of humankind, - 
Confirms ſociety ; ſince what we prize, 

As our chief oleſſing, muſt from others rife, 

Ambition, in the waly noble mind, 

With ffer-virtue is for ever join'd ; 


From guilt, aud thaine, by her laſt conduct fled; 
Her virtue long rebeil'd in hrm diidain, 

And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain ; 
But, when the der was threaten'd to be laid 


In meaner minds ambition works alone; 
But with ſuch art puts virtuc's aſpect on, 
That not more like in feature, and in mien, 
The god and mortal in the comic feene *, 
Falſe Julius, ambuſh'd in thiis fair diſguiſe, 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 
No maſk in baſeſt minds ambitiqn wears, 
But in full light pricks up ner at$'s cars; 
All I have ſung are inſtances of this, 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiſs. 
Ye vain ! defſiſt from your erroncous ſtrife; 
Be wile, and quit the falſe ſublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone reſides, 
Where juſtice vindicates, and wiſdom guides; 
Where ; ward dignity joins outward ſtate, 
Our purpoſe good, as our achievement great; 
Where public bicflings public piaife attend, 
Where glory is our motive, not our end. [view 
Wouldft thou be fam'd > have thoſe high deeds in 
Brave men would act, tho' ſcandal thould enſue. 
Behold a prince whom no ſwoln thoughts 
inflaine ; 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame; 
But when the welfare of mankind inſpires, 


Proud conqueit then, then regal! pomps delight; 


His people's bletlings to their ardent king: 

But, when thole great heroic motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling foul ſubſides to native peace; 

From tedious grandecur's faded charms withdraws, 
A ſudden foe to ſplendour and applaute, 


Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name, 
* . . . / * * . 
O pride celeſtial, which can pride diſdain! 


From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the 
In whoſe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, | iky, 
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| Hts eve ne'er clos'd; long fince inur'd to wake, 


| By thwarting paſſions toſt, by cares oppreft, 


No pow'ts of lIanguage-—but his own, can tell; 


At will, to raiſe or huth the civil ſtorm. 


$ 48. The Caſile of Indolence. An Allegorica! 


Tere burſt the Rhone and ſounding Po, there thine | NT . — 2 en fr play 
E eig, SHE de SOL i | Noliving wightcould work, necarcd even for pay. 


In infant rills the Danube and rhe Rhine; 

From the rich ftore one fruitful urn ſupplies, 

Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts rife, 
In Brunſwick ſuch a ſource the Muſe adorecs, 


Which public ble{ſings thro? half Europe pours, 


* Amphytrion. 


+ The King in danger by ſea. 
Ecce Deus ramum Lethæo rore malentemy &e. VI RC. I. v. 
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godlike aim, 
he Fame 
ions raiſe, 


When his heart burns with ſuch a 
Angels and George are rivals for t 
George, who in foes can ſoft affect 
g ; ; 2 
And charm envenom'd Satire into praiſc. 
Nor human rage alone his pow' 


r perceixes 
hc N PAI ; ö 
But the mad winds and the tumultuous wayess 


Even ſtorms (death's flerceſt miniſters!) forhear 
1 e ee ee 2 
And, in then own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus nature $ ſelf, ſupporting man's decree, 
Styles Britain's ſoverei;m, Sovereign of the Yon 
710 0 2 4 Mh 2 's ViIt Reo 
While tea and air, great Bruniwick ! ſiook our 
ſtate, hg 
And ſported witi: a king's and kiwngcom's fate 
< vu * 7 9112 » > , COLE. 4 * 5 * : 
2 0 id 0 Wat me * d, lle eis d with tcar 
Ot ever loſing what the hel? wont dcar, 
How did Britannia, ke Achulies*, weep 
5 . e 
And tell her forrow: te the kindred dcep ! 
* * . p 
Hang ver the floog ;, and in devotion warm, 
Strive for thee with the ſurge, and fight 
ftorm | 
Whar felt ry Walpole, pilot of the realm? 
Our Palinurus & flept net at the helm, 


the 


And outwatch ev'ry (ar, for Brunſwick's lake, 


He found thy tempeſt pictur'd in his broaft, 
But now what joys that gloom of hicart dilycl, 


His own, which Nature and the Graces form, 


Poem. 'T HoM30N. N 
The Caſtle hight of Indulence, - 
Aud its falie luxury 
Where for little time, alas! 
| we liv'd right jo' lily. 
GO MORTAL man, who liveſt here by toil, 
| Do not complain of this thy hard state: 
That like an emmet thou muſt ever moil, 
Js a ſad ſentence of an ancient date; 
And, certes, there is for it reaſon great; 
For, tho'fometimes it makes thee weep and wal, 
And curſc thy ftar, and early drudge and lite; 
Withouten that would come an heavier bale, 
Looſe life, unruly paſſions, and difcaſes pale. 
In lowly dale, faft by a river's de, © 
With weody hill o'er hill encompals d round, 
A moſt enchanting wizard did abide, 

Than whom a fiend more fell is nowhere found. 
It was, 1 ween, a lovely ſpur of ground: 
And there a ſeaſon arween June and May, 3 
Half prankt with ſpring, with ſummer las 

irbrown'd, 
A liſtleſs climate made, where, footh to far, 
Was nought around but images of reſt = 
 Sleep-ſoothing groves, andquiet lawns betweens 

And fow'ry beds that ſlumb rous influence 


keſt, 
+ Hom, II. lib. 2. 


From 


Book II. 
From poppies breath d; and beds of pleaſant 
; reen, a 
Where never yet was creeping creature ſeen. 
Meantime unnumber d glittering ſtreamlets 
lay d. : 
And hurled every where their waters ſheen 3 
That, as they bicker'd thro the ſunny glade, 
Tho reſtleſs ſtill themſelves, a lulling murmur 
made. 
Toin'd to the prattle of the purling rills 
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, 
And flocks loud-bleating from the diftant hills, 
And vacant ſhepherds piping in the dale ; 
And now and then ſweet Philomel would wail, 
Or ſtock-doves plain amid the foreſt deep, 
That drowſy ruſtled to the fighing gale; 
And ſtill a coil the graſchopper did keep: 
Yet all theſe ſounds yblent inelined all to ſleep. 
Full in the paſſage of the vale above, 
A fable, filent, ſolemn foreſt ſtood 3 move, 
Where nought but ſhadowy forms was teen to 
As Idleſs fancied in her dreaming mood: 
And up the hills on either fide a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro, 
Sent forth a ſleepy horror thro” the blood; 
And where this valley winded out below, 
The murmuring main was heard, and ſcarcely 
heard, to flow. 


A pleaſing land of drowſy head it was, 
Of dreams that wave before the half-ſhut eye; 
And of gay caftles in the clouds that pals, 
For ever Buſhing round a ſummer tky : 
There eke the ſoft delights that witchingly 
Infyl a wanton ſweetneſs through the breaſt, 
And calm the pleaſures, always hover'd nigh; 
But whtate'er ſmack'd of novance, or unreſt, 
Was far, far off expell'd from this delicious neſt. 
The landſcape ſuch, inſpiring perfect eaſe, 
Where Indolence (for fo the wizard hight) 
Cloſe hid his caſtle mid embow'ring trees, 
That half ſhut out the beams of Phœbus bright, 
Andmade a kind of checquer'd day and night: 
Mranwhile. unceating at the maſly gate, 
Beneath a ſpacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was plac'd; and, to his lute, of cruel fate 


eſtate, 
Thither continual pilgrims crowded ſtill, 
For, 
il, | 
The freſhneſs of this valley ſmote their eye, 


And drew them ever and anon more-nigh ; 


ung, 
Ynolten with his ſyren melody; 


Aud to the trembling 
ſiung: 
© Bchold! 
f dee all b 
1 OY bright robes the butterfly unfold, 

oke from her Wintry tomb in prime of May! 


While o'er th' enfeebling lute his hand he flung, 
chords thoſe tempting verſes | 


ye pilgrims of this earth, behold ! 
ut man with unearn'd pleaſure gay: 


From all the roads of earth that paſs thereby: 
as they chanc'd to breathe on neighb'ring 
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And labour harth complain'd, lamenting man's | 


þ 


ill cluſtering round th* enchanter falſe they 
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„What youthful bride can equal her array > 
„Who can with her for eaſy pleaſure vie ? 

“ From mcad to mead with gentle wing to ſtray, 


« From flow'r to flow'r on balmy gales to fly, 
Is all ſhe hath to de beneath the radiant ſKky. 


„ Behold the merry minſtrels of the morn, 

The ſwarming ſongſters of the careleſs grove, 

Ten thouſand throats ! that from the fſower- 

ing thorn . 

« Hymntheir good God, and carol ſweet of love, 

e Huch grateful kindly raptures them emove : 

« They neither plough nor ſow ; ne, fit for flail, 

« Fer to the barn the nodding ſheaves they 
« drove; 

Vet theirs cach harveſt dancing in the gale, 

Whatever crowns the hill, or ſmiles along the 
« yale. 


«c 


cc 


« Outcaſt of nature, man! the wretched thrall 
„Of bitter-dropping ſweat, of ſweltry pain, 
Of cares that eat away thy heart with gall, 
&« And of the vices, an inhuman train, 
That all proceed from ſavage thirſt of gain: 
For when hard-hearted intereſt firſt began 
„ To poiſon earth, Aftrza left the plain; 
„% Guile, violence, and murder ſciz'd on man, 
And, for ſoft milky ſtreams, with blood the 
« rivers ran, 5 * 
« Come, ye who ſtill the cumbrous load of life 
« Puſh hard up hill; but, as the fartheſt ſteep 
«© You truſt to gain, and put an end to ſtrife, 
© Down thunders back the ſtone with mighty 
„ {weep,.  - | 
And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 
% For ever vain; come, and withouten fee 
« in oblivion will your forrows ſtcep, 
« Your cares, your toils; will ſteep you in a ſea 
Of full delight: oh come, ye weary wights, to 
Ame! . A 
„With me you need not riſe at early dawn, 
„To pals the joyleſs day in various ſounds; 
4 Or, louting low, on upſtart fortune fawn, 
And fell fair honour for ſome paltry pounds: 
Or thro' the city take your dirty rounds, 
To cheat, and dun, and lye, and viſit pay, 
„Now flattering baſe, now giving ſecret 
wounds; | 5 - 
« Or proul in courts of law for human prey, 


« 


Lad 


In venal ſenate thieve, or rob on broad high- 


Way. 
& No cocks with me toruſtic labour call, 
From village on to village founding clear; 
To tardy {wains no ſhrill-yoic'd matrons 
Ee * fquall; | „ | 
No dogs, no babes, no wives, to ſtun your ear; 
„No hammers thump ; no horrid blackſmith 
« fear; Bo | 
«© Nonolly tradeſmen your ſweet ſlumbers ſtart, 
“With ſounds that are a miſery to hear: 
_« But all is calm, as would delight the heart 
„Of Sybarite of old, all nature, and all art. 


Here nought but candour reigns, indulgent 
g ene, N [ down. 
Good natur'd lounging, ſaunt'ring up and 
1 e | They 


« Retiring, taſted joy he never knew before. 


4 Artuned to the birds and woodland melody. 


To toil for what you here untoiling may obtain.” 
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« They who are pleas'd themſelves muſt always 
« pleaſe; | 

« On others ways they never ſquint a frown, 

% Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town. 

« Thus, from the ſource of tender indolence, 

« With milky blood the heart is overflown, 


« Is ſooth'd and ſweeten'd by the ſocial ſenſe ; } But often each way look, 


« For int'reſt, envy, pride, and ſtrife are baniſh'd 
« hence. | 


«© What, what is virtue, but repoſe of mind, 
„A pure ethereal calm, that knows no ſtorm; 
« Above the reach of wild ambition's wind, 

e Above thoſe paſſions that this world deform, 
« And torture man, a proud malignant worm! 
« But here, inſtead, ſoft gales of paſſion play, 
% And gently ſtir the heart, thereby to form 
« A quicker ſenſe of joy ; as breezes ſtray 


1 Acroſs th enliven'd ſkies, and make them till | 


© more gay. 


The beſt of men have ever lov'd repoſe; 

« They hate to mingle in the filthy fray ; 

„Where the ſoul ſours, and gradual rancour 

| „ grows, | 

1% Embitter'd more from peeviſh day to day. 

. « Ev'n thoſe whom fame has lent her faireſt ray, 
The moſt renown'dof worthy wights of yore, 

« From a baſe world at laſt have ſtol'n away : 
« So Scipio, to the ſoft Cumæan ſhore 


« Burt if a little exerciſe you chooſe, | 
Some zeſt for eaſe, 'tis not forbidden here. 
Amid the groves you may indulge the mule; 
« Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal 

« year; 
Or ſoftly ſtealing, with your wat'ry gear, 
« Along the brooks, the crimſon-ſpotted fry 
« You may delude: the whilſt amus'd you hear 
« Now the hoarſe ftream, and now the zephyr's 
ſigh, 42 


O grievous folly ! to heap up eſtate, | 
40 * the days you ſee beneath the ſun; 
M hen, ſudden, comes blind unrelenting fate, 


| done, | 

« Tothoſe who mock you gone to Pluto's reign, 

There with fad ghoſts to pine, and ſhadows 
« dun : | | | 

« But ſurc it is of vanities moſt vain, 


He ceas'd, Butftilltheirtrembling ears retain'd 
The deep vibrations of his *witching ſong ; 
That by a kind of magic pow'r conſtrain d 
Jo enter in, pell-mell, the liſt'ning throng. 
Heaps pour'd on heaps, and vet theyſlipp'dalong, 
In ſilent eaſe ; as when beneath the beam 
Of ſummer-moons, the diſtant woods among, 
Or by ſome flood all ſilver'd with the gleam, 


By the ſmooth demon ſo it order'd was, 


| Certes, who bides his graſp, will that encounter 


Then ſighing yiclds her up to love's delicious 


And rous'd himſelfas much as rouſe himſelf hecan, 


% And gives th' untaſted portion you have won | 


„With ruthleſs toil, and many a wretch un- | And which his portly paunch would not pete 


The ſott-embodied fays thro' airy portal ſtream. | 


And here his baneful bounty firit began: 
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| Jer 32 were who would 
nd his alluring baits ſuſpected 

The wiſe diſtruſt the too Fir fk, 2 

Yet thro' the gate they caſt a wiſhful eye. 

Not to move on, forſooth, is all they cm; 

For, do their very beſt, they cannot fly 


; and often forely ſigh, 
When this the watchful wicked wizard (a 
Withſuddenſpringhelcap'd upon them ſtraj bt 
And, ſoon as touch'd by his unhallow'd , 
They found themſelves within the curled; 
Full hard to be repaſs'd, like that of fare 
Not ſtronger were of old the giant crew 
Who ſought to pull high Jove rom regal tate; 
Tho' feeble wretch he ſeem's, of (allow hue, 


not further 


za; 


rue, | 


For whomſoe'er the villain takes in hand, 
Their joints unknit, their news melt apace; 
As lithe they grow as any willow wand, 

And of their vaniſh'd force remains ng trace, 
So when a maiden fair, of modeſt grace, 
In all her buxom blooming May of charms, 
Is ſeized in ſome loſel's hot embrace, 
She waxeth very weakly as the warms, - 


harms. 


Wak'd by the crowd, ſlow from his bench aroſe 

A comely full-ſpread porter, ſwol'n with fleep; 

His calm, broad, thoughtleſs aſpect breath d 
repoſe, | 

And in ſweet torpor he was plunged deep, 

Ne could himſelf from ceaſcleſs yawning keep: 

While o'er his eyes the drowly liquor ran, 


Thro' which his half-wak'd ſoul would faintly 
pecp. 
Then, taking his black ſtaff, he call d his man, 


The lad leap'd lightly at his maſter's call, 

Ile was, to weet, a little roguiſh page, 
Save ſleep and play who minded nought at all 
Like moſt the untaught ſtriplings of his age, 
This boy he kept cach band to diſengage, 
Garters, and buckles, taſk for him unit, 
But ill- becoming his grave perfonage, 


mit; | 
So this ſame limber page to all performed it. 
Meantime the maſter- porter wide diſplay 4 
Great ſtore of caps, of ſlippers, and of gos; 
VWherewich he thoſe who enter'd in arte © 
Looſe as the breeze that plays along the do, 
And waves the ſummer-woods when eveniig 
frowns. ; Z 
O fair undreſs, beſt dreſs! it checks no ve 
But every flowing limb in pleature drowns, 
And heightens: caſe with grace. This cont, 
right fain, | 
2 _ * ot n. 
Sir porter ſat him down, and turn d to ſlcep agail 
Thus caſy rob'd, they to the fountain iped, 
That in the middle of the court u rf. 
A ſtream, high {porting from 15 liquid bed, 
5 r in Ariel O8w: 
back azam m drlzz | 
And falling back 822! FO ny 
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There each deep draughts, as deep he thirſted, 
drew. | 

in of Nepenthe rare: [grew, 

— - Dan Homer ſings, huge pleaſaunce 
And ſweet oblivion of vile earthly care 3 | 

Fairgladſome waking thoughts, and joyous dreams 

f . 


This rite perform'd, all inly pleas'd and ſtill, | 


proclamation made : 


5 tromp Was 
Withouten P do what you will; 


« Ye ſons of Indolence, 


« And wander where youliſt, thro hall or glade! | 


| an's pleaſure for another's ſtaid; 
n php as likes him beſt his hours employ ; 
« And curs'd be he who minds his neighbour s$ 
trade! 1 
« Here dwells kind eaſe and unreproving joy: 
« He little merits bliſs who others can annoy. 


Straight of theſe endleſs numbers, {warming 
round, | 
As thick as idle moats in ſunny ray, | 
Not one eftſoons in view was to be found, 
But ev'ry man ſtroll'd off his own glad way. 
Wide o'er this ample court's blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertain'd, 
No living Ereature could be ſeen to ſtray ; 
While ſolitude and perfect ſilence reign d : 
| $ that to think you dream'd you almoſt was 
conſtrain d. e | 
As when a ſhepherd of the Hebrid Iles, 
Plac'd far amid the melancholy main, 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles 3 
Or that atrial beings ſometimes deign 
To ſtand, embodied, to our ſenſes plain) 
Secs on the naked hill, or valley low, _ 
The whilſt in ocean Phoebus dips his wain, 
A vaſt aſſembly moving to and fro: 
Then all at once in air diſſolves the wondrous 
. ſhow, | : 
Ye gods of quiet and of ſleep profound, 
Whole ſoft dominion o'er this caſtle ſways, 
And all the wildly filent places round, : 
Forgive me, if my trembling pen difplays 
What never yet was ſung in mortal lays. 
But how ſhall I attempt ſuch arduous firing, 
I who have ſpent my nights and nightly days 
In this ſoul-deadening place, looſe-loitering ? 
Ali! kowfhall I for this uprear my moulted wing? 


Come on, my muſe, nor ſtoop to low deſpair, 


| Thou imp of Jove, touch'd by celeſtial fire! 


Thou yet thalt ing of war, and actions fair, 


Which the bold ſens of Britain will inſpire ; 


Of ancient bards thou yet ſhalt ſweep the lyre ; | 


Thou yer ſhalt tread in tragic pall the ſtage, 
Paint love's enchanting woes, the hero's ire, 
he ſage's calm, the patriot's noble rage, 


Daſhingeorruption down thro ev ry worthleſs age. 


The doors, that knew no fhrill alarming bell, 
Ne curſed knocker plied by villain's hand, 
Self. open'd into halls, where „who can tell 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &. 


| Fair rang'd the diſhes roſe, and thick the 


. 
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The pride of Turkey and of Perſian land? 
Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets ſpread, 
And couches ſtretch around in ſeemly band 
And endleſs pillows riſe to prop the head ; 


So that each ſpacious room was one full-ſwelling 
bed, | 


And ev'ry where huge cover'd tables ſtood, 
With wines high flavour'd and rich viands 
| crown'd; 


| - . Whatever ſprightly juice or taſteful food 


On the green boſom of this earth are found, 
And all old occan genders in his round : 
Some hand unſeen theſe filently diſplay d, 
Ev'n undemanded by a ſign or ſound : 
You need but wiſh ; and, inſtantly obey'd, 
glaſſes 
play'd. Is 
Here freedom reign'd without the leaſt alloy; 
Nor goſſip's tale, nor ancient maiden's gall, 
Nor faintly ſpleen, durſt murmur at our joy, 
And with envenom'd tongue our pleaſures pall. 
For why? there was but one great rule for all; 
To wit, that each ſhould work his own deſire, 
And eat, drink, ſtudy, ſleep, as it may fall, 
Or melt the time in Gn or wake the lyre, 
And carol what unbid the muſes might inſpire. 


The rooms with coſtly tapeſtry were hung, 
Where was enwoven many a gentle tale; 
Such as of old the rural poets ſung, 
Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale : 
Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale, | 
Pour'd forth at large the ſweetly tortur'd heart; 
Or, ſighing tcuder paſſion, ſwell'd the gale, 
And taught charm'd echo to reſound their ſmart; 
While flocks, woods, ſtreams, around repole, and 
peace impart, | | | 
Thoſe pleas'd the moſt, where, by a cunning 
Depainted was the patriarchal age; [hand, 
What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee land, 
And paſtur'd on from verdant ſtage to ſtage, 
Where fields and fountains freſh could beſt 
„ ene e | 
Toil was not then, Of nothing took they heed, 
But with wild beaſts the ſylvan war to wage, 
And a" vaſt plains their herds and flocks te 
++. oo? | | OO 
Bleſt ſons of Nature they! true golden age indeed! 
Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy halls, 
Bade the gay bloom of vernal landſcapes riſe, 
Or autumn's varied ſhades imbrown the walls: 
Now the black tempeſt ſtrikes th' aſtoniſh'd 
eyes; | = | 
Now down the ſteep the flaſhing torrent flies; 
The trembling tun now plays o'er ocean blue, 
And now rude mountains frown amid the ſkies; _ 
_ Whate'er Lorrain light-touch'd with ſoft'ning 
| hue, ; 
Or ſavage Roſa daſh'g, or learned Pouſſin drew. 


Each ſound too here to languiſhment inclin'd, 


hat clegance and grandeur wide expand, 


* Thoſe iſlands on the weſtern coaſt of Scotland, called the Hebrides, | 


| LulPd the weak boſom, and induced caſe. 


; Atrial 


— —„V— 
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Atrial muſic in the warbling wind, 
At diſtance riſing oft, by {mall degrees 
Nearer and ncarer came, till o'er the trees 


It hung, and breath'd ſuch ſoul-diſſolving airs, 


As did, alas! with ſoft perdition pleaſe :} 
Entangled deep in its enchanting ſnares, 


The liſt'ning heart forgot all duties and all cares. 


A certain muſic, never known before, 

Here lull'd the penſive melancholy mind, 
Full caſily obtai:1'd. Behoves no more, 

But ſidelong, to the gently-waving wind, 

To lay the well-tun'd inſtrument reclin'd ; 
From which with airv flying fingers light, 
Beyond each mortal touch the moſt refin'd, 
The god of winds drew ſounds of deep delight: 


Whence, with juſt cauſe, the Harp of Aolus * 


- it hight, 


Ah me! what hand can touch the ſtrings ſo fine? 
Who up the lofty diapaſon roll | 


Such ſweet, ſuch ſad, ſuch folemn airs divine, | 


Then let them down again into the ſoul 2 

Now riſing love they fann'd ; now pleaſing dole 

They breath'd, in tender muſings, thro' the 
| heart; | 

And now a graver ſacred ſtrain they ſtole, 

As when ſeraphic hands a hymn impart: 


Wild warbling nature all, above the reach of art ! 


Such the gay ſplendour, the luxurious ſtate 

Of caliphs old, who on the Tygris' ſhore, 

In mighty Bagdat, populous and great, 

Held their bright court, where was of ladies ſtore; 
And verſe, love, muſic ſtill the garland wore : 
When ſleep was coy, the bard in waiting there 
Cheer'd the lone midnight with the Muſe's lore; 
Compoſing muſic bad- his dreams be fair, 


And muſic lent new gladncſs to the morning air +. 


Near the pavilions where we ſlept, ſtill ran 
Soft-tinkling ſtreams, and daſhing waters fell, 
And ſobbing breezes figh'd, and oft began 
(So work'd the wizard) wint'ry ſtorms to ſwell, 
As heaven and earth they would together mell : 
At doors and windows, threat'ning, ſcem'd to 
call | | 
The demons of the tempeſt, growling fell, 
Yet the leaſt entrance found they none at all ; 


V hence ſweeter grewour ſleep, ſecure in maſſy hall. 


And hither Morpheus ſent his kindeſt dreams, 
Raifing a world of gayer tinct and grace; 

by * 
Oer which were ſhadowy caſt elyſian gleams, 


That play'd, in waving lights, from place to 


place, | 
And ſhed a roſeate ſmile on nature's face. 
Nor Titian's pencil e'er could ſo array, 
So fleece with clouds, the pure ethereal ſpace ; 
Ne could it &er ſuch melting forms diſplav, 


As looſe on flow'ry beds all languiſhingly lay. 
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No, fair illuſions! artful phantoms, 10 
My Muſe will not attempt your "thay 
She has no colours that like you 3 
To catch your vivid ſcenes too croſs Fer h 
But ſure It is, was ne'er a ſubtler band * 
Than the ſe ſame guileful angel- ſecmin: ſpritez 
Whothus in dreams voluptuous, ſoft — lla 

Fl * *. all th' Arabian heaven boner, 
n - Hog oft beſides with more reh d 


They were, in ſooth, a moſt enchantin 
Ev'n feigning virtue; ſkilful to unte 
With evil good, and ſtrew with pleaſure pain 
But for thoſe fiends whom blood and Weil 
delight, Ks 
Who hur! the wretch, as if to he!] outrighe 
Down, down black gulphs, where ſullen 1 
ters ſleep, 
Or hold him clamb' ring all the fearful nigit 
On bcetling cliffs, or pent in ruins deep; 
They, tiil due time ſhould ſerve, were hid fir 
hence to keep. | 


g train, 


Ye guardian ſpirits, to whom man is dear, 
From theſe foul demons ſliield the midnight 
Angels of fancy and of love be near, [ gloom; 
And ver the blank of fleep diffuſe a blbm: 
Evoke the ſacred thad#s of Greece and Rome, 
And let them virtue with a look impart: 
But chief, awhile, oh lend us from the tomb 
Thoſe long-loft friends for whom in love we 
{mart, 
And fill with pious awe and joy-mixtwoethe heart, 


Or, are you ſportive? Bid the morn of youth 
Riſe to new light, and beam afreſh the days 
Of innocence, ſimplicity, and truth, 
To cares eſtrang'd, and manhood 5 thorny ways, 
What tranſport, to retrace our boytth plays, 
Our catv bliſs, when cach thing joy ſupplied; 
The woods, the mountains, and the wai bing 
maze ſuice, 
Of the wild brooks ! But, fondly wand ring 
My Muſe, reſume the taſk that yet doth thec abidt. 


One great amuſement of our houſchold was, 
In a huge cryſtal magic globe to ipy, _ 
Still as you turn'd it, all things that do pats 
Upon this ant-hill carth.; where conſtantij 
Of idly-buty men the reftleſs fry 

Run buſtling to and fro with fooliſh haſte, 
In ſearch of pleaſurcs vain that from then , 
Or which obtain'd the caitifts dare not tale 
When nothing is enjoy'd, canthere begreaterwats: 


Of Vanity the mirror this was call d. = 
Here you a muck worm of the town might lee 
At his dull deſk, amid his ledgers ftall'd, 
Eat up with carking care and penurie; 
Moſt like to carcaſe pitch'd on gallow-tree. 


. a” 
„A penny ſaved is a penny got : 


| ; . | 55 
* This is not an imagination of the author; there being in fact ſuch an inſtrument, called Folus's Harps 


which, when placed againſt a little ruſhing or current of air, produces the effect here deſcribe. 


+ The Arabian caliphs had pozts among the officers of their court, whole office it was © 
meutioned, 8 Fg ; | 


do what is here 


Firm 


Book Il. 


Firm to this 


Ne of its rigor wi 
Till it has queneh'd 


: ht from the filt F 
—— gutt ring forth a gaudy ſpendthrift heir, 


ſcoundrel- maxim keepeth he, 
IU he bare a jot, ; 
his fire, and baniſhed his pot- 


h of this low grub, bchold ! 


 clofſy gay, enamel'd all with gold, 
2 of the ſummer air, 

In folly loſt, of nothing takes he care; 

Pimps, lawyers, ſtewards, harlots, flatterers vile, 

And thievingtradeſmen him among them ſhare: 

His father's ghoſt from limbo-lake, the while, 

gees this, which more damnation does upon him 

pile, | 


This globe pourtray'd the race of learned men, 
&i1] at their books, and turning o'er the page 
Backwards and forwards: ofttheyſnatchthe pen, 
As if inſpir”d, and in a J heſpian rage; | 
Thenwriteand blot, as would your ruth engage. 
Whr, Authors, all this ſcrawl and ſcribbling 
fore ? : | 
To loſe the preſent, gain the future age, 
Praifed to be when you can hear no more, 
And much enrich'd with fame when uſeleſs 
worldly ſtore, 


Then would a ſplendid city riſe to view, 1 
With carts, and cars, and coaches roaring all, 
Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew : 
See Low they daſh along from wall to wall! 
At e:”ry door, hark, how they thund'ring call! 
Good Lord! what can this giddy rout excite ? 
Why on each other with fell tooth to fall; 
Anciphbour's fortune, fame, or peace to blight, 

And * tireſome parties for the coming 

night? 


The puzzling ſons of party next appear'd, 

In dark cabals and nightly juntos met; [ rear'd 

od now they whifper'd cloſe, now ſhrugging 

The important ſhoulder; then, as if to get 

New light, theirtwinkling eyes were inward ſet. 

No ſooner Lucifer recals affairs, 

[ an forth they various ruſh in mighty fret ! 

When, lo! puth'd up to pow'r, and crown'd 

their cares, | . [ſtairs. 

[1 comes another ſet, and kicketh them down 


But what moſt ſhew'd the vanity of life 
0 to benold the nations all on fire, : 
- 2 broils engag'd, and deadly ſtrife: 
= reer kings, enflam'd by black deſire, 
"1 1020urable ruffians in their hire, | 
* "= tO rage, and blood around to pour: 
1 be fa work when each begins to tire, 
bey it them down juſt where they were before, 


tor new ſce 
nes of woe pcace ſhail tho 
reſtore. P all their force 


To number up the thouſands dwelling here, 


n ICIS verre 
daa Vere, and cke an endleſs tak; 
85, and thoſe who at the helm appear, 


9 Fypſfics bro A o 
D, wn * ; i : 
ea many in ſu mmer-glades who baſk. 
nmaſk, 


4 man, perdie, I could u 
and table make a ſolemn ſhow, 


Whoſe deſk 


* The Morning Star 
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We drove the villain out for 


369 
With tape-ticd traſh, and ſuits of fools that aſk 


For place or penſion, laid in decent row 


But theſe I paſſen by, with nameleſs numbers moe. 


Of all the gentle tenants of the place, 

There was a man of ſpecial grave remark : 

A certain tender gloom o' erſpread his face, 
Penſive, not ſad, in thought involv'd not dark. 
As ſoot this man could fing as morning lark, 
And teach the nobleſt morals of the heart; 
But theſe his talents were, yburied ſtark ; 

Of the fine ſtores he nothing would impart, 


Which or boon nature gave, or nature-painting art. 


To noon-tide ſhades incontinent he ran, 
Where purlsthe brook withſleep-inviting ſound, 
Or when Dan Sol to ſlope his whcels began, 


Amid the broom he baſk'd him on the ground, 


Where the wild thyme and camomoilare found: 
There would he linger, till the lateſt ray 
Of light ſat trembling on the welkin's bound; 
Then homewardthro'the twilightſhadows ftray, 
So had he paſſed many a 
day. | 
Vet not in thoughtleſs lumber were thev paſt: 
For oft the heavenly fire that lay conceal'd 
Beneath the ſleeping embers, mounted faſt, 
And all its native light anew reveal'd : 
Oft as he travers'd the cœrulean field, [wind, 
And mark'd the clouds that diove before the 
Ten thouſand glorious fvſtems would he build, 
Ten thouſand ercat ideas fill'd his mind; 


But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace 


behind, 


With him was ſometimes join'd in ſilent walk 
(Profoundly filent, for they never ſpoke) 

One ſhyer til], who quite deteſted talk: 

Oft, ſtung by ſpleen, at once away he broke 


To groves of pine, and broado'erſhadowing oak; 
There, inly thrill'd, he wander'd all alone, 


And on himſelf his penſive fury wroke, 
Ne ever utter'd word, ſave when firſt thone 


The glittering ſtar of eve—* Thank heaven! 


the day is done.“ 


Here luſch'd a wretch ho had not crept abroad 
For forty years, ne face of mortal ſeen ; 

In chamber brooding like a loathly toad : 
And fure his linen was not very clean. 

Thro' ſecret loop-holes, that had practis'd been 


Necar to his bed, his dinner vile he took; 


Uukempt, and rough, of ſqualid face and mien, 
Our caſtle's ſhame ! whence, from his filthy 
nook, | | 8 | 
fitter lait to look. 
One day there chanc'd into theſe halls to rove 
A joyous youth, who took vou at firſt ſight; 
Him the wild wave of pleaſure hither drove, 
Bufore the ſprightly tempeſt toſſing light: 
Certes, he was a moſt engaging wight, 
Of ſocial glee, and wit humane tho' keen, 


Turning the night to day and day to night: 


For him the merry bells had rung, I ween, 


If in this nook of quiet bells had ever been. 


But 


— 
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Our madden'd caſtle all, the abode of ſleep no 


Then out again he flies, to wing his mazy round. 


To him rhe better fort. this friendly meſſuge ſent: 


60 


Let quits not nature's bounds. He knows to 


And now with well-urg'd ſenſe the enlighten'd 


A hard here dwelt, more fat than bard beſeems; 


Mr. Quin. 


Another gueſt there was, of ſenſe refin'd, 


Ne ever more to quit our quiet glade; 


Wharz moit clates then finks the foul as low: 
When ſpring- ide joypours inwith copious flood, 
The higher fill thi exulting billows flow, 
The farther back again they flagging go, | 
And leave us groveling on the dreary thore : 
Taught by this fon of joy, we found it ſo; 
Who, whilſt he ſtaid, kept in a gay uproar {| 


More. b 


At when in prime of June a burnifh'd ly | 


Sprung from the meads, o er which he ſweeps 
along, 8 t 
Cheer'd by the breathing bloom and vital ſky, 
Tunes up amid theſe airy halls his ſong, 
Soothling at firſt the gay repoling throng : 
And oft he ſips their bow] ; or nearly drown'd, 
He, thence recovering, drives theirbeds among, 
And cares their tender ſleep, with tromp pro- 
found; | 


Who felt each worth, for every worth he had; 
Serene yet warm, humane yet firm his mind, 
As little touch d as any man's with bad: 
Him through their inmoſt walks the Muſes lad, 
To him the ſacred love of nature lent, 

And ſometimes would he make our valley gad; 
Whenas we found he would not here be pent, 


« Come dwell with us! true fon of virtues 
„come! 2 5 

“ But if, alas ! we cannot thec perſuade 

To ly content beneath our peaceful dome, 


Vet when at laſt thy toils but ill apaid 

„Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly 
„ ſpark, 7 | 7 

« Thou wilt be glad to ſeek the rural ſhade, 


« 'There to indulge the muſe, and nature mark: 


We then a lodge for thee will rear in Hagley 
% Park. 

Here whilom ligg'd th' Eſopus of the age; 

But call'd by fame, in ſoul ypricked deep, 

A noble. pride reſtor'd him to the ſtage, 

And rous'd him like a giant from his leep. 

Even from his ſlumbers we advantage reap : 

With double force the enliven'd ſcene hewakes, 


keep 


Each due decorum : now the heart he ſhakes, 


judgment takes. 


Who +, void of cavy, guile, and luſt of gain, 
On virtue ſtill, and nature's pleaſing themes, 
Pour'd forth kis unpremeditated ftrain : 

The world forfaking with a calm diſdain, 
Here laugh'd he careleſs in his eaſy feat : 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Bur not e'en pleaſure to exceſs is good: | 
He loathed much to write, 


A place here was, decp, dreary, under gri 


Here quatt'd encircied with the joyous train, | 


+ The following lines of this ſtanza were writ by a friend of the author, 


Boo x II. 
Oft moralizing ſage: his ditty ſweet 

ne cared to repeat. 
Full oft by holy fect our ground was trod 
Of clerks good plenty, here you mote eſp ; 
A little, roand, fat, oily man of God * 
Wes one I chiefly mark'd among the fry ; 
He had a roguiſh twinkle in his eye, #5 
And ſhone all gi! tering with ungodly dew, 
If a tight damſel chanc'd to trippen py; 
Which when obſerv'd, he ſhrunk into his men, 


And ftraight would recolle& his picty ancw. 


Nor he forgot a tribe, who minded nought 
(Old inmatcs of the place) but ſtate affairs; 
They look'd, perdic, as if they deeply thought; 
And on their brow ſat every nation's cares: | 
The world by them is parcell'd out in thares, 
When in the Hall of Smoke they congreſs hold, 
And the ſage berry ſun-burnt Mocha bears 
Has clear'd their inward eye: then ſmoke. 
enroll'd, | 


Their oracles break forth myſterious as of old. 


Here languid beauty kept her pale- fac d court! 
Bevies of dainty dames, of high degree, 


From every quarter hither made retort; 


Where, from groſs mortal care and buſincſo free, 
They lay, pour'd ont in caſe and luxury, 
O: ſhould they a vain thew of work aſiume, 
Alas! and well-2-day ! what can it be? 
To knot, to twiſt, to range the vernal bloom: 


But faris caſt the diſtaff, ſpinning- wheel, and loom. 


Their only labour was to kill the time: 
And labour dire it is, and weary wor, 
They fit, they loll, turn o'er ſome idle F yme: 
Thea riſing ſudden, to the glaſs they go, 
Or ſaunter forth, with tottering {ſtep and flow; 
This ſoon too rude an cxerciſe they find; 


Straight .nthe couchtheirlimbsagain theythug!, 


2 8 „ reclin'd 
Where h-urs on hours they fighingly rechn d, 


524 N . 
And court the vapoury god ſoft-brcatlung in tus 


wind, | | 
Now muſt I mark the villany we found, 
But ah! too late, as ſhall eftſoons be un. 
und; 
Where ſtill our inmates, when unpieens 

grown, h 
Diſcas'd and loathſome, 1 rivily were _ 
Far from the light of Hennen, they Jangul x 
Unpitied, uttcring man y 4 bitter groan [ent 

ro TWITC, 

For of thoſe wretches take nas no care: | wel 


Fierce fiends, and hags of hell, their only nutte, 


Alas! the change! from ſcenes of joy and ref 
To this dark den, where ſickneſs tols d av'af- 
Here Lethargy, with deadly fleep oppreſt, 
Stretch'd on his back, a mighty Iubbard, al, 
Heaving his ſides, and ſnorcd night and Ga ; 
To ſtir him from his trance it Was not cam | 
And his half-cpen'd eyne he ſhut ſtraightway! 
He led, I wot, the ſofteſt way to death, 


: 1 
* * . . 3 4 9 4 1e 
And tauglit withouten pain and ir ife to yicldti 


breath. 


of 
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abs enormous, but withal unſound, 
ers and pale, here lay the H ydropſy g 
Unwieldy man; with belly monſtrous round, 

For ever fed with water y ſupply 3 4 

For Kill he drank, and yet he ſtill was dry. 

And moping here did Hypochondria fit, 

Mother of ſpleen, in robes of various dye, ; 

Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit; [ a wit. 
And ſome her frantic deem'd, and ſome her deem'd 


A lady proud ſhe was, of ancient blood, 

Yet oft her fear her pride made crouchen low: 

ohe felt, or fancied in her fluttering mood, 

All the diſeaſes which the ſpittles know, 

And ſovght all phyſic which the ſhops beſtow, 

And ſtill new leaches and new drugs ou Id try, 

Her humour ever wavering to and fro: [cry, 

bor ſometimes he would laugh, and {ometimes 
Thin ſudden waxed wroth; and all the knew not 

Way. 


Faſt by her fide a liftleſs maiden pin'd, [ings;] 


With aching head, and ſqueamiſh heart-burn- 
Pale, bloated, cold, the ſeem'd to hate mankind, 
Vet lov'd in ſecret all forbidden things. 

And here the Tertian ſhakes his chilling wings, 


The fleepleſs gout here counts the crowing 


cocks, 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a ſerpent ſlings ; 
Whilit apoplexy cramm'd intemp'rance knocks 
Donn to the ground at once, as butcher felleth ox. 


e 3h 
Te knight of arts and induſtry, 
And his atchievements falr ; 
That, by this caſtle's overthrow, 
zecur'd and crowned were, 


FSCAP'D the caſtle of the fire of ſin, 

Ai! where ſhall I fo ſweet a dwelling find? 
Fer all around, without, and all within, 

Nothing fave what delightful was and kind, 

Ot goodneſs favouring and a tender mind, 

K cr roſe to view. But now another ſtrain, 

Of doleful note, alas! remains behind: 

| row muſt fing of pleaſure turn'd to pain, 
And of the falſe inchanter Indolence complain. 


there no patron to protect the Muſe, 

And tence for her Parnaflus' barren ſoil ? 

+ 0 every labour its reward accrues, 5 
Hat a fell tribe the Aonian hive deſpoil, 
As ruthleſs waſps oft rob the painful bee: 
Thus while the law 
: Ne for the Muſes 


: n A p > s + 
And they are ſure of bread who fink and moil ; 


other meed decree, 


e pratted are alone, and ſtarve right merrily. 


| care not, Fortune, what you me deny : 
5 cannot rob me of free natu:e's grace; 
40% cannot ſhut the windows ef the ſKky, 


 hro which Aurora ſhewsher bright'ning face; 


du cannot bar my conſtant feet to trace 
he woods and 


4, oth my nerves and finer fibres brace, 
nd I their toys to the great children leave: 


not guard that nobleſt toil, 


AY 


cy, reafon, virtue, nou..ht can me bereave. 
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Come then, my Muſe, and raiſe a bolder fong 
Cone, lig no more upon the bed of ſloth, 
Dragging the lazy lavguid line along, 
Fond to begin, but ſtill to finith loth; 
Thy half-writ ſcrolls all eaten by the moth: 
Ariſe, and fing that generous imp of fame, 
Who with the ſons cf ſoftneſs nobly wroth, 
To (weep away tl is human lumber came, 

Or in a choſen few to route the ſlumbering flame, 


In Fairy-land there liv'd a knight of old, 

Of feature ſtern, Selvagio yclep d; 

A rough unpolith'd man, robuſt and bold, 

But wondrous poor: he neither ſow'd nor 
reap'd, 

Ne ſtores in ſummer for cold winter heap'd ; 

In hunting all bis days away he wore; 

Now ſcorci'd by une, now in November ſteep'd, 

Now pinch'd by biting Januaty ſore, 

He ſtill in woods purſued the libbard and the boar. 
As he one morning, long befure the dawn, 
Prick'd thro” the foreſt to diſlodge his prey, 
Deep in the winding boſom of a lawn, | ray, 
With wood wild-fring'd, he mark'd a taper's 
That from the beating rain, and wint'ry fray, 
Did to a lonely cot his ſteps decoy ; 

There, up to earn the needments of the day, 
He found dame Poverty, nor fair nor coy : 
Her he comprels'd, and fill'd ha with a luſty boy. 


Amid the green-wood ſhade this boy was bred, 
And grew at laſt a knight of muchel fame, 
Of active mind and vigorous luſtylicd, 


| The Knight of Arts and Induſtry by name, 


Earthwas his bed, the boughs his roof did frame; 
He knew no beverage but the flowing ſtream 
His taſteful well-earn'd food the {ylvan game, 
Or the brown fruit with which the woodlands 
teem; | 


The ſame to him glad ſummer, or the winter breme. 


So paſs'd his youthly morning, void of care, 

Wild as the colts that thro' the commons rung 

For him no tender parents troubled were, 
He of the foreſt ſcem'd to be the fon; 

And certes had been utterly undone, 

But that Minerva pity of im took, | 
With all the gods that love tue rural wonne, 
That teach to tame t e ſoil and rule the crooks 
Ne did the facred Nine diſdain a gentle look. 


Of fertile genius him they nurtur'd well, 

In ev'ry ſcience, and 1n ev'ry art, 

By which mankind the thoughtleſs brutes excel, 
That can or uſe, or joy, or grace impart, 
Diſcloſing all the pow':s of ::cad and heart: 

Ne were the goodly exerciles ipar'd, | 

That brace the nerves, or make the limbs alert, 

And mix claſtic force with firmneſs hard: 

Was never knight on ground mote be with him 
_ compar'd, | 

Sometimes, with early morn, he mounted gay 
The hunter-ſteed, exulting o'er the dale, 

And drew the roteate breath of orient day 

Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret vale, | 

| | __ Yelad 


4 


Bbz 
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Book I, 
Yelad in fteel, and bright with burniſh'd mail, Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome, 


| He ſtrain d the bow, or toſs d the ſounding ſpear, | Succeſſive, had; but now in ruins _ golden 
| Or darting on the goal outſtripp'd the gale, They ly, to flaviſh loth and tyranny times, 


* . a prey, 
o crown his tolls, Sir Induſtry th | 
The ſwelling ſail, and made for Brinn eg 
| = A ſylvan life till then the natives led 
At other times he pry'd thro" nature's ſtore, | In the brown thades and greenwood foreſt oft 
Whatc'er ſhe in th' ethereal round contains, All careleſs rambling where it lik'd them wol 
Whate'er ſhe hides bencath her verdant floor, | Their wealth the wild-deer bouncing thro' the 


1 Or whcel'd the chariot in its mid-carcer, | 
Or ſtrenuous wreſtled hard with many a tough 
compeer. | | 


The vegetable and the mineral reigns; mains, lade: | 
_ Or elſe he ſcann'd the globe, thoſe ſmall do- They lodg'd at large, and liv'd at nature's MY 
| Where reſtleſs mortals ſuch a turmoil keep, | Save ſpear and bow, withouten other RING 

Its ſeas, its floods, its mountains, and its plains ; Vet not the Roman ſtcel their naked breaf dif. 
| But more he ſcarch'd the mind, and rous'd may d. 


from ilcep 


1 „ 6 * 
"Thoſe moral ſeeds whence we heroic actions reap. He lik d the foil, he lib d the clement ſkies, 


: ; | Ile lik'd the verdant hills and flow'ry plains, 
Nor would he fcorn to ſtoop from high purſaits; Be this my great, my choſen iſle (he cries); 
Of heavenly truth, and practiſe what the taught. This, whilſt my labours Liberty ſuſtains, 


Vain 1s the tree of knowledge wirhout fruits. This queen of occan all aſſault diſdains. 
Sometimes in hand the ſpade or plough he | Nor lik'd he lefs the genius of the land, 
caught, [tiaught; | To freedom apt and perſevering pains: 


Forth-calling all with which boon earth is Mild to obey, and gen'rous to command, 
Sometimes he plied the ſtrong mechaſtic tool, Temper'd by forming heaven with kindek firme 
Or rear'd the fabric from the fineſt draught ; hand. 
And oft he put himſelf to Neptune's ſchool, | 
Fighting with winds and waves on the vex'd 
ocean pool. 


Here, by degrees, his maſter-work aroſe, . 
Whatever arts and induſtry cau frame; 
\Whatever finifh'd agriculture knows, 


To folace then n:cfe rougher toils, he tried Fair qucenofarts! from heaven itſelf whocame, 

To touch the kindling canvas into life; When Eden Bourith'd in unfpotted fame. 
Vith nature his creating pencil vied, — And ſtill with her fweet innocence we find, 

With nature joyous at rhe mimic ſtrife; h And tender peace, and joys without a name. 


Or, to ſach thapes as grac'd Pygmation's wife | Thar, while they ravith, tranquillize rhe wind, 
He hew'd the macble; or with varied tire, Nature and art at once, delight and ute combir'd, 
He rous'd the trumpet and the martial ute, 

Or bade the lute tweettendernes infpice, { lyre. 


Tien towns he quicken'd ” mechanic arts, 
Or verics tram'd that Well might wake Apollo's 


And bade the fervent city glow with toll; 
Bade ſocial conmercg 1aife renowned marts, 
Join land to land, and marry foil to foil, 
Unite the poles, and without bloody {pol 
Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous ores; 


—ͤ——mü— ßE?ß. EE ESE 


Accomplith d thus he from the woods iſſucd, 
Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprize; 
The work, Which long þc in his brealt had 


| 
brew'd, | Or, thould deſpotic rage the world embro!, 
Now to perform Le ardent did deviſe ; Bade tyrantstreinble on remoteſt ſhores; | Twas, 
10 wit, a barbarous world to civillze. I While oer th'encircting deep Britannia sthurder 
Earth was till then a boundleſs foreſt wild; | The drooping Muſes then he weſtward call 
Nought to be ſcen but favage wood and {Kic3;{ from the fam d cit by Propontic ſea, | 
No cities ncuriſh'd arts, no culture ſmil'd, | What time the Türk the enfeebled Grecian 
No government, no laws, no gentle manners mild. thrall d; dees, 
A rugged wight, the worſt of brutes, was man: T hence from their clolſter'd walks he let them 
On his own wretched kind he ruthilef. prev'd:i And brought them to another Caſtalic, _ 
The ſtrongeſt ſtill the weakeſt over-ran © Where Ifis many a famous nourſling pres F 
In cv'ry country ini Züty robbers fway'd, Or where old Cam ſoft paces 0 ex the 2 
And guile and ruffian force were all their trade. | In penſive mood, and tunes his wm 0 Nr vi 
Life was a ſcenC of rapiae, want, and woe; {The whilſt his flocks at large the lonely meph 
Which this brave knight, in noble anger, made] feeds. „ 
To tear, he would the raſcal rout overthrow; Vet the fine arts were what he finiſh 4 (caſt 
For, by the pove'rs divine, it thould no more be lo! For why: they arc the quinteſlence 3 oe 
It would cxcecd the purport of my fong, [ The growth of labouring time, and 1101 
To ſay how this beft ſun from orient climes creatt z | „ 
Came beaming life and beauty all along, [ Unleſs, as ſeldom chances, as on un 1 
Before him chacing indolence and crimes. That mighty patrons che uy 0 aſe, thrall, 
Still as he paſs'd, the nations he ſublimes, ] Up to the ſunſhine of uncumvcr i Dad, may 
And calls forth arts and virtucs. with his ray: } Where no rude care the mounting tho 


+* Conſtagginople. | And | 
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they nothing have to do but pleaſe : 
Pr yn God! thou know'ſt they aſk no 


other fees. 
w. alas! we live too late in time: 

GE now even grudge that little claim, 

Except to ſuch as ſleek the ſoothing rhyme ; 

Aud vet, forſooth, they wear Mcenas' name: 

poor ſons of puft- up vanity, not fame. 

Unbroken ſpirits cheer ! ſtill, ſtill remains 

The eternal patron, Liberty; whole flame, 

While ſhe protects, inſpires the nobleſt ſtrains. 
The beſt, and ſweeteſt far, are toil created gains. 

Whenas the knight had fram'd in Britain-land 

A matchleſs form of glorious government, 

In which the ſovereign laws alone command, 

Laws ſtabliſh'd by the public free conſent, 

Whoſe majeſty is to the ſceptre lent; 

When this great plan, with cach dependent art, 

Was ſettled firm, and to his heart's content, 

Then fought he from the toilfome ſcene to part, 
And let life's vacant eve breathe quict rhro' tlie 

heart. | 


For this he choſe a farm in Deva's vale, 
Where his long alleys pcep'd upon the main. 
In this calm ſeat he drew the healthful gale, 
ere mix'd the chief, the patriot, and the fwain. 
The happy monarch of his ſylvan train, 

Here, ſided by the guardians of the fold, 

He walk'd his rounds, and cheer'd his bleſt 


domain: \ 


His days, the days of unſtain'd nature, roll'd, 


Repicte with peace and joy, like patriarchs of old, 


Witness, ye lowing herds, who gave him milk; 


Witnels, ye flocks, whoſe woolly veſtments far 
Exceed foft India's cotton, or her filk; car, 
Witneſs, with autumn charg'd, the nodding 
That homeward came beneath ſweet evening's 


Orof September moons the radiance mild. {ftar, | 


O hide thy head, abominable war! 
Of crimes and ruffian idleneſs the child! 
From heaven this life yſprung, from hell thy 
vlovies vild ! Se Fo 
Nor from his deep retirement baniſh'd was 
The amuſing care of rural induſtry. | 
Still, as with grateful change the ſeaſons pals, 
New ſcenes ariſe, new landſcapes firike the eye, 
Aud all the ealiven'd country beautify ; 
Gay plains extend where marſhes ſlept before; 
Oer recent meads the exulting ſtreamlets fly; 
Dark frow ning heaths grow bri ght with Ceres? 


ore, [ ſhore. } 


And woods imbrown the ſteep, or wave along the 


As nearer to his farm you made approach, 
He palith'd nature with a finer hand!: 
fe q 1 * * 3 0 * 
Yet en her beauties durſt not art encroach ; 
1 1 art $ alone theſe beauties to expand. 
n gracefu a vo . ol WS N 
1. Nu dance immingled, o'er the land, 
a, Falcs, Flora, and Pomona play'd : 
Here tow brifk | 
tann'd, 


* The Nightingale. 


Lay 


| 


From the ſtrong iron graſp of vengeful deſtiny. 


ales the rude wild common 
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An happy place: where, free and unaftaid, 


Amid the flow'ring brakes cach coyer creature 


ſtray d. 
But in prime vigor what can laſt for ay? 
That ſoul-enfecbling wizard Indolence, 
I whilom ſung, wrought in his works decay: 
Spread far and wide for his curs'd influence ; 
Of public virtue much he dull'd the ſenſe, 
Even much of private; ate our ſpirit out, 
And fed our rank luxurious vices z whence 
The land was overlajd with many a lout; 
Not, as old fame reports, wile, generous, bold, 
and ſtout. 


A rage of pleaſure madden'd ev'ry breaſt, 
Down to the loweſt lees the ferment ran: 
To his licentious with each muſt be bleſs'd, 
With joy be ſever'd; ſnatch it as he can, 
Thus Vice the ſtandard rear'd ; her arrier-ban 
Corruption call'd, aud loud ſhe gave the word, 
« Mind, mind yourſelves! why ſhould the 
« yulgar man, ER, 


« The lacquey be more virtuous than his lord? 


Enjoythis tpan of life! tis all the gods afford.“ 
The tidings reach'd to where, in quict hall, 

The goodold knight enjoy d well-carn'd repoſe. 
„Come, come Sir Knight! thy children on 

« thee call; | 

Come, fave us vet, ere ruin round us cloſe ; 
«© The demon Indolence thy toil o'erthrows.” 
On this the noble colour ſtain'd his checks, 

Indignant, glowing thro' the whitening ſnows 
Of venerable eld; his eye full ſpeaks | breaks. 


His ardent ſoul, and from his couch ar once he 


I will (he cricd), fo help me, God! deftroy 
That villain Archimage.--His page then ftraight 
He to him call'd, a fiery-footed bop, 
Benempt Diſpatch. “ My ſtecd be at the gate, 
« Mybardattend; quick , bring the netof Fate.“ 


This net was twiſted by the fitters three; 


Which when once caſt o'cr harden'd wretch, 
too latc 
Repentance comes: replevy cannot be 


He came, the bard, a little druid wight, 

Of wither'd aſpect ; but his cye was keen, 
With ſweetneſs mix'd. In ruſſet brown bedight, 
As is his ſiſter in the copſes green“, 

He crept along, unpromiſing of mien. 

Groſs he who judges fo. His foul was fair, 
Bright as the children of yon azure ſheen. 
True comelineſs, which nothing can impair, 


Dwelis in the mind: all elſe is vanity and glare, 


Come (quoth the knight), a voice has reach'd 
mine car: | 


The demon Indclence threats overthrow 


To all that to mankind is good and dear: 

Come, Philomelus; let us inſtant go, 

O'crturn his bowers, and lay his caſtle low, 

1 hoſe men, thofe wretched men, who will bg 
ſlaves, | 


1 Mut 


— 


1 · 
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And much they moraliz d as thus yfere they yode. | 


** 


On the cool height a while our palmers ſtay, 


Thento the vizard's wonne theirfteps they ſteer, 


Sweet airs and ſong: and without hu rry all ſcem'd 


i 


Iſſuing forth, the knight beſtrode his ſteed, 


* 


Thrice happy he ! who without ri- 
gour ſaves. 


Of ardent bay, and on whoſe front a ſtar 

Shone blazing bright : ſprung from the gene- 
rous breed D 

That whirl of active day the rapid car, 

He pranced along, diſdaining gate or bar. 

Meantime, the bard on milk- white palfrey rode; 

An honeſt ſober beaſt, that did not mar 

His meditations, but full ſoftly trode: 


They talk'd of virtue, and of human bliſs ; 

What elfe fo fit for man to ſettle well? 

And ſtill their long reſearches met in this, 

This truth of truths, which nothing can refe]: 

« From virtue's fount the pureſt joys dut-well, 

& Sweet rills of thought that cheer the con- 

&« {cious foul ; 

„While vice pours forth the troubled ſtreams | 

| &« of hell, : 

&© The which, howe'erdiſguis'd, at laſt withdole 

Will through the tortur'd Þceaſt their fiery 
torrent roll.” 


At length it dawn'd, that fatal valley gay, 
O'er which high wood-crown'd hills their fum- 
| mits rear. | 


And ſpite even of themſelves their ſenſes cheer ; 


Like a green iſle, it broad beneath them tpread, 

With gardens round, and wandering currents. 
clear, | 

And tufted groves to ſhed the meadow-bed, 


lad, give 
& As God ſhall judge me, knight, we muſt for- 
(The halt-cnraptur'd Philomelus cried) 
« 'The frail good man deluded here to live, 
And in theſe groves his muſing fancy hide. 
« Ah! nought is pure. It cannot be denied, 
„That virtue ſtill ſome tincture has of vice, 


And vice of virtue. What ſhould then betide, | 


& But that our charity be not too nice? 
Come, let us thoſe we can to rea! blits entice.” 


& Ay, ſicker (quoth the knight) all fleſh is frail, | 


« To pleaſant fin and joyous dalliance bent; 
« But let not brutiſh vice of this avail, 
% And tl:ink to 'ſcape deſerved puniſhment. 
&« Juſtice were cruel! weakiy to iclent ; 
„From mercy's ſelf ſhe got her facred glaive :- 
& Grace be tc thoſe who can, and will repent; 
„ But penance long, and dreary, to the {lave, 
Who muſt in ticods of fire his groſs foul ſpirit 
lave. | | | 
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Muſt drink a bitter wrathful cup of woe : | 


But ſome there be, thy ſong, as fromtheir graves, 
Shall raiſe. 


4 


8 


Thus, hoi-ling high diſcourſe, they came towhere 
The curſed carle was at his won ted trade; 
Still tempting heedlets men into his ſnate, 


* A Gladiator, who mad uſe of a net, which he threw over his adveilary. 


Mark'd them, 


Nathleſs, with feign'dreſpe@t, he bade fs 


What pity baſe liis ſong who fo divinely tings! 


They liſten'd to intent with fix'd delight; 


Whoback'ning ihunn'd his touch, forweillicknew 


He fat him felly down, and gnaw's his bitter yall 


As of infernal ſprights in cavern pound, 


As if on time's laſt verge this fame f things bas 
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In witching wiſe, as I before have ſaid, + 
But when he ſaw, in goodly geer arr; 4 
The grave majeſtic knight approaching nich 
And by his fide the bard fo ſage and ſaid” 
His count'nance fell; yet oft his anxious * 
like wily fox who ruoſted cock 


doth ſpy. 


The rabble-rout, and welcom'd them full kind, 
Struck with the noble twain, they were not lack 
His orders to obcy, and fall behind. : 

Then he reſum'd his long ; and uncongn'd 
Pour'd all his muſic, ran thro' all his ins. 
With magic duſt their cyne he tries to blind, 
And virtue's tender airs o'er nature fliygs, | 


Elate in thought, he counted them his own, 


But they inftead, as if tran{mew'd to fione, 
Marvel'd he could with ſuch fweet art unte 
The lights and ſhades of inanners, wrong 44 
right. £ 
Meantime, the ally crowd the charm Ceronr, 
Wide preſſing to the gate. Swift on the Enie 
He dartcd fierce, to drag him to his bower, 


its power. 

As in throng amphitheatre of old, 
The wary Rettzrius * trapp'd his ice; 
Ev'n ſo the knight, returning on him bold, 
At once involv d him in the vet of woe, 
Whercof J mention made rot long egg. 
Enre&d ar firft, he ſcorn'd ſo Wenk a fall, 
And ſeap'd, and flew, and founcee to and tra; 
But when he found that nothing could aui, 


1 


Alarm'd the inferior demons of the place 
Rais'd rucful ſhricks and hidcovs yells arch; 
Black forme clouds deforin'd the welkin 5 tac, 
And from beneath was heard a wailing tound, 
A'folemn iadnels ev'ry creature ſtrecæk , 
And ightnings flaſh'd, and horror rech , fie 
wih d hel, 


ground; | 


* . 
'Þ ; 


« . . 1 0 5 * 7 — N 4%” 
Huge crowds on crowds out- pour d, un e 


hook. | 
Soon as the ſhort-liv'd tempeſt was yſpent. | 
Stcam'd from the jaws of vex d Avernus ge, 
And huth'd the hubbub ef the rabblems it, 
Sir Induſtry the firſt calm moment ſtole. | 
„There muſt (he cried) amid ſo vaſt à l 
„% Be ſome who are not tainted at the hearty 
Not poifon'd quite by this fame a 
&« bowl: | APE? 
« Come then, my bard, thy heavenly fre m. 
Touch ſoul with ſoul, till forth the ach 
& ſpirit Kart. 
The bard obey'd; and taking from 
Where it in ſeemiy fort depeBel's 


Lay 


Jus ſade, 


hung, 


His 


— 
- 


Pn 


— 
- 
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His Britiſh harp» 
The which with, 


its ſpeaking ſtrings he tried, 

ſkilful touch he deffly ſtrung, 
1 bling in clear ſymphony they rung. 

_—_— +: elt the Muſes come along, 

Li kt o'er the cords bis raptur'd hand he flung, 
S to his riſing ſong : 


lay'd a prelude 
2 ke midnight mute, ten thouſands 


round him throng. 


Thus ardent burſt his ftrain—— 

« Ye hapleſs race, 

« Dire-labouring here to mother reaſon's ray, 
« That lights our Maker's image in our face, 
„And gives us wide o'er earth unqueſtion d 

« ſway ; N . 

« What is the ador d Supreme Perfection, ſay? 

„ What, but cternal never-reiting ſoul, 

« Almighty power, and all-directing day; 

« By whom each atom ſtirs, the planets roll; 
Who fills, ſurrounds, informs, and agitates 
(the whole. 

« Come, to the beaming God your hearts un- 

fold! e 

Praw from its fountain life ! Tis thence alone 
« We can excel. Up from unfeeling mold, 

« To ſeraphs burning round the Almighty's 

„ throne, ] 

« Life rifing ſtill on life, in higher tone, 
Perfection forms, and with perfection bleſs. 
« [n univerſal nature this clear thewn, 

« Not needeth proof: to prove it were, I wis, 
© To prove the beauteous world excels the brute 
„ abyſs. 

« Ts not the field, with lively culture green, 

« A joyous fight more than the green moraſs? 
Do not the ſkies, with active ether clean, 

« And fann'd by ſprightly zephyrs, far ſur- 
% pals [ mals, 
« The foul November-fogs, and flumb'rous 
© With which fad Nature veils her drooping 

| « face ? glaſs, 

& Does not the mountain-ſtream, as clear as 

„Gay dancing on, the putrid pool difgrace ? 

The fame in all holds true, but chick in hu- 

„man race. 

« It was not by vile loitering in caſe 

That Greece obtain d the brighterpalm of art, 

* That ſoft yet ardent Athens learn d to pleaſe, 

Jo keen the wit, and to fublime tlie heart, 

* In all ſupreme ! complete in every part! 

It was not thence majeſtic Rome aroſe, 

And o'er the nations ſhook her conquering 

aK © 

For ſluggard's brow the laurel never grows ; 

Renown is not the child of indolent repoſe. 


5 red unambitions mortals minded nought, 

7 Bebe looſe joy their time to wear away z 

. — they alone the lap of dalliance ſought, 
Ales d on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 

Rude nature's tate had been our fate to- 

4 day; 

8 No cities e er their tow'ry fronts had rais'd, 
No arts had made us opulent and gay ; 


_— 


| 
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„With brother-brutes the human race had 
«orazd; 


None e' er had ſoar'd to fame, none honour'd 


cc 


„been, none prais'd. 


„Great Homer's ſong had never fir'd the breaſt 
„Jo thirſt of glory, and heroic deeds ; 
„Sweet Maro's muſe, funk in inglorious reſt, 


Had ſilent ſlept amid the Mincian reeds : 


The wits of modern time had told their 


« heads, 
* And monkiſh legends been their only rains : 
„Our Milton's Eden had lain wrapt in weeds, 
« Our Shakeſpeare ſtroll'd and laugh'd with 
„% Warwick ſwains; [plains. 


Ne had my maſter Spenſer charm'd his Mulla's 


„ Dumb too had been the ſage hiſtoric muſe, 
And periſh'd all the ſons of ancient fame; 
« Thoſe ftarry lights of virtue, that diffuſe 
Through the dark depth of time their vivid 
« flame, 
% Had all been loſt with ſuch as have no name. 
« Who then had ſcorn'd his eaſe for other's 
„good? | 
« Who then had toil'd rapacious men to tame? 
Miho in the public breach devoted ftood, 


« And for his country's cauſe becn prodigal of 


blood? 
« But ſhould to fame your hearts unfeeling be, 


. « If right I read, you pleaſure all require: 


„Then __ how beft may be obtain'd this 
« fee, | 

© How beſt enjoy'd this nature's wide defire. 

« Toil, and be glad! let induſtry inſpire 

Into your quicken'd limbs her buoyant 
« breath ! | | 

«© Who does not act is dead: abſorpt entire 

In miry ſloth, no pride, no joy he hath ; 


« O leaden-hearted men, to be in love with death! 


„ Ah! what avail the largeſt gifts of Heaven 
«© When drooping health and ſpirits go amiſs? 
„How taſteleſs then whatever can be given 1 
„Health is the vital principle of bliſs, 

„ And exercile of health. In proof of this, 
„ Behold the wretch, who ſlugs his life away, 
4% Soon fwallow'd in diſeaſe's tad abyſs; | 


„While he whom toil has brac'd, or manly 


c 


c 


c 


Lad 


„ play, | [ as day. 
Has light as air each limb,each thought as clear 
« O whocan ſpeak the vigorous joys of health 2 
« Unclogg'd the body, unubſcur'd the mind; 
„The morning riſes gay; with pleaſing ſtealth, 
The temperate evening falls ſcrene and kind. 
In health the wiſer brutes true gladneſs find. 
„ See! how the younglings friſk along the 

« meads, | | 

As May comes on, and wakes the balmy winds 
*« Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds 
Yet what but high-ſtrung health this dancing 

e pleaſaunce breeds? . 


But here, inſtead, is foſter'd every ill, 


*« Which or diſtemper'd minds or bodies know. 
« Come then, my Kindred ſpirits! do not ſpill 
B b4 * Your - 
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« Your talents here. This place is but a ſhow, 


« Whoſe charms delude you to the den of woe: 


Come follow me, I will direct you right, 

« Where pleaſure's roſes void of ſerpents 
© grow, [ knight, 

« Sincere as ſweet; come, follow this good 

And you will bleſs the day that brought him 

to your ſight. 


Some he will lead to courts, and ſome to 
„camps; a 

« To ſenates ſome, and public ſage debates, 

« Where, by tlie folemn gleam of midnight 
lamps, [ſtates ; 

« The world is pois'd, and manag'd miglity 

« To high-difcovery ſome, that new-creates 

© The face of carth; fome to the thriving 

« mart ; 

“Some to the rural reign, and ſofter fates ; 

* To the ſweet muſes foie, who raiſe the 
heart: ; 

* All glory ſhall be yours, all nature aud all art. 


There are, I ſec, who liſten to my lay, 

& Who wretched ſigh for virtue, but deſpair, 

« All way be done, (methinks I hear them 
« ſay) 


'« Even death deſpis'd by generous actions fair; 


All, but for thoſe who to theſe bowers repair, 
« Their very power diffolv'd in luxury, 
« To quit of torpid ſluggiſhneſs the lair, 
„And from the powerful arms of floth get 
| & free, be! 
«Tis riſing from the dead Alas It cannot 


Would you then jcarn to diſſipate the band 

« Of theſe huge threatening difficulties dire, 

That in the weak man's way like lions 

| « ftand, | 

„His foul appal, and damp his riſing fire ? 

« Reſolve, retolve, and to 5 men aſpire. 

« Exert that nobleſt privilege, alone 

« Here to mankind indulg'd : controul deſire : 

„Let godlike Reaſon, from her ſovereign 
„ throne, 5 [ is done. 

„Speak the commanding word—T will —and it 


% Heavens ! can you then thus waſte, in ſhame- | 


« ful wiſc, _. 
«« Your few important days of trial here? 
« Heirs of eternity! ybora to riſe 


* 


„ near 
Vo bliſs approaching, and perfection clear ; 
© Can you renounce a fortune fo fublime, 
Such glorious hepcs, your backward ſteps 
«tn ſteer, | and fhme * 
& And roll, with vileſt brutes, throng mud 
i No! nol--Your heaven-touch'd hearts dil- 
« dain the ſordid crime!“ 
«© Enough! enough!“ 
the crowd 
The better ſort on wings of tranſport fly. 
As when amid the lifeleſs ſummits proud 
Of Alpine clitts, where to the gelid ſgy 
Snows pil'd oy ſaows in wint'rv torpor ly, 
The rays divine of veinal Phatbus play; 


- 


they cry 'd—firaight from 
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Glad-warbling throu 


Through endiefs ſtates of being ſtill 9 08 


Book l. 


Ps, in ſtreamlets from on bi 
n, lively lcap away, gy 


Th'awaken'd hea 
Rous d into actio 


being gay. h the vales, in their ne 


Not leſs the life, the vivid joy ſerene 

That lighted up theſe new created Wen 

Than that which wings th'« -ulting ſj rü; f 

When, juſt deliver'd from tis g. 1 
ien, ju wer'd from this flethly den 

It ſoaring ſeeks its native ſkics agen. : 

How light its eflence ! how unclog g'd its pow'rs 

Beyond the blazon of my mortal pen! 

Even ſo we glad forſook theſe firtul Dowers, 


Even ſuch enraptur'd life, ſuch energy was vurs 


But far the greater part, with rage enffam'd, 


Dire-mutter d curſcs, and blaſphem'd high 
Jove. ; 

Ve ſons of hate! (they bitterly exclaim'@) 

« What brought you to this ſcat of peace and 

love? : 
While with kind nature, here amid the grove, 
«© We paſs'd the harmleſs ſabbath of vr 
time, 

« What to diſturb it could, fell men, emore 

« Your barbarous hearts? Is happite's ; 
crime? luke. 


Then do the ticnds of hell rule in you, Lea en 


© Ye impious wretches,” quoth the Kn u 
__ wrath, | 
& Your happineſs bchold !''—Then ſtraigat a 
| Wand | | | 
He wav d, an anti-magic power that hath, 
Truth from illufive falſehood to command. 
Sudden, the landſcape finks on ev'ry hand; 
The pure quick {creams are marthy puddles 
found ; $ 
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken'aftand; 
And o'er the weedy toul abhorred gigund, 


Snakes, adders, toads, each loathiome creature 


crawls around. 


And here and there, on trees by lightning 
icath'd, 
Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung: 
Or, in freſh gore and recent murder bath d, 
They welt'ring lay; or elle, iufuriate flung 
Into the gloomy flood, while ravens fung 
The funcral dirge, they dovn the torrent 
rowl'd: 50 
Theſe, by diſtemper'd blood to madneſs fivne, 
Had doom'd themſelves ; whence oft, Wiki 
niglit controul'd (how! d. 


The world, returning hither their fad pum 


Meantime 2 moving ſcene was open laid; 
That lazar hovſe, I whilom in my lay. 
Depainted have, its horrors decp difplay'd, 
And gave unnumber'd wretches to the day, 
Who tofling there in ſqualid miſery lay. 
Soon as of ſacred light the unwonted mile 
Pour'd on theſe living catacombs its rays 
[trough the drear Caverus ſtretclung en 
mile, Loch à Wale. 


4% hcavea 


5 2 > | PSY wy os Ir 
| The ck up-rats d their heads, and dropp d 
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« O heaven! (they 
« Yon bleſſed fun an 
« Are we from no: OMe 


« Repentance docs itſelf but aggravate our pains.” 


— 
— 


„ One who will wipe your forrow from your 


- 
4 


— 


That could the ſick-bed ſmoothe of that ſad 


cried) and do we once more ſce 
d this green earth fo fair ? 
damps of peſt-houſe free? 
r ſouls the ſweet ethereal air? 

« O thou! or Kniglit, or God! who holdeſt more 
« That fiend, oh keep him in eternal chains! 
« But what for us, the children of deſpair, 

« Brought to the brink of hell, what hope 


« remains ? 


«6 And drink ou 


The gentle Kaight, who ſaw their rueful caſe, 
Let fall adown his ſilver beard ſome tears. 

« Cortes (quoth he) it is not even in grace 

« 7” undo the paſt, and eke your broken years : 
« Nati lets, to nobler worlds Repentance rears, 
« With humble hope, her eve; to her is given 
« A pow r the truly contrite heart that cheers; 


« She quells the brand by which the rocks are | 


uren; 

She more en merely ſoftens, ſhe rejoices 

_ « Heaven. | | 

« Then paticnt bear the ſufferings you have 
« carn'd, 

And by theſe ſufferings purify the mind; 

« Let wiſdom be by pait niſconduct learn'd ; 

« Or pious die, with pertcnice reſign'd; 

« And to a life more happy and retin d, 


« Doubt not, you ſhall new creatures yet ariſe. | 


Till then, you may expect in me to find 


K eyes; 
One who will toothe your pangs, and wing you 


to the 7x1Cs." 
They ſilent heard, and pour'd their thanks in 


cats. 


For you (reſum'd theKnightwithſternertone) 
« Whole hard dry hearts th' obdurate demon 
& ſears, | 
« Thatvillain's gifts will coſt you many a groan; 
In doloruus manſion long you muſt bemoan 
„His fatal charms, and weep your ſtains away: 


1 *1 * . 
Jill foft and pure as infant goodneſs grown, | 


* You feel a perfect change: then, who can ſay, 
What grace may yet ſhine forth in heaven's 
eternal day? 


This ſaid, his pow 'rful wand he wav'd anew; 
 Inttani, a glorious angel-train deſcends, 
The Charnics, to wit, of roſy hue ; 


dweet love their looks a gentle radiance lends, 
And with ſeraphic flame compathon blends. 
A once, delighted, to their charge they fly : 
When, lo! a goodly hoſpital aſcends 

In which they bade each lenicnt aid be nigh, 


company, : 


Tt was a worthy edifying ſight, 
And gires to human-kind peculiar grace, 

o ee kind hands attending day and night, 
With tender miniſtry, from place to place. 


Some prop the head R 0 8 - ; 
; 4 : ſome f 
Wipe off the faint cold Lee face 


Sone reach the | 


q dews weak nature ſheds; 
eaung draught : the whilſt, 
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| 


| And dogs, where'er he went, ſtill barked all the 


The fear ſupreme around their ſoften'd beds, 
Some holy man by prayer all op'ning Heaven 
diſpreds. 


Attended by a glad acclaiming train, 

Of thoſe he reſcued had from gaping hell, 
Then turn'd the Knight, and, to his hall again 
Soft-pacing, fought of Peace the moſly cell: 
Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity fell, 
To ſee the helpleſs wretches that remain'd, 
There left through delves and deſarts dire to yell 
Amaz d, their Tooks with pale diſmay were 

ſtain'd, 

And ſpreading wide their hands they meek repent- 
ance icign'd. 


But, ah ! their ſcorned day of grace was paſt : 
For (horrible to tell!) a deſart wild 

Before them ſtretch'd, bare, comfortleſs, and vaſt; 
With gibbets, bones, and carcaſes defil'd. 
There nor trim field, nor lively culture ſmil'd; 
Nor waving ſhade was ſeen, nor fountain fair; 
But ſands abrupt on ſands lay looſely pil'd, 
Thro' which they floundering toil'd with painful 

care, | 

Whilſt Phoebus ſmote them ſore, and fir'd the 
cloudleſs air. 


Then, varying to a joyleſs land of bogs, | 

The ſadden'd country a grey waſte appear'd; 
ba nought but putrid ſtreams and noiſom 
ogs a 5 

For ever hung on drizzly Auſter's beard; 
Or elſe the ground by piercing Caurus ſear'd, 
Was Jagg'd with froſt, or heap'd with glazed 

now : 

'Thro' theſe extremes a ceaſcleſs round they 
ſteer'd, | | 1 0 | 
By cruel fiends ſtill hurricd to and fro, 
Gaunt Beggary, and Scorn, with many hell- 
hounds moe. | | 


The firſt was with baſe dunghill rags yclad, 
Tainting the gale, in which they flutter'd light; 
Of morbid hue his features, funk, and ſad; 
His hollow eyne ſhook forth a ſickly light; 
And Oer his lank jaw-bone, in piteous plight, 
His black rough beard was matted, rank, and vile; 
Direful to ſce] and heart appalling fight! 
Meantime foul ſcurf and blotches him defile ; 


while. 


The other was a fell deſpightful fiend: 
Hell holds none worſe in baleful bow'r below: 
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancor keen'd ; 
Of Man alike, if good or bad the foe : | 
With noſe up-turn'd, he always made a ſhew 
As if he ſmelt ſome nauſeous ſcent; his eye 
| Was cold and keen, like blaſt from boreal ſnow ; 
And taunts he caſten forth moſt bitterly. 
Such were the twain that off drove this ungodly fry. 


Even ſothrough Brentford town, a town of mud, 
An herd of briſtly ſwine 1s prick'd along ; 
The filthy beaſts, that never chew the cud, 


ty chaſe 


Still grunt and ſqueak, and fing their troublous 
long, ws 9 
| And 
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And oft they plunge themſelves the mireamong: | And the full river turnin 


Boox It 


But ay the ruthleſs driver goads them on, The tide revertive, 9 — | 
And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng A yellow waſte of idle ſang, 4-2u7y ez 


Makes them rene their unmclodious moan 3 Then breaking hence, 
Ne ever find they reſt from their unreſtiug fone. Th o' the blue i; finite; 


3 | Which rhe clea cot 


he took his ar den fig 

and ev'ry ſtar, 

cave of a winter's nie Che 

Pours o the ever or aſtronomie tube, ? 

| $ 49. To the Mem ory of Sir Iſaac Net'ng, | Far-ftretcning 8 boacel ges from the dark abyſs, 
ee Or ſuch as frtlier in ſuccetlive ties 


i ; 8 Lo fancy thine ** 
Tnſcribed to the Pieht Hancurable Sir Robert N 1 at his approac 
« 1: TEE; 'd1 into ſuns, the living centre each 


* 


Weaipole. 
7 Of an harmonious ly tem : all COIL; bin” d, 
QHALL the great ſoul of Newton qui: this earth, | Ard rul'd uncrring by that ſingle © pow'r 
To miogle with his frarsz and every fuſe, Wich draws the ftone projected to the ground. 
Aﬀſontin'd into filence, ſhun the weight O upprofuſe magaiticence divine! 
Ot ronours due to his illuſtrious name? 9 wiſdom truly p erfect thus to call 


But what can man f—Ever vow The ions of light, Prom a few cates _ a {c chen J of things, 
In ſtraiis s high War Bled tO {© Fr 7. ne ly Te, HTects fo Var ious, beau To ul, 2110 


—— 


Hail his arrival on the coaſt of Ulis. 1 univerſe comp 75381 | 5 27 0 er 7 

Yet am I not deterr'd, thous! _ gh the theme, | Of pe whole well- -purg q pc netrative eve 

And lung, to har} OE ange Is; ; tor with you, The myſtic veil tranſ, piercing, inly ſc md 855 

Ethereal name. „ ambitious 1 aſpire Tie ritii 7, moving, wide-cſtablich'd t, 

In Natur- 's general ſympl hony to join. He, tir | of men, with aw y wing — 1 
And win new wonders con you ſhewyourg Y The Comet thro' the long ell ptic curve, 


Who, whiic on this dim foot, where mortals toil As round innum'rous worlds he u wound lis way 


Clouded in daſt, from Metion's Gmple Lays, Till, to the foccheud of our cvening  tky 1 
Cou'd trace the ſecret hand of Providence, turn 'd, the blazing wonder” vlares ancy 
Widc-worktvg thro! this univerts! frame. And c'er the tren bling nations {hikes d. ay, 
Have ye aot liſter'a, while he bound the ſuns The heavens are all his own; from the wild rue 
And pianets to their ſpheres? thi unequal taſk Of whirling vortices aud circhny ſpheres, 
| Of human kind vil then. Oft bad they roll'd To their firſt great fimplicity reſtor'd. 
O'er erriug man the year, and oft diigrac ql The ſchools aſtoniſh'd Good ; but found it vain 
| 'The 1 ride of {chools, before their courſe ewas known | To combat ſtill with demonſtration ſtrong 
Full i its cauſes and effects, to him, And, unawaken'd, dream bencath the blaze 
All-pic cia; * ! ! who ſat not down and dream d Of truth. At once their plcaſing vifions led, 
Romantic ſchemes, defended by the din With che gay ſhadows of the m. Trang mix d, 
Of ſpccious words, and tyranny of names; \W hen Newton rofe, our plilotoptuc tun. 
| But, bidding his amazing mind attend, The aerial flow of found was known to him, 
I And with heroic patience, years and years From whence it firſt in wavy circles breaks, 
1 Deep-carching, ſaw at laſt the ſyſtem dawn, Fill the touch'd organ takes the meſſave in. 
| And ſhine, of all his race, on him alone. Nor could the darting beam, of ſpeed imme ul 


What were his raptures then! towpure! howftrong! | idfcape his ſwift purſuit, and me: Werte - 
And what the triümp hs of old Greece and Rome, | Even light iticlt, which cv'ry thing dipl » 


By his diminiſh'd, but the pride of boys Shone uncliſcov er'd, till his brighuct mind 
In ſome {fmall-fray victorious ! when inſtead  Untwittcd all the ſhining robe ot da; 

Of ſhatter'd pP. arcels of this carti uſurp'd | And from tha Whitening undiſting nien d blaze, 
By violence unmanly, and ſore deeds. Collecting ev iy ray into his ied, 

Of eruelty and bluo d, Natu e herſelf To the charm'd eye due d the gorgeous tram 
Stood ue ae by ie, and open laid Of parent- colours. Firſt, the daming red 
Her ev' ry |: rent 210: iy to bis view. Sprung vivid forth; the taw ny or ange next; 
All intclle Qual eye, our ſolar round And next delicious; yellow „by woe on: | 
Firſt g gazing: thro', he by the blended pow'r I ell the kind beams of ell-refecſhing $ green, 1h 
Of gras itation and projection, ſaw : Then the pure blue, that ſwell s autu! d 1} 83 ' 
The whole in filent harmony revolve, Ethereal play'd; and then, of {adder huc, 
From unaſlifted vifoa hid, the moons | Emerg'd the deepen d indico, as when 150 
To cheer remoter planets numerous form'd, [The, heavy {ſkirted evening droops 10 l Hh 2 
By him in all thei ming ed tracts were (cen. While the laſt glenmings of refratice 1 
He alfo fix'd our wand” ring queen of night : Died in the Fainting g violet away, „ ot 
Whether the wanes Intoa le anty orb, | T::cle, when the c \ouds-diſtil the Foes ow I 
Or, waxing broad, with her p- - ſhadowy light, Shine out diginét adown the wat” 4 1 
In a tc ft deluge overf ows the fKy. While o'er our heads the dewy VI pry 
Her ev'ry motion elcar diſcerning, He Dclightful, melting on the fields 1 20 
Adjuſted to the mutual Ma wy 440 taught | Myriads of mingling dves from th 3 
Wayy now the mighty mals of water ſwells ©. | And myriads. Kill re mainInſinite 


4 


ö 
19 1 W 1 
_ -altlets, heaving on the brot.cn rocks; of beauty, ever-Auſhing, cycr-he Ti 


- : 


Book II. 
1 5 ut ſo fair | 
Did ever 3 2 ee koarſe brook 
Dreaming nw Wperinge Koawees defiznds | 
bet, to whoſe rapture heaven deſcends 
— 1 ſetting ſun and ſhifting clouds, 
bo Greenwich, from thy lovely heights, declare 
1 one juſt, how beauteous the refractive law. 
The noiſeleſs tide of time, all bearing down 
To vat eternity's unbounded ſea, _ "a 
Where the green iſlands of the happy _ 15 
lle ſtemm'd alone: and to the ſource con oly 
Deep in primeval gloom) aſcending, rais 
Vis lights at equal diſtances, to guide 
Hifcriah, wilder'd on his darkfome Way. 
gur who can number up his labours? who 
His high diſcov'ries ſing? when but a tew : 
| Of the deep-ſtudying race Cai ſtretch their minds 
To what he knew: in fancy's lighter thought 
How hall the Muſe then graſp the mighty theme? 
What wonder thence that Iris devotion ſwell'd 
Refponfive to his knowledge ? for could he, 
Whoſe piercing mental eye diffuſive ſaw 
"he fiſh d univerſity of things, 
In all its order, maguitude and parts, 
Forbear inceflant to adore that Pow 'r 
Who fills, ſuſtains, and actuates the whole? 
Sax. ye who beſt can tell, ye happy few, 
Who faw him in the ſofteſt lights of life, 
All vnwithkeld, indulging to his friends 
The vaſt unborrow'd treaſures of his mind. 
Ohſpeak the wondrous man! how mild, how calm, 
How greatly humble, how divincly good; 
How firm eſtabliſh'd on eternal truth; 
Fervent in doing well, with ev'ry nerve 
d preſſing on, forgetful of the paſt, 
And panting tor perfection: far above 
Thvte little cares and viſionary joys | 
Tia ſo perplex the fond impaſi:on'd heart 
0! ever-cheated, ever-truſting man ! | 
And you, ye hopeleſs gloomy-minded tribe, 
You, who unconſcious of thoſe nobler flights 
That reach impatient at immortal life, 
Aganſt tie prime endearing privilege | 
Of being dare contend, ſay, can a foul 
Ot ſuch extenſive, deep, tremendous pow'rs, 
Enlarzing ſtill, be but a finer breath Wo 
Of ſpirits dancing thro' their tubes awhile, 
And then for ever loſt in vacant air? 
Bur hark! methinks I hear a warning voice,' 
«M125 when forie awful change is come, 
dound thro the world“ "Tis done! the mea- 
1 725 ſure's full; 
And I reſign my charge.” — Ve mould'ring 
n | 
range ach the morn CH nn 
y ruthleſs ruin: 3 eg ner ee 
4645 rum, and whate'er ſupports 
BN CAPS gig hoar antiquity, 
Vile Nestes 18 hat grandeur can 2 boaſt, 
pe on likts his column to the ſkies, 
Be fle 5 waſte of time ? Let no weak drop 
cu ' off he Pacer virgin in her bloom 
heſe are the tomb oa , and darling child, 
at claim the tender tear 


/ 
6.2 


\ nd wi 12 1 N 
. dleglac ſong. But Newton calls 


gratulition high, 
4 | 


or ctaer notes of 


ol 
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| Sleeps with her kings, and dignifies the ſcene, . 


| A ſhepherd next you haunt the plain, 


A lover now, with all the grace 


| (Her Muſidora fond of thee) 


And glories in thy name, ſhe points thee out 
1 To all 


Now quick from hill to vale 


| Awakes the rival d nightingale. 


Thine is the woodland dumb retreat; 


And that beſt hour of muſing thine. 


{ 
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That now he wanders thro' thoſe endleſs worlds 

He here ſo well deſeried, and wond'ring talks, 

And hymns their Author with his glad compeers, 
O Britain's boaſt !' whether with angels thou 

Sitteſt in dread diſcourſe, or fellow-bleſt, 

Who joy to ſce the honour of their kind; 

Or whether, mounted on cherubic wing, 

Thy ſwift career is with the whirling orbs, 

Comparing things with things, in rapture loft, 

Ard grateful adoration, for that light | 

So plenteous ray'd into thy mind below, 

rom Light timfelf : Oh look with pity down 

On human kind, a frail erroneous race 

Exalt the ſpirit of a downward world! 

O'er thy dejected country chief preſide, 

And be her Genius call'd ! her ſtudies raiſe, 

Correct her manners, and inſpire her youth: 

For, tho deprav'd and ſunk, the brought thee forth, 


her ſous, and bids them eye thy ſtar : 
While in expectance of the ſecond life, 
When time ſhall be no more, thy facred duſt _ 


—— 


$ 50. Hymn on Solitude. THOMSON. 


FAIL, mildly-pleaſing Solitude, 
Companion of the wiſe and good : 

But from whole holy piercing eye, 

The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh! how I love with thice to walk, 
And liſten to thy Whiſper'd talk, 

Which innocence aad truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts. 

A thouſand ſhapes you wear with eaſe, 
And ſtill in ev'ry ſhape you pleaſe. | 
Now wrapt in fome myſterious dream, 
A lone philoſopher you ſeem; 

2 fly, 
ted ſky, 


*. 


And now you {weep the vau 
And warble forth your oaten firain ; 


Of that ſweet paſſion in your face: 
Then, calm'd to friendſhip, you aſſume 
The gentle-looking Hartford's bloom, 
As, with her Muſidora, ſhe | 


Amid the long withdrawing vale, + 


T hine is the balmy breath of morn, 
Juſt as the dew-bent role is born; 
And while meridian fervors beat, 


But chief, when evening ſcenes decay, 
And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, 


Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, 
The virtues of the ſage and twain ; 
Plain innocence, in white array'd, 
Before thee lifts her fearleſs head: 
Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine: 
1 | Abou 
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About thee ſports ſweet Liberty ; 
And rapt Urania ſings to thee. | 
Oh, fa me pierce thy ſecret cell 

And in thy deep 4 dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 
When meditation has her fil], | 
I juſt may caſt my careleſs eyes 
Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe; 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 
Then ſhield me in the woods again. 


—_  _—  — — 
8 51. Hymn to Darkneſs. YALDEN. 


ARKNESS, thou firſt great parent of us all, 
Thou art our great original; 
Since from thy univerſal womb 
Does all thou ſhadꝰſt below, thy numerous offspring 
come. 


Thy wondrous birth is even to Time unknown, 
Or, like eternity, thou'dſt none ; | 
Whilſt Light did its firſt being owe 

Unto that awful ſhade it dares to rival now. 

Say, in what diſtant region doſt thou dwell, 

To Reaſon inaccetlib!e 7 
From form and duller matter free, 
Thou ſoar'ft above the reach of man's philoſophy, 


U 


Involv'd in thee, we firſt receive our breath, 
Thou art our refuge too in death: 
Great Monarch of the grave and womb, 


Where er our fouls ſhall go, to thee our bodies come. 
8 


The ſilent globe is ſtruck with awful fear, 
When thy majeſtic ſhades appear : 
Thou doſt compole the air and fea, 


And Earth a ſabbath keeps, ſacred to reſt and thee. 


In thy ſerener ſhades our ghoſts delight, 
And court the umbrage of the night; 
In vaults and gloomy caves they ſtray, 
But fly the morning beams, and ſicken at the day. 


Though ſolid bodies dare exclude the liglit, 
Nor will the brighteſt ray admit; 
No ſubſtance can thy force repel, 
Thou reign'ſt in depths below, doſt in the centre 
„ well. | X 3 
The ſparkling gems, and ore in mines below, 
To thee their bemſteous luſtre owe; 
Tho' form'd within the womb of night, 
Bright as their fire they thine, with native rays 
| of light. | 
When thou doſt raiſe thy venerable head, 
And art m genuine night array'd, 
Thy negro beauties then delight; 
Beantrcs, like poliſh'd jet, with their own dark- 
neſs bright. 5 
Thou doſt thy ſmiles impartially beſtow, 
And know'ft no diff 'rence here below 
All things appear the ſame by thee, 
'Tho' Light diſtinction makes, thou gi1'ft equality. 
Thou, Darkneſs, art the lover's kind retreat, 
And doit the nuptial joys complete ; 
"hou doſt infpire them with thy fltade, 
Giv'ſt vigourto the youth and Warm'ſt the yielding 
YE. | | 
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That doth eſſay to teach thy trea 
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| Calm as the blefs'd above the | 
Within their peaceful N _ 
Their minds with heavenly joys are Fd 
The pleaſures Li ght deny, thy ſhades for everyiel 
In caves of night, the oracles of old | 
Did all their myſteries unfold : 
Darkneſs did firſt Religion grace, 
Gave terrors to the G od, and reverence tothe place 
When the Almighty did on Horch ſtand 
Thy ſhades inclos'd the hallow'd land, 
| In clouds of night he was array d. 
And venerable darkneſs his pavilion made. 


When he appear'd arm'd in his ow'r and mid. 
He veil'd the beatific light 1 * 
When terrible with majeſty, 

In tempeſts he gave laws, and clad himſelf in the 


Ere the foundation of the carth was laid, 
Or brighter firmament was made; 

Ere matter, time, or place was known, 

| Thou, Monarch Darkneſs, fway'dit theſe [paciouz 

realms alone. 

But now the moon (tho' gay with borrow'd 
Invades thy ſcanty lot of Night : 

By rebel ſubjects thou'rt betrzy'd, 

Tuc anarchy ol ars depoſc their monarch, 5 

| Yet fading Light its empire muſt refign, 

And Nature's pow © ſubmit to thine: 

An univerſal ruin hall crect thy throne, 

And Fate confirm thy kingdom evermore thy own, 


OW 
Wally 


he ts 


iit, 


— | 
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8 52. | Wesr. 


Written in imitation of the Style and Manner of 
Spenſer's Fairy Queen. 


Education. 


Inſcribed to Lady Langham, *vidrwuw of Sir 5% 

Langham, Bart. 
G Unum ſtudium vere liderale eſt, quod liberum facit. Hoc ſarientiat 
« ftudium eſt, ſublime, forte, magnanimum :; caetera puſilia ce 
« puerilia ſunt.---Plus ſcire vells quam fit ſatis intemperaatiae 
de genus (ſt, Quid, quod iſta liberalium artium conſetatio mower 
« tos, verboſos, intempeſtivos, ſibi placentes facit, et ideo 6 


« dicentes neceſſaria, quia ſupervacua didicerunt.“ 
: SEN, Ep. 85. 


GOODLY diſcipline! from Heaven yſpro"g, 
Parent of Science, queen of Arts refin d 
To whom the Graces and the Nine belong, 
Oh! bid thoſe Graces, in fair chorus join d 
With each bright Virtue that adorns tic miad, 
Oh! bid the Muſes, thine harmonious tra, 
Who by thy aid erſt humaniz'd mankind, | 
Inſpire, direct, and moralize the ſtrain 
{ures how to gan. 


And thou, whoſe pious and maternal care, 
The ſubſtitute of heavenly Providence, 

With tend'reſt love my orphan life did ben. 
And train me up to manly ſtrergth and ſenle, 
With mildeſt awe and virtuous influence 
Directing my unpractis d Way Wal dq feet py 
To the ſmooth walks of Truth and W — 
 Vhere Happineſs heartfelt, Contentment Wess 


3 2 . 414 «heir bleſt retreat; 
| Plutofophy divine, aye hold the ble Thou, 
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oft belov'd, moſt honour'd, moſt rever dl 
— Verſe, to thy large merit _ 
And blame me not, if, by each tie endear 
Of nature, gratitude, and friendſhip true, 
The whiles this moral theſis I purtue, 
And trace the plan of goodly nurture o er, 
bring thy modeſt virtues into VIEW, | 
And proudly boaſt that from thy precious ſtore, 
Which erſt enrich'd my heart, drew this ſacred 
lore. OR 
us, I ween, thus ſhall I beſt repay 
— 0 0 gifts thy careful love beſtow d, 
Ik imitating thee well as I may 
labour to diffuſe th important good, 
Till this great truth by all be underſtood— 
« That all the pious duries which we owe 
„Our parents, friends, our country, and our God, 
« The feeds of ev'ry virtue here below, | 


CANTO I. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Knight as to Paedia's f houſe 

He his young fon conveys, 

Is ſtaid by Cuſtom, with him fights, 

And his vain pride diſdays. | 
AGENTLE knight there was whoſe noble deeds 
Od Fairyland by Fame were blazon'd round; 
Fur warlike enterprize and ſage arceds þ 
Among the chief alike was he renown'd, _ 
Whence with the marks of higheſthonourscrown'd 
By Gloriana, in domeſtic peace, 

That port to which the wile arc ever bound, 
He anchor'd was, and chang'd the tofling tcas 
Of bultling buſy lite for calm ſequeſter'd caſe. 


—_— 


There in domeſtic virtue rich and great, 

As erlt in public, mid his wide domain 

Lorg in primeval patriarchal ſtate, 

The lord, the judge, the father of the plain 

He dwelt; and with him in the golden chain 

Ot wedded faith ylink'd a matron lage 

Aye dwelt, tweet partner of his joy and pain! 

cet charmer of his youth, friend of his age, 

dll d eo improve his bliſs, his ſorrows to alluage! 

From this fair union, not of ſordid gain, 

But merit fimilar and mutual love, 

ue ſource of lineal virtue, ſprung a train 

0 vouths and virgins, like the beautcous grove 

* ach round the temple of Olympic Jove 

Bezirt with youthful bloom the parent tree C, 

ue lacred olive, whence old Elis woye 

1 verdant crowns of peaceful victory, 
*guerdons ſ of bold ſtrength and fvitt activity. 

80 round their noble parents goodly roſe 


1 


DpID ACTIS, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


« From diſcipline alone and early culture grow.“ 
| | Thro' each learn'd ſchool, each philoſophic ſhade, 


Theſe gen'rous ſcions; they with watchful carc 


* Nurture, education, 
. 1 £arent tree, the ſacred 
Pa, having, as the Eleans 
fron: that were taken 
Cuerdons, rewards, 
T Palmer, pilgrim. The 
Ned, place, Nation, 


the Olympic crowns, 


5 


1 Pxdia is a Greek word, ſignifying education. 
alive. ] This tree grew in the Altis, or ſacred grove of Olympic Jupiter, at Oly m- 
pretended, been originally planted there by Hercules. It was eſteemed ſacred; 
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Still as the ſwelling paſſions gan diſcloſe 

The buds of future virtues, did prepare 

With prudent culture the young ſhoots to rear, 

And aye in this endearing pious toil 

They L a paimer ¶ ſage inſtructed were, [ while 

Who from deep thought and ſtudious ſearch ere- 

Had Tue to mend the heart and till the human 
oil, 


For by celeſtial Wiſdom whilom led 

Thro' all the apartments of th' immortal mind, 
He view'd the ſecret ſtores, and mark'd the ſted** 
To judgment, wit, and memory, affign'd ; 

And now ſenſation and reflection join'd 

To fill with images her darkſome grotte, 

Where variouſly disjointed or a de 

As reaſon, fancy, or opinion, wrought, [ thought. 
Their various maſks they play'd, and fedherpenſive 


Als ++ thro' the fields of Science had he ſtray d 
With cager ſearch, and ſent his picrcing eye 


Where Truth and Virtue erſt were deem' d to lie, 
If haply the fair vagrants he mote fr ſpy, 

Or hear the muſic of their charming lore; 

But all unable there to ſatisfy 

His curious ſoul, he turn'd him to explore 

The ſacred writ of Faith, to learn, believe, adore. 
T hence foe profeſs'd of Falſchood and Deceit, 
Thoſe ily artiticers of Tyranny, | 

Aye holding up before uncertain feet 

His faithful light to knowledge, Liberty, 


Mankind he led to civil policy, 


And mild Religion's charitable law, 


| That fram'd by Mercy and Benignity | 


The perſccuting ſword forbids to draw, 
And fiee- created fouls with penal terrours awe. 


Ne with the glorious gifts clate and vain _ 
Lock'd he his wildom up in churlith pride, 
But ſtooping from his height would even deign 
The feeble ſteps of infancy to guide | 
Eternal glory him therefore betide; 


Let ev'ry gen'rous youth his praiſe proclaim, 


Who wand'ring thro' the world's rude foreſt wide, 


By him hath been ytaught his courſe to frame 


ToVirtuc's fweet abodes and heavenaſpiring Fame! 
For this the Fairy knight with anxious thought 
And fond paternal care his counſel pray'd, 

And him of geutlcſt courteſy beſought 

His guidance to vouchſafe and friendly aid, 

T he while his tender offspring he convey'd 
Thiro' devious paths to that ſecure retreat 


Where ſage P:xdia with each tuneful maid 


On a wide mount had fix'd her rural ſeat, _ 
Mid flow'ry gardensplac'd, untrod by vulgar feet. 
And now forth-pacing with his blooming heir, 


| And that ſame virtuous palmer them to guide, 


} Areeds, counſels, 


perſon here ſignified is Mr, Locke, charaQerized by his works. 
177 Als, alſo, further, _ 


tt More, might, N 
8 Arm''d 
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Arm'd all to point, and on a courſer fair 

Y mounted high, in military pride, 

His little train before he flow did ride. 

Him eke behind a gentle ſquire enſues, 

With his young lord aye marching fide by fide, 

His counſellor and guard in goodly thews *, 

Who well had been brought up and nurs'd by 
ev ry Muſe. | 

Thus as their pleaſing journey they purſu'd, 

With cheerful argument beguiling pain, 

Ere long deſcending from an hill they view'd 

Beneath their eyes outſtretch'd a ſpacious plain, 

That fruitful ſhew'd and apt for ev'ry grain, 


For paſtures, vines, and flow'rs, while Nature fair | 


Sweet-ſmiling all around with count'nance fain+ 
Seem'd to demand the tiller's art and care 
Her wildneſs to correct, her laviſh waſte repair. 


Right good I ween and bounteous was the foil, 
Aye wont in happy ſeaſon to repay 

With tenfold abny the peaſant's toil, 

But now it was ruin all and wild decay; 
Untill'd the garden and the fallow lay, { grown, 
The ſheep ſhorne down with barren brakes t o'er- 
The whiles the merry peaſants ſport and play 
All as the public evi! were unknown, 

Or ev'ry public care from ev'ry breaſt was flown, 


Aſtoniſh'd at a ſcene at once fo fair 

And ſo deform'd, with wonder and delight 

At man's neglect and Nature's bounty rare, 

In ſtudious thought awhile the Fairy knight 
Bent on that goodly lond & his eager fight, 
Then forward ruſh'd impatient to deſery 

What towns and caſtles therein were empight {| ; 
For towns him ſeem'd and caſtles he did ſpy { cye. 
As to th horizon round he ſtretch'd his roaming 


Nor long way had they travell'd ere they came 
To a wide ſtream that with tumultuous roar 
Amongſt rude rocks its winding courſe did frame: 
Black was the wave and fordid, cover'd o'er 
With angry foam, and ſtain'd with infant's gore: 
'Thereto along th' unlovely margin ſtood | 
A birchen grove that waving from the ſhore 
Aye caſt upon the tide its falling bud, | 
And with its bitter juice empoiton'd all the flood. 


Right in the centre of the vale empight 

Not diſtant far a forked mountain role, 

In outward form preſenting to the fight 

That fam'd Parnaſſian hill on whoſe fair brows 
The Nine Aonian Siſters wont repoſe, 

Liſt ning to ſweet Caſtalia's ſounding ſtream, 
Which thro” the plains of Cirrha murm'ring flows; 
But this to that compar'd mote juſtly ſeem 

Ne fitting haunt for gods, ne worthy man's eſteem. 


For this nor founded deep nor ſpredden wide, 
Nor high uprais'd above the level plain, 
By toiling art thro tedious years applied, 


* Thews, manners. 
|| Empight, plaged. 


++ Emprize, enterprize, attempt. 
v3 Whilom, formerly, * _ 
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From various parts compil'd with ſtudious pain, | 


+ Fain, earneſt, eager. g 
1 Highit, called, named. Ks 3 
t y All uſed frequently by the old Engliſh poets fo although 
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„if ſo it mote attain, 


Was erſt upthrown 
Like that poetic mountain, to be hight g 

The noble ſeat of Learning's goodly train; 
Thereto the more to captivate the ſight : 

It like a garden fair mo& curiouſly was digt 
In figur'd plots with leafy walls enclog'g 9 
By meaſvre and by rule it was outlay'd | 
With ſymmetry fo regular difſy0;'4 © * 
That plot to plot ſtill an{wer'd ſhade to ſhade: 
Each correſpondent twain alike array'd nh 
With like embelliſhments of plants and flow'r: 
Of ſtatues, vaſes, ſpouting founts, that play's 
Thro' ſheils of Tritons their aſcending ſhow's 
And labyrinths involy'd and trelice wovon box = 


There likewiſe mote be ſeen on ev'ry ſide 
The yew obedient to the planter's will, 

And ſhapely box of all their branching pride 
Ungently ſhorne, and with prepolt'rous Kill 
To various beaſts and birds of ſundry quill 
Transform'd, and human ſhapes of monſtrous it, 
Huge as that giant race who hill on hill 
High-heaping,foughtwithimpiousvainemprire!s 
Deſpite of thund ring Jove to ſcale the ſtecpy kis, 
Als other wonders of the ſportive ſhears 

Fair Nature mwadorning there were found, 
Globes, ſpiral columns, pyramids, and piers, 


With ſprouting urns and budding ſtatues crown'd, 


And horizontal dials on the ground 

In living box by cuaning artiſts trac'd, 

And gaittes trim on no long voyage bound, 
But by their roots there ever anchor'd faſt, blaß. 
All ft were their bellying fails outſpread tocr ry 


O'er all appcar'd the mountain's forked brows 
With terraſſes on terraſſes upthrown, 
And all along arrang'd in order'd rows 


And viſtos broad the velvet ſlopes adown 


The ever verdant trees of Daplme ſnone ; 

But aliens to the clime, and brought of old 

From Latian plains and Grecian Helicon, 

They ſhrunk and Janguiſh'd in a foreigu mould, 

By changeful ſummers ſtarv'd, and pinch d of 
winter's cold. 


Amid this verdant grove. with ſolemn ſtate, 
On golden thrones of antic form reclin d, 


In mimic majeſty Nine Virgins lat, 


In features various as unlihe in mind: 
Als boaſted they themſelv, oe heavenly Kind. 
And to the ſweet Parnaſſian Nu nphs all ed. 
Thence round their brows the Delphie bay tf 
| twin'd, WR 
And matching with high names their api! 1pr * 
O'cr ev,ry learned ſchool aye claim d tuch e 
preſide. 
In antic garbs (for modern they Qiſean | 
By Greek and Roman artifts wallem & made, 
Of various woofs and variouſly diſtain d 
With tints of ev'ry hue were they array d; 


d) 


Lond, land, 
* * Dight, dreſt, 


+ Brakes, briers. 


And 
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and there ambitiouſly diſplay'd 


Auer fred of ſome rich robe, prepard 


Fb Muſes or th' Aonian M aid, 
3 Tullius or the Mantuan bard, 7 
Which o'er each motely veſt with uncout 

ſplendour glar d. 
And well their outward veſture did expreſs 
The bent and habit of their inward mind = 
Affecting Wiſdom's antiquated dreſs, 
And uſages by time caſt far behind: 5 
Thence to the charms of younger Science blind, 
The cuſtoms, laws, the learning, arts, and phraſe, 
Of their own countries they with ſcorn declin'd; 
Ve ſacred Truth herſelf would they embrace 


Unvarranted unknown in their forefathers days. 


Thus ever backward caſting their furvey 

To Rome's old ruins, and the groves forlorn 

Or elder Athens, which in proſpect lay turn 
&rerch'd out beneath the mountain, would they 
Their buſy ſearch, and o'er the rubbiſh mourn ; 
Then gath'ring up with ſuperftitious care 

Each little ſcrap, however foul or torn, x 

In erave harangues they boldly would declare 
This Ennius, Varro, this the Stagirite, did wear. 


Vit under names of venerable ſound, 
Whileo'crthe world they ſtretch'd their awful rod, 
Turo all the provinces of Learning own'd 

For teachers of whate'er is wiſe and good; 

Als from each region to their drad * abode 

Came youth unnumber'd, crowdingall to taſte 
Tie freams of Science, which united flow'd 
Adown the mount from nine rich ſources caſt, 
And to the vale below 1n one rude torrent paſt, 
Oer er'ry ſource, protectreſs of the ſtream, 

One of thoſe Virgin Siſters did preſide, 

Who dignifying with her noble name 

Her proper flood, aye pour'd into the tide 


The hi ady vapours of ſcholaſtic pride, ; 
D-tpotical and abject, bold and blind, 


Fierce in debate, and forward to decide, 

Vain ore of praiſe with adulation join'd, 

Aud Ghngenuous ſcorn and impotence of mind. 

Extending from the hill on ev'ry fide, 

lu c1cuit vaſt a verdant valley {pread, 

Acr is whoſe uniform flat boſom glide 

Ten tnoutand ſtreams, in winding mazes led 

By Yanous fluices from ore common head 

A turbid maſs of waters, vaſt, profound ! 

Hit of Philology the ake, aud fed 

by that rude torrent which witff roaring ſound 

Fame tumoling from the hill, and flow'd the 
level round. 3 | 

ol eviry where this ſpacious valley o'er, 

79 2 was ſecn a num rous throng 

4 2 An 5 1 88, x the birch -CFOWN d ſhore 

Wh, help 05 _— ataers, dragg'd along, 

ens, and innocent of wrong, 


1 Drad, dreadful. 
aur, doer 

Seely, imple. 
Lear, learging, 


y Teen, pain, grief. 
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— 


from. faire, to do, and fait, deed; commonly uſed by Spenſer in a bad ſenſe. 


3 
Were torn reluctant from the tender ſide 


| Of their fond mothers, and by faitours + ſtrong, 


By pow'r made inſolent and hard by pride, Ctide. 
Were driv'n with furious rage, and laſh'd into the 


On the rude bank with trembling feet they ſtood, 
And cafting round their oft reverted eyes, 

If haply they mote ſcape the hated flood, 

Fill'd all the plain with lamentable cries ; 

But far away th'unheeding father flies, 
Conſtrain'd his ſtrong compunctions to repreſs, 
While cloſe behind, aſſuming the diſguiſe 
Ofnurt'ring Care and ſmiling Tenderneſs, [ preſs, 
With ſecret ſcourges arm'd thoſe grifly faitours 


As on the ſtcepy margin of a brook, 
When the young Sun with flow'ry Maia rides, 


With innocent diſmay a bleating flock 
| Crowd back, affrighted at the rolling tides, 


The ſhepherd-fwain at firſt exhorting chides 
Their ſcely þ fear; at length, impatient grown, 
With his rude crook he wounds their tender ſides, 


And, al! regardleſs of their piteous moan, 


Into the dathing wave compels them furious down, 


Thus urg'd by maſt ring fear and dolorous teen d 
Into the current plung'd that infant crowd: 
Right pitcous was the ſpectacle I ween, 

Of tender ſtriplings ſtain'd with tears and blood, 
Perforce conflicting with the bitter flood, 

And lab'ring to attain the diſtant ſhore, 

Where holding forth the gown of manhood ſtood 


| The Siren Liberty, and evermore 


Solicited their hearts with her enchanting lore, 


Irkſome and long the paſſage was, perplex'd 


With rugged rocks, on which the raving tide 
By ſudden burſts of angry tempeſts vex'd, 
Oft daſh'd the youth, whoſe ſtrength mote ill abide 


With head uplifted o'er the waves to ride; 


Whence many wearicd ere they had o'erpaſt 
The middle ſtream (for they in vain have tried 
Again return'd aſtounded || and aghaſt, - 
Ne one regardful look would ever backward caſt, 


they waſte, | 


Others of rich and noble lincage bred, 5 
Tl of with the crowd to paſs the food conſtrain'd, 
Yet o'er the crags with fond indulgence. led : 
By hireling guides, and in all depths ſuſtain'd, 
Skimm'd hghtly o'er the tide, undipt, unſtain'd, 
Save with the {prinkling of the wat'ry ſpray, 
And aye their proud prerogative maintain'd 


4 Muchel, much. 
of 


Aſtounded, aſtoniſhed. 


334 
Of ignorance, and eaſe, and wanton play, 
Soft harbingers of vice and premature decay, 


' 
' 
| 
N 
|; * 


glory flew. 


Dire was the tumult! and from ev'ry ſhore 

Diſcordant echoes ſtruck the deafen'd car, 

Heart-thrilling cries, with ſobs and ſingults ꝙ ſore 

Short- interrupted, the imploring tear, 

And furious ſtripes and angry threats ſevere, 

Confus dly mingled with the jarring ſound 

Of all the various ſpeeches that whilere || 

On Shinar's wideſpread champaign did attound 

High Babel's builders vain, and their proud works 
_ confound. 


Much was the knight empaſiion'd at the ſcene; 
But more his blooming ton, whoſe tender breaft 
Empierced deep with iympathizing tcen 
On his pale check the ſigns of drad impreſs'd, 
And fill'd his eyes with tears which fore diſtreſs'd; 
Up to his fire he rais d in mournful wiſe, | 
Who with feet {miles paternal toon redreſs'd 
His troublous thouglits, and elcar'd cach fad ſur- 
miſe; | 

Thenturns his ready ſtecd, and on his journey hies. 
But far he had not march'd ere he was ſtay'd 
By a rude voice, that like th' united found 
Of ſhouting myriads thro' the valley bray'd, 
And ſhook the groves, the floods, and told ground; 
The diſtant hills rcbellow'd all around. | 

„ Arreſt, Sir Knight,“ it cricd, “thy fond carcer, 
« Nor with preſumptuous diſubedience wound 
« That awful majeſty which all reverc ! 
% In my commands, Sir Knight, the voice of 

& nations hear.“ | 


uick turn'd the knight, and ſaw upon the plain 
Advancing tow'ras him, with impetuous gait, | 
And viſage all inſlam'd with fierce diſdain, 
A monſtrous giant, on whoſe brow celate 
Shone the bright enſign of imperial ſtate; 
Albeit lawful kingdom he had none, 
But laws and kingdoms wont he oft create, 
And oft times over both erect his throne, 
While ſenates, prieſts, and Kings, his tovran g 

ſceptre own. Were | 

Cuſſom he hight, and ay? in ev'ry land 
Uturp'd dominion with defpotic way 
O'er all he holds, and to his high command 


* Albe, although. 
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| 


The knight his tender ſon's 


| Conftrains ev'n ſtubborn Nature to o 


i 


| 


+ Mated, amazed, ſcared, 
|| Whilere, formerly. 
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e. 
allay 
; ane with a pace 
lth he in his way, 
Wares is caught in hi 
ane 8 s embrace: 
And tho doi our d and tural.'d nought feels he 
foul diſgrace. ; 


Fo ting eve | 

6 « gre ug even from their tend ereſt age 
0 ocile fons of men withoutcn pain, 4 

X diſciplines and rules to cv'ry ſt:we 

Of life acconmodate, he don the m train 


Inſenſibly to wear and hug his chain 


Als his beheſts or gentle or ſevere, 

Or good or noxious, rational or vain, 
He craftily perſuaues them to reverc 
As inſtitutions ſage and venerable lear, 


Protector therefore of that forked hill, 
And mighty patron of thoſe Sifters Nine 
Who there enthron'd with many a copious rill 
Feed the full ſtreams that thro' the valley ſhine 
He deemed was, and aye with rites divine 8 
Like thoſe which Sparta's hardy race of 
Were wont perform at fell Diana's ſhrine 
He doth conftrain his vaſſals to adore, ; 
Ferforce their ſacred names, and learn their fl. 
cred lore. 


ore 


And to the Fairy k..ight now drawing ncar 


| With voice terrific and imperious mien 


(All was he wont leſs dreadful to appear 
When known and practis'd than at diſtance ſen) 
And kingly ſtretching forth his ſceptre ſheen, © 
Him he commandeti upon threaten'd pain 

Ot his diſpleaſure high and vengeance keen, 
From his rebellious purpoſe 10 refrain, 
AndallduchonourspaytoLearning'srev'rcndtrain, 


So ſaying, and foreſtalling all reply, 
His peremptoty hand without delay, 
As one who little car'd to juſtify 
His princely will, long us'd to boundleſs ſway, 
Upon the Fairy youth with great diſmay __ 
In ev'ry quaking limb convuls'd he lay d, 
Aud proudly ſtalking o'er the verdant lay +, 
Him to thoſe ſcientine ſtreams convey'd, 
With many his young compeers, thercin to be 
cmbay d. | Wy 
diftreſsful ſtour {3 
Perceiving, ſwift to his aſſiſtance flew, 
Ne vainly ſtay'd to deprecate that pow'r 
Which from ſubmiſſion aye more haughty grev.: 
For that proud giant's force he wiſely Knew 
Not to be meanly dreaded, nor defied 
With raſh preſumption ; and with courage true, 
Rather than ſtep from virtue's paths aſide, 
Oft had he {ingly ſcorn'd his all-diſmaying pride, 


+ Parnaſſe, Parnaſſus, 


© Sovran, for ſovereign. 


& Singults, ſighs. form: 
Ahe Lacedemonians, in order to make their children hardy, 
rage, were accuſtomed” to cauſe them to be ſcourged very ſeverely. 
Liie of Lycurgus, © have ſeen ſeveral of them endure whipping to 
named Otthia,” ++ Lav; mead. tt Embay'd, bathed, dipt. 


and endure pain with conſtancy and eou- 
« And I mylelf,”” ſays Plutarch, in his 
death at the foot of the altar ol Diara, ſur- 
&y dtour, mm mi 


— 


* 


Book IL 
idaining parle, his courſer hot 

2 — ck 1 couch'd his vengeful ſpear, 

Wherewith the giant he ſo rudely ſmot, 

That him perforce conftrain'd to wend | arrear ; 

Who much abaſh'd at ſuch rebuke ſevere, | 

Yet his accuſtom'd pride recov ring ſoon, 

Forthwith his maſſy ſceptre gan uprear, 

Fir other warlike weapon he had none, | 

N: other him behov'd to quell his boldeſt fone +, 


With that enormous MACE the Fairy knight 

6 fore he bet { that all his armour bray'd 9, 

To ricces well nigh riv'n with the might 

Of {0 tempeſtuous ſtrokes; but he was ſtay d, 

And ever with delib'rate valour weigh'd 

The ſudden changes of the doubtful fray, 

From cautious prudence oft deriving aid, 

When force unequal did him hard aſſay; 

& lizhtly from his ſteed he leap'd upon the lay. 


Then ſwiftly drawing forth his trenchant || blade, 
Hen o'er his head he held his fenceful ſhield, 
And warily forecaſting to evade 
The giants furious arm about him wheel'd, 
Wan reſtleſs ſteps aye traverſing the field, 
And ever as his foe's intemperate pride 
Thro' rage defenceleſs mote advantage yield, 
Vith his ſuarp (word fo oft he did him gride ©, 
That bis gold ſandal'd feet in crimſon floods were 
dy d, | 
Mis baſcr parts he maim'd with many a wound; 
But far above his utmoſt reach were pight * 
The forts of life, ne never to confound 
Wich utter ruin, and aboliſh quite 
A pow'r ſo puiſſant, by his fingle might 
Did he preſume to hope: himſelf alone 
From lan leſs force to free in bloody fight 
Ile food, content to bow to cuſtom's throne, 
v 174101 mote not bluſh his ſovran rule to own. 
S well he warded and ſo fiercely preſt 
Its foz, that weary wex'd he of the fray, 
Vet nould he algates ++ lower his haughty creſt, 
Put making in contempt his ſore diſmay, 
Didainfully relcas'd the trembling prey 
one unworthy of his princely care; 
- Then proudly caſting on the warlike F ay 11 
A nile of ſcorn and pity, thro” the air 


Cm blow his ſhrilling horn; the blaſt was heard 


afar, 


Loon aſtoniſh'd at th' alarming ſound, 
Thc ſignal of diſtreſs and hoftile wrong, 
Confus aly trooping from all quarters round, 
K TIng 0 er the plain a num'rous throng 

mier and order, old and young, ay 
be Vailals of great cuſtom's wide domain, 

90 19 his lore inur'd by uſage long 
* er'ry ſummons heard with pleaſure fain, 

add felt lis ev ry wound with lympathetic pain. 


* W 
en 
1 d arrear, move backwards, 
Trenc 


5 Nou! 
Nould he a gates, would not by any means, 
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They when their bleeding king they did behold, 
And ſaw an armed knight him ſtanding near, 
Attended by that palmer ſage and bold, 

Whoſe vent'rous ſearch of devious truth whilere 
Spread thro' the realms of learning horrours drear, 
Yſeized were at firſt with terrors great, h 
And in their boding hearts began to fear 
Diſſenſion factious, controverſial hate, 

And innovations ſtrange, in cuſtom's peaceful ſtate, 


But when they ſaw the knight his fauchion ſheathe, 
And climbing to his ſteed march thence away 
With all his hoſtile train, they ' gan to breathe 
With freer ſpirit, and with aſpect gay 

Soon chac'd the gath'ring clouds of black afray : 
Als their great monarch, cheered with the view 
Of myriads who confeſs his ſovran Tway, 

His ruffled pride began to plume anew, 

And on his bugle clear a ſtrain of triumph blew, 


Thereat the multitude that ſtood around 

Sent up at once a univerſal roar 

Of boiſt'rous joy : the ſudden-burſting ſound, 

Like the 4 of a warlike ſtore 

Of nitrous grain, th' afflicted welkin $5 tore: 

Then turning tow'rds the knight with ſcoffings 

Heart- piercing inſults and revilings ſore, [lewd, 

Loud burſts of laughter vain, and hiſſes rude, 

As thro' the throng he paſs'd his parting ſteps 
purſued, . 


Als from that forked hill, the boaſted ſeat 

Of ſtudious Peace and mild Philoſophy, 

Indignant murmurs mote be heard to threat, 

Muſt'ring their rage; eke baleful Infamy, 

Rous'd from her den of baſe obſcurity 

By thoſe ſame Maidens Nine, began to ſound 

Her brazen trump of black'ning obloquy, 

While Satire with dark clouds encompalſs'd round 

Sharp ſecret arrows ſhot, and aim'd his back to 
wound, | 


But the brave Fairy knight, no whit diſmay'd, 
Held on his peaceful journey o'er the plain, 
With curious eve obſcrving, as he ſtray'd 

Thro' the wide provinces of Cuſtom's reign, 
What mote afreſh admoniſh him remain 

Faſt by his virtuous purpoſe ; all around 

So many objects mov'd his juſt diſdain 8 
Him ſeem'd that nothing ſerious, nothing ſound, 
| In city, village, bow'r, or caſtle, mote be found. 


In village, city, caſtle, bow'r, and hall, 
Each ſex, cach age, each order and degree, 

| To vice and idle ſport abandon'd all, 

Kept one perpetual gen*ral jubilee, 

Ne ſuffer'd ought diſturb their merry glee; 
Ne ſenſe of private loſs, ne public woes, 
Reftraint of law, religion's drad decree, 


Inteſtine defolation, foreign foes, [ vulfive throes. . 


Nor Heaven's tempeſtous threats, nor earth's con- 


a - + Fone, foes. + Bet, beat, 5 Bray'd, reſounded. 
a : 5 : k . 
n T Gride, cut, hack. * Pight, placed. 

- FS. Bu$ Fairy, d Welkin, ky, 


E af 85 | But 


- But or benumb'd with palſied idleneſs 


Nor tedious was the fearch ; for ev'ry where, 


With matin revels by the mid-day hours 
- Scarce ended, and again with dewy night 


With murinurs, anticks, muſic, dance and ſong, 


386 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


But chiefly 8 whom Heaven's diſpoſing hand 

Had ſeated high on Fortunc's upper ſtage, | 

And plac'd within their call the ſacred band 

That waits on Nurture and Inſtruction ſage, 

If haply their wiſe heſts * mote them engage 

To climb thro' knowledge to more noble praiſe, 

And, as they mount, enlighten ev'ry age 

With the bright influence of fair virtuc's rays, 

Which from the awful heights of grandeur 
brighter blaze :— 


They, O perverſe and baſe ingratitude ! 
Deſpiſing the great ends of Providence, 

For which above their mates they were enducd 
With wealth, authority, and eminence, 

To the low ſervices of brutal ſenſe 

Abus'd the means of pleaſures more refin'd, 

Of knowledge, virtue, and beneficence, 

And, fett'ring on her throne th' immortal Mind, 
The guidance of her realm to paſſions wild reſign'd. 


Hence, thoughtleſs, ſhameleſs, reckleſs, ſpiritleſs, 
Nought worthy of their kind did they eſſay, | 


In merely living, loiter'd life away, 

Or by falſe taſte of pleaſure led aſtray, 

For ever wand'ring in the ſenſual bow'rs 

Of feveriſh Debauch and luſtful Play, 

Spent on ignoble toils their active pow'rs, 

And with untimely blaſts diſcas'd their vernal 
hours. 


E'en they to whom kind Nature did accord 

A fraine more delicate and purer mind, 

Tho” the foul brothel and the wine-ſtain'd board 
Ot beaſtly Comus loathing they declin'd, 

Yct their ſoft hearts to idle jovs retign'd ; 

Like painted inſects thro' rhe ſummer air 

With random flight aye ranging uncontin'd, 
And taſting ev'ry flow r and bloſſom fair 
Withouten any choice, withoutcn any care. 


For choice them needed none who only ſought 
With vain amuſements to beguite the day; 
And wherefore thould they take or care or thought 
Whom Nature prompts and Fortune calls to play? 
Lords of the carth, be happy as ye may !” 

So learn'd, ſo taught, the leaders of mankind 
Th' unreafoning vulgar willingly obey, | 
And, leaving toil and poverty behind, find, 
Ran forth by diff rent ways the bliſsful boun to 


As nigh great Cuſtom's royal tow'rs the Knight 
Paſo'd thro? th* adjoining hamlets, mote he hear 
The merry voice of feſtival delight 

Saluting the return of morning bright 


In cover'd theatres or leafy bow'rs, | pow*rs. 
Off ring her ev'ning vows to Pleafure's joyous 
And ever on the way mote he eſpy 

Men, women, ctuldren, a promitcuous throng 
Of rich, poor, wiſe and ſimple, low and high, 


} Reclining in th 5 ſad and penſive mood: 


Book II. 


To Pleaſure's num'rous temp] 

aſur pies, that bet 
The gliſt ning ſtreams, or tufted groves — 
To ev ry idle foot ſtood open wide, * 
And cv ry gay deſire with various Joys ſupplied, 


For there each carth with diverſe c 
| The fly enchantreſs ſummon'd al ber a 8 
Alluring Venus, queen of vagrant love 
The boon companion Bacchus, loud and vain 
| And tricking Hermes, god of fraudful gain : 
Who when blind Fortune throws direct, th. dt 
And Phœbus, tuning his ſoft Lydian ſtran 
To wanton motions and the lover's ſigh, 
And thought-beguiling ſhew and maſkingrevelry, 


Unmect aſſociates theſe for noble youth 

Who to true honour meaneth to aſpire, 

And for the works of virtue, faith and truth 
Would keep his manly faculties entire, : 
The which avizing well the cautious ſire 
From that ſoft Siren land of plcaſaunce vain 
With timely haſte was minded to retire, 

Or ere the tweet contagion mote attain [frain, 
His ſon's unpractis'd heart, yet free from vicious 


rain 5 


| So turning from that beaten road aſide, 


Thro' many a devious path at length he pac'd, 
As that experienc'd palmer did him guide, 
Till to a mountain hoare they came at laſt, 
Whoſe high-rais'd brows, with ſylvan honours 
Majeſtically frown'd upon the plain, [xgracd, 
And over all an awful horror caſt ; 
Scem'd as thoſe villas gay it did diſdain, (train. 
Which ſpangled all the vale like Flora's painted 
The hill aſcended ftraight, erewhile they came 
To a tall grove, whoſe thick embow'ring thacz, 
Impervious to the ſun's meridian flame, 
E'en at mid-noon a dubious twilight made, 
Like to that ſober light which, difarray'd 
| Of all its gorgeous robe, with blunted beams 
Thro' windows dim with holy acts pourtray d 
Along ſome cloiſter'd abbey faintly gleam», 
Abſtracting the rapt thought from vain cath 
| | muſing themes. 


Beneath this high o'crarching canopy 


Of cluſt'ring oaks, a ſylvan colonnade, 
Aye liſt' ning to the native melody 


Of birds ſweet echoing thro” the lonely ſlade, 
On to the centre of the grove they ſtrax q; 

| Which in a ſpacious cirele op'ning round 
Within its ſhelt'ring arms ſecurely laid, 
Diſclos'd to ſudden view a vale profound, 5 
| With Nature's artlefs ſmiles and tranquil beau: 
| ties croywn'cd. | 


There, on the baſis of an ancient pile, 


5 : 3 a vod 
Whoſe croſs- ſurmounted {pire 0 er look dthe wood 
A venerable matron they erewhile 


Diſcover'd have beſide a murm rIng flood, 


ICT OWN abſtracted rel ke 
N 1 "OCS p TOO. 
She ſcem'd o'er various Wocs by turn» pd "0 
The which her changing cheer by tur bas. — 
Now glowing with diſdain, with gric | 


Retir'd within 


By land, by water, patling aye along | 


* Heſts, beheſts, precert;, command 


keſt +. 
8. | 4 Overkeſt, or overcaſt, Her 
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« Ey'n Wit and Genius with their learned train 


too Il: 


mers'd in anxious thoughts proſound 


— m_ 8 knight perceiv'd, he ncarer drew, Of Arts and Muſes, tho' from heav'n-above 

K . 185 bitter bale did her aſtound, Peſcended, when their talents they profane 
22 th' occaſion of her anguiſh grew; | ** To varniſh folly, kindle wanton love, 

F a — echt noble matron well he knew, % And aid eccentric ſceptie pride to rove 

e With huge and labours ſore % Beyond celeſtial truth's attractive ſphere, 

Hal for her fake endur'd , her vaſſal true, te This moral ſyſtem's central fun, aye prove 
Train'd in her love, and practis d evermore „o their fond votaries a curſe ſevere, 


Her honour to reſpect, and reverence her lore. And only make mankind more obſtinately err. 


40 deareſt Drad!” he cried, © fair Iſland Queen ! | © And ſtand my ſons herein from cenſure clear 3 
« Mother of heroes! Empreſs of the main! Have they conſider'd well and underſtood 
« What means that ſtormy brow of troublous ] The uſe and import of thoſe bleſſings dear , 
« teen, [train | Which the great Lord of Nature hath beſtow'd 
« Sith heaven-born Peace, with all her ſmiling | As well to prove as to reward the good ? 
« ()f ſciences and arts, adorns thy reign J Whence are theſe torrents then, theſe billowy 
« With wealth and knowledge, ſplendour and“ Of vice, in which as in his proper flood [ ſcas 
« renown ? [plain ! ] The fell Leviathan licentious plays, | | 
Fach port how throng'd ! how fruitful ev'ry | And upon thipwreck'd Faith and ſinking Vir- 
„How blithe the country! and how gay the | tue preys ? | 
town! | [ boon !”* 
« While Liberty ſecures and heightens ev'ry 


« To you, ye noble, opulent, and great! 
88 2 « With friendly voice I call and honeſt zeal; 
Awaken' m nhcr trance o pen Ive wo „pon vour vital influences wait 
By theſe fair flatt'ring words, therais'd her head, 40 The ith and ſickneſs of the common weal 1 
And bending on the knight her frowning brow, „ The maladies you cauſe yourſelves muſt heal. 
1 eng e my 5 2 _ 1 « Tn vain to tlie unthinking harden'd crowd 
© Vr thy judgment by thy heart miſle « Will truth and reafon make their juſt appeal, 
* To Geert that certain which thy hopes ſuggeſt? In vain will ſacred wiſdom cry aloud, | blood, 
g ee eff 8 e * | And juſtice drench invain her vengeful ſword in 
„And with joy's carcleſs mien and dimpled With you muſt reformation firſt take place: 
« {miles impreſs'd ! 2 «© You are the head, the intellectual mind 
Le” nes „ Of this vaſt body politic, whoſe baſe 
. Ü heart * nobly good c «© And vulgar limbs to drudgery conſign'd, 
And mak d Frag, Honey a 4 2 3 caule, ( All the rich ſtores of ſcience have reſign'd 
{Th aſſaults of 3 : ee * M 11 i ſtood E To you, that by the craftſman's various toil, 
Lhe tend tim's ou 2 4 * hea «© The ſea-worn mariner and ſweating hind, 
Kn Reason a OD 42 draWs | In peace and affluence maintain'd, the while 
% By th ſecer eth ambitious and the vain, You for yourtelves and them may dreſs the 
the lucet lure of popular applauſe, « mental {oll 3 
. Ar tacir better knowledge, to maintain Sher a | 
lic 2 * throne of Vice or Folly's childiſh e Bethink you then, my children ! of the truſt | 
| ein. In you repos'd; ne let your heaven-born mine 
Har vaſt his influence, how wide his ſway, I“ Conse in pleaſure 5 unactive ruſt, 8 
; Thylelf erewhile by proof didſt Sade „ Bat nobly rouſe you to the taſk aſſign'd, 
Aud ſaw'lt, as thro his realms thou took ſt thy |** The godlike raſk, to teach and mend mankind ! 


. ay, | {© Learn, that ye may inſtruct: to virtue lead 

- Kh bas waa folly had o'erſpread the land: Yourlelves the way; the herd will crowd be- 
Ana can t ou then 0 Fai 40 . d : 

WT. , ry Son! demand und, | 
The reaſon of my wo 2 or hope to caſe „And gather precepts from each worthy deed : 


LY iethrobbings of my heart with ſpeeches bland, | Example is a leſſon that all men can read. 


6 
nd Words more , LEY - Ry | 
The oncc-dear $4.4 2 to increaſe, But if (to all or moſt I do not ſpeak) | 
« and peace 25 of wealth, and liberty, “ In vain and ſenſual habits now grown old 
„ Peace The ſtrong Circzan charm you cannot break, 
« Are b. 2 _ liberty, that nobleſt boon, { © Nor rcaſſume at will your native mould f, 
1 c mn 8 On to * 71 5 | cc 4 * * 7 _< - _—_T ' 
4 Toward 8 5 che wiſe and good; bh e, not ax Hom r 1 5 not hold, 
4 known us minds their worth un- | © And take compafſion on the riſing age; 
« And , In them redcem your errors manitold, 
by 


. Fr On” 2 but ſerve to furniſh food ] And by due diſcipline and nurture ſage 


ub hich erf and fire the blood In virtue's lore betimes your docile ſons engage. 
| -lpice : ” „ 1 N 1 2 6 
Ambition, — Fan. 97 hence ſtrife; debate, You chiefly who like me in fecret mourn 
: Contempt of order, ion s Viprous brood, The prevalence of cuſtom lewd and vain, 


ks; manners profii 66 k „„ Me | 
e ſymptom  promigate, [ ſtate. | * And you who tho' by the rude torrent borne 
b = Jak foul, diteas'd and bloated * «4 Unwillingly along, you yield with pain 
inc 4 > % a * 5 

| I, + Tuſtihead, ſtrong health, vigour, {| Mould, ſhape, form, 
C 2 Ley 


«To 


Ne for th” atchievement of this great emprize 


By you invited to her ſecret bow'rs, 


« Which vice and folly ſhall upon them wage 


hen ſhall my youthful ſons, to wiſdom led 
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« To his behefts, and act what you diſdain, 

© Yet nouriſh in your hearts the Sen'rous love 

© Of | i2ty and truth, no more reftrain 

« The manly zeal, but all your ſinews move 

„% The preſent to reclaim, the future race im- 
prove. 


% Eftfoons by your joint efforts ſhall be quell'd 
« Yon haughty giant, who ſo proudly ſways 

*« A ſceptre by repute alone upheld, 

« \\ho where Fe cannot dictate ftraight obeys : 
« Accuſtom'd to conform his flatt'ring phraſe 

* To numbers and hight-plac'd authority 

« Your party he will join, your maxims praife, 
„ And, drawing after all his menial fry, 
Soon teach the gen ral voice your act to ratify, 


* The want of means or counſel may ye dread; 
* From my twin-daughters fruitful wombs ſhall 
* A race of letter'd fages deeply read [rile 
© In learning's various writ, by whom yled 
„ Thro' each well-cultur'd plot, each beauteous 
| „ grove, | 
„ Where antic wiſdom whilom wont to tread, 
With mingle1 glee and profit may ye rove, 
* And cull cach virtuous plant, cach tree of 
„Knowledge prove. 


“ Yourſclves with virtue thus and knowledge. 
« fraught, TD 

% Of what in ancient days of good or great 

« Hiſtorians, bards, philoſophers, have taught, 

* Join'd with whatever elſe of modern date 

% Maturer judgment, ſearch more accurate, 

« Diſcover'd have of Nature, Man and God, 

„May by new laws reform the time-worn ſtate 

« Of cell- bred diſcipline, and ſmocthe the road 

„That leads thro' learning's vale to wiſdom's 
„ bright abode. 


& Then ſhall Pædia re-aſcend her throne, 

« With vivid laurels girt and fragrant flow'rs; 

« Wine from their farked mount deſcending down. 

& Yon ſupercilious pedant train ſhall own 

« Her empire paramount, ere long by her 

% Ytaught a leſſon in their ſchools unknown, 

% To learning's richeſt treaſure to prefer 

4 The knowledge of the world and man's great 
& buſinets there. | 


* On this prime ſcience, as the final end. 
« Of all her diſcipline and nurt'ring care, 
% Her eye Pædia fixing, aye ſhall bend 
Her ev'ry thought and effort to prepare 
* Her tender pupils for the various war 


« As on the perilous march of life they fare, 
« With prudent lore fore-arming ev'ry age 


« Gainſt Pleaſure's treach'rous joys and Pain's | 


„ embattled rage. 


„By fair example and ingenuous praiſe, 
ce With willing feet the paths of duty tread, 
& Thro' the world's intricate or rugged ways, 


Shall purge their minds from all impy 


| Book Il, 
© Whoſe ſoul-invigorating influence 

Of ſordid ſelfiflmefs, and brutal feats; (1. 
And ſwell th' ennobled heart with bleſt ae 


Then alſo ſhall this emblematic pile 
„By magic whilom fram' & te ſympathiſe 
* With all the fortunes of this changeful iſle 
„Still as my ſons in fame and virtue riſe ſkies 
„Grow with their growth, and to th' applaud 
Its radiant croſs uplift; the while to grace ' 
The multiplying niches freſh ſupplies 
Of worthics fhall ſuccced, with equal pace 
i Aye following their ſires in virtuc's glorious 
* race.” 


Fir'd with th' idea of her future fame, 


She roſe majeſtic from her lowly ſtcad, 


| While from her vivid eyes a ſparkling fame 

| Outbcaming, with unwonted light o'erſpread 
That monumental pile, and, as her head 

| To evity front ſhe turn'd, diſcover'd round 

The venerable forms of herocs dead, 

| Who for their various merit, eiſt renown'd, 

In this bright fane of glory flirines of honourfound, 


On theſe that royal dame her raviſh'd eves 
Would often feaſt ; and ever as {he ſpied rife, 
Forth from the ground the length'ning firucture 
With new-plac'd ſtatues deck d on ev ry fide, 
Her parent breaſt would ſwell with gen'rous pride, 
And now with her in that ſequeſter d plain 
The knight a white conſtraining to abide, 
She to the Fairy youth with pleaſure fain 
Thoſe ſculptur'd chiefs did ſhew, and their g 
lives explain. | 


; 


2 — , 


| $ 53. A Birth-Day Thought, 


[ CAN J, all gracious Providence! 


Can I deſerve thy care? 
Ah! no: I've not the lcaft pretence 
To bounties which I ſhare. 


} Have I not been defended ſtill 


From dangers and from death; 
Been ſafe preſerv'd from ev'ry ill 

E'er ſince thou gave me breath? 
I live once more, to ſee the day 

That brought me firſt to light; 
O! reach my willing heart the way 
To take thy mercies right. 


| Tho" dazzling ſplendor, pomp, and ſhew, 


My fortune has denied; 
Yet more than grandeur can beſtow 
Content hath well ſupplied. 


No ſtrife has cer diſturb'd my peace, 

No mis'ries have I known; , 
And, that I'm bleſs'd with health and eale, 
With humble thanks I own. 

I envy no one's birth or fame, 


Their titles, train, or dreſs; : 
Nor has my pride er ſtretch' d its aun 


© Conducted by Religion's ſacred rays, 


Beyond what 1 pollcts, | 10 


Boo K II. 


4 wiſh, not to appear 
Jak re beauteous, rich, or gay; 
Lord, make me wiſer ev'ry year, 

And better evry day. 


— 


— 


9545 4 Day of the Year 1782. 


EVENTEEN Hundred Eighty-one 

8 Is now for ever paſt; 

gerentern Hundred Eighty-two 
Will fly away as faſt. 

But whether life's uncertain ſcene 
Suall hold an equal pace 

Or whether death ſhall come between, 
And end my mortal race: 


0: whether ſickneſs, pain, or health, 
My future lot ſhall be; 

0: whether poverty or wealth, 
Is all unknown to me. 

| One thing I know, that needful 'tis 

To watch with careful eye; 

| Since ev'ry ſeaſon ſpent amiſs 
Is regiſter d on high. _ 

Too well I know what precious hours 
My wayward paſſions waſte ; 

And ok ! I find my mortal pow'rs 
To duſt and darknels haſte, 


Farth rolls her rapid ſeaſons round, 
To meet her final fire; 
But virtue is with glory crown'd, 
Tho ſuns and ſtars expire. 
What awful thoughts! what truth ſublime ? 
What uſcful leſſon this! 
O llet me well improve my time! 
Oh! let me die in peace ! 


35. On Eternity. G1BBONS. 
THAT is cternity ? can aught 
Paint its duration to the thought ? 


Tell ev'ry beam the fun emits, 
When in ſublimeſt noon he fits; 
Tel ev ry light wing d mote that ſtrays 
Vithin its ample round of rays; * 
Tell all the leaves, and all the buds, 
That crown the garden, fields, and woods ; 
Tell all the ſpires of graſs the meads 

roduce, when ſpring propitious leads 
EIN year; tell all the drops 
it Might, upon their bended tops, 

eds in ſoft ſilence, to diſplay 

40r beauties with the riſing day; 

ch all the ſand the ocean laves, 

ell all its changes, all its waves; 

rtell with more laborious pains 5 

N drops its mighty maſs contains; 

dus aſtoniſhing account 
Gee with the full amount 

che drops the clouds have ſhed, ' 


\ , 5 
here er their wat ry fleeces ſpread, 


Moral Reflection. Mritten on the firfl 
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Soft as wy ſtream, in tuneful numbers flow; 


I 
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Thro' all time's long protracted tour, 


| From Adam to the preſent hour ; 


| With the more num'rous years that lie 


Still ſhort the ſum ; nor can it vie } 


Emboſom'd in Eternity. 

Was there a belt that could contain 
In its vaſt orb the earth and main; 
With figures was it cluſter'd o'er, 
Without one cypher in the ſcore ; 


And would your {ab'ring thought aſſign 


The total of the crowded line; 

How ſcant th' amount! th” attempt how vain ! 
To reach Duration's endleſs chain! 

For when as many years are run, 

Unbounded age is but begun ! 


Attend, O man, with awe divine, 
For this eternity is thine ! | 


The Triumph of Ils, occaſioned by Vs, an 
Elegy. T. WARTON. 

Quid mihi neſcio quam, proprio cum Tybride, Romam 

Semper in ore geris ? Referunt ſi vera parentes, 

Hanc Urbem inſano Nullus Qui Marte petivit, 

Laetatus violaſſe redit, Nec Numina Sedem 

Deſtituunt.- - — a 

| CLAUDIAN, 
N cloſing flow'rs when genial gales diffuſe 

The fragrant tribute of refreſhing dews ; 

When chants the milk-maid at her baimy pail, 

And weary reapers whiſtle o'er the vale ; 

Charm'd by the murmurs of the quiv'ring ſhade, 

O'er Ifis' willow-fringed banks I ftray'd : 


| And calmly muſing through the twilight way, 


In penſive mood I fram'd the Doric lay. 
When lo! from op'ning clouds a golden gleam 
Pour'd ſudden ſplendors o'cr the fhadowy ſtream 


And from the wave aroſe its guardian queen, 


Known by her {weeping ſtole of gloſſy green; 
While in the coral crown that bound her brow 
Was wove the Delphic laurel's verdant bough. 

As the ſmooth ſurface of the dimply flood 
The filver-ſlipper'd virgin lightly trod; 


From her loole hair the dropping dew ſhe prefs'd, 


And thus mine car in acccents mild addreſs'd: 
No mwre, my ſon, the rural reed employ, 


Nor trill the tinkling ftrain of empty joy; 
No more thy love-reſounding ſonnets ſuit 
| To notes of paſt'ral pipe, or oaten flute. 


For hark ! high-thron'd on yon majeſtic walls, 
To the dear Muſe afflicted Freedom calls: 
When freedom calls, and Oxford bids thee ſing, 


| Why'ftays thy hand to ſtrike the ſounding ſtring? 


While thus, in Freedom's and in Phoebus' ſpite, 
The venal ſons of flaviſh Cain unite ; 


| To ſhake yon towers when malice rears her creſt, 


Shall all my ſons in ſilence idly reſt ? 2 
Still ung, O Cam, your fav'rite freedom's cauſe, 
Still boaſt of freedom, while you break her laws; 
To Pow'r your fongs of gratulation paß; 
To courts addreſs ſoft flattery's ſervile lay. 
What though your gentle Maſon's plaintive verſe 
Has hung with ſweeteſt wreaths Muſeus' herſe; 
What though your vaunted bard's ingenuous woe, 


Ccyz3 Vet 
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Yet ſtrove his Muſe, by fame or envy led, 
To tear the laurels from a ſiſter's head 
Miſguided youth ' with rude unclafſic rage 
To blot the bcauties of thy whiter page; 

A rage that ſullies e en thy ane lays, 
And blaſts the vernal bloom of half thy bays. 
Let * * boaſt the patrons of her name, 

Each ſplendid fool of fortune and of fame : 
Still of preferment let her ſhine the queen, 
Prolific parent of cach howing dean: 
Be hers cach prelate of the pamper'd check, 
Each courtly chaplain, ſanctify'd and fleck : 
Still let the drones of her exhauſtleſs hive 
On rich pluralitics ſupinely thrive : 
Still let her ſenates titled ſlaves rcvere, 
Nor dare to know the patriot from the peer; 
No longer charm'd by virtue's lofty ſong, 
nce heard ſage Milton's manly toncs among, 
Where Cam, meand'ring thro' the matted reeds, 
With loit'ring wave his groves of laurel feeds. 
"Tis ours, my fon, to deal the ſacred bay, 
Where honour calls, and juſtice points the way ; 
To wear the well-carn'd wreath that merit brings, 
And ſnatch a gift bevond the reach of kings. 
Scorning and ſcorn'd by courts, yon Muſc's bow'r 
Still nor enjoys nor ſecks the ſmile of pow'r. 
Though wakeful vengeance watch my cryſtal 
ſpring, | | 
Though as wave her iron wing, 
And o'er yon ſpiry temples as ſhe flies, 
« Theſe deſtin'd frats be mine, exulting cries; 
Fortune's fair ſmiles on Iſis ſtill atteud: 
And, as the dews of gracious heaven deſcend 
Unaſx'd, unſeen, in ſtill but copious ſhow'rs, 
Her ftores on me ſpontaneous bounty pours. 


Sce, ſcience walks with recent chaplets crown'd; | 


With fancy's ftrain my fairy ſhades reſound ; 
My Mute divine ſtill keeps her cuſtom'd ſtate, 
The mien erect, and high majeſtic gait: 
Green as of old cach oliv'd portal ſimiles, 


And ſtill the gracos build my Grecian piles: 


My gothic ſpires in ancient glory riſe, 

And dare with wonted pride to ruſh into the ſkics. 
Een late when Radclifte's delcgared train 

Autpicious ſhone in Iſis' happy plain; {thrine, 


| When yon proud dome, fair lcarning's ampleſt 


Beneath its attic roofs receiv'd the Niue; 

Was rapture mute, or ceas'd the glad acclaim, 

To Radceliſte duc, and Iſis' honour'd name? 

What frec- born crowds adorn'd the feſtive day, 

Nor bluſh'd to wear my tributary bay! 

How cach brave breaſt with honeſt ardours heav'd,| 

M'hen Shcldon's fane the patriot band recciv'd ; 

Whute, as we loudly hail'd the choſen few, 

Rome + av ful ſenate ruſh'd upon the view, 
O mav the day in lateſt annals thine, 

That made a Beaufort and an Harky mine: 

That bade them leave the loftier Vene awhile, 

he pom of guiſtleſs ſtare, the patriot toil, 

For bleeding Albien's aid the ſage deſign, 

to hold ſhort dalliance with the runetul Nine. 

Then mufic left her filver ſphere on high, 

And bore each ſtrain of triumph from the ſky; | 


EXTRACTS, 


Book It, 
Swell'd the loud fon „and to my chief; 3. 
Pour'd the full Fn. of melliluo 2 
My Naiads blythe tlie dying accents caught 
And liſtening danced beneath their pearly rot: 
In gentler eddies play'd my conſcious =, 5 
And all my reeds their ſofteſt whiſpers gare: 
Each lay with brighter green adorn'd 9 
And breath'd a freſher fragrance on ay 
But lo! at once the pealing concerts ceaſe, - 
And crowd:d theatres arc huth'd in peace, 


'| Sce, on yon ſage how all attentive ſtand, 


To catch his parting cye, and waving han 
Hark ! he begins, with all a Tally.” 


| To pour the dictates of a Cato's heart, 


Skill'd to pronouncè what nobleſt thoughts inſpire 
He blends the ſpeaker's with the patriot's fre; 
Bold to conceive, nor tim'ruus to conceal, 
What Britons dare to think he dares to tell, 
Tis his alike the car and eye to charm, 
To win with action, and with ſenſe to warm, 
Untaught in tlow'ry periods to diſpenſe 
The lulling ſounds of ſweet impertinence: 
In frowns or ſmiles he gains an equal prize, 
Nor meanly fears to fall, nor creeps to riſe; 
Bids happier days to Albion be reſtor'd, 
Bids ancient juſtice rear her radiant {word ; 
From me, as from my country, claims applauſe, 
And makes an Oxford's a Britannia's cauſe, 
While arms like theſe my ſtedfaſt ſages wield; 
While mine is Truth's impenetrable ſhicld; 
Say, ſhall the puny champion tondly dare 
To wage with force like this ſcholaſtic war? 
Still vainly ſeribble on with pert pretence, 
With all the rage of pedant impotence? _ 
Say, ſhall 1 foſter this domeſtic peſt, 
This parricide, that wounds a mother's breaſt 
Thus in fome gallant ſhip, that long has bete 
Britain's victorious croſs from ſhore to ſhore, 
By chance, bencatii her cloſe ſequeſter d cells 
Some low-born worm, a lurking miſchief dwells; 
Eats his blind way, and ſaps with ſecret guile 
The deep foundations of tbe floating pile. 
In vain the foreſt lent its ſtatelieſt pride, 
Rear'd her tall maſt, and fram'd her knotty fide; 
The martial thunder's rage in vain the ſtood, 
With ev'ry conflict of the ſtormy flood; 
More ſure the reptile's little arts devour i 
Than wars, or waves, or Eurus' wint'ry pow I, 
Ye fretted pinnacles, ye fanes ſublime, 
Ye tow'rs that wear the motly veſt of time! 
Ye maſly piles of old munthcence, 
At once the pride of learning and defence 3 
Ye cloiſters pale, that length'ning to the hight 


To contemplation, fiep by ſtep, invite; 


Ye high-arch'd walks, where oft the whuipers 
clear 3 

Of harps unſeen have ſwept the poet s ear; 

Ye temples dim, where pious duty pays 


Her holy hymns of cver-echoing prale; 


Lo | your lov'd Ifis, from the bord ring vale, 
With all a mother's fondneſs bids you hatl 5 
Hail, Oxford, hail! of all thats good and great 


Of all that's fair, the guardian and the feat; 


* The Radcliffe Library, Nurte 
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brave purſuit, each gen'rous aim, 
* 2 to che _ 5 ame! 
in ſci and in 11 
Like Crone 5 . 


thens learn'd, , . 
en now, confeſs'd to my adoring eyes, 


ſons ariſe. 
In my Kl „e his Britiſh reeds, 
3 bards immortal Chaucer leads: 
Ys hoary head o'crlooks the ny quire, 
And beams on all around celeſtial fire. 
With graceful ſtep ſee Addiſon advance, 
The ſuccteſt child of Attic eleganee : 
Le Chillingworth the depths of doubt explore, 
And Selden ope the rolls of ancient lore : 
To all but his belov'd 4 you 8 a 
dee Locke lead Reaſon, his majeſtic bride ; 
mond pierce religion's golden mine, 
2 te treafar'd , na of Truth divinc. 
All who to Albion gs =O ed, ys 
{ the labours plann etter'd caſe; 
B with 4 or w ith perf! uaſion mov'd, 
Whoſooth'd with numbers, or with ſenſe improv'd; 
Who rang d the pow'rs of reaſon, or refin d 
Al that adorn'd or humaniz'd the mind; 
Each prieſt of health, that mix d the balmy bowl, 
To rear frail man, and " the RPE * 
All crowd around, and, echoing to the ſky, 
Hail, Oxford, hail ! with filial wry rel ay: 
And fre yon ſapient train! with lib'ral aim, 
Twas tein or hs of liberty to frame; 
And en the gothic gloom of ſlaviſh ſway 
To ſhed the dawn of intellectual day. 
With mild debate each muſing feature glows, 
And well-weigh'd counſels mark their meaning 
brows, | 
«Lo! theſe the leaders of thy patriot line,” 
A Raleigh, Hamden, and a Somers ſhine, 
Theſe from thy ſource the bold contagion caught, 
Their future 25 the great example taught: 
Male in each ybuth th” hereditary flame 
Still blazes, - pooh and the ſame ! 
Nor all the taſks of thoughtful peace engage, 
Tis thine to form the dns the e. - n 
| ſee the ſable-ſuited prince advance _ 
With — crown'd, the ſpoils of bleeding 
rance, a | 
Eivard. The Muſes in yon cloiſter's ſhade 
Bound on his maiden thigh the martial blade : 
Bade him the ſteel for Britiſh freedom draw; 
And Oxford taught the deeds that Creſly Gr: 
And lee, great father of the ſacred band, 
Tie Patriot King before me ſeems to ſtand. 
Base Land weh Ren dr fag ve 
7, ö e cen th | 
Hither of yore, forlorn 2 anal * b 
he Muſe in prattling infancy conve "d z 
From Vandal rage the hel lets vir in bore 
And fx'd her cradl Ow N 
cradle on my friendly ſhore: 
* ws the maid beneath his foſt'ring hand, 
2 bletfings o'er the enlighten d 


4 


- 


Though fimple was the dome, where firſt to dwell 


9 


| 
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Lo! now ſhe holds her ſtate in ſculptur'd bow'rs, 
And proudly lifts to heaven her hundred tow'rs. 
"Twas Alfred firſt, with letters and with laws, 


| Adorn'd, as he advanced, his country's caule ; 


He bade relent the Briton's ſtubborn ſoul, 


And ſooth'd to ſoft ſociety's contruul 


A rough untutor'd age. With raptur'd eye 
Elate he views his laurel'd progeny : 
Serene he ſmiles to find, that not in vain 


He form'd the rudiments of learning's reign z 


Himſelf he marks in each ingenuous breaſt, 
With all the founder in the race expreſs'd ; 
Conſcious he ſces fair Freedom ſtill ſurvive 


] In yon bright domes, ill-fated fugitive! 


(Glorious, as when the goddeſs pour'd the beam 


{ Unſully'd on his ancient diadem) 


Well pleas'd, that at his own Pierian ſprings 
She reſts her weary feet, and plumes her wings; 
That here at laſt the takes her deſtin'd ſtand, 
Here deigns to linger cre ſhe leave the land, 


— — 


$ 57. Inſcription in a Hermitage, at Auſley-Hall | 
I Warwickſhire, T. ALTO. ; 


ENEATH this ſtony roof reclin'd, 
I ſooth to peace my penſive mind: 


And while, to ſhade my lowly cave, 


Embow'ring elms their umbrage wave; 
And while the maple diſh is mine, 
The bcechen cup, unſtain'd with wine 
I ſcorn the gay licentious crowd, 


Nor heed the toys that deck the proud. 


Within my limits lone and ſtill, 
The blackbird pipes in artleſs trill ; 
Faſt by my cauch, congenial gueſt, 
The wren has wove her moſly neſt ; 
From buſy ſcenes and brighter ſkies, 


| To lurk with innocence, the flies; 


Here hopes in ſafe repofe to dwell, 


| Nor aught ſuſpects the ſylvan cell. 


At morn I take my cuſtom'd round, 

To mark how buds yon ſhrubby mound ; 
And cv'ry op'ning primroſe count 

That trimly paints my blooming mount: 
Or o'er the ſculptures, quaint and rude, 
Thar grace my gloomy ſolitude, 

I reach in winding wreaths to ſtray 


| Fantaſtic ivy's gadding ſpray. 


At eve, within yon ſtudious nook, 

I ope my braſs-emboſſed book, 

Pourtray'd with many a holy deed 

Of martyrs, crown'd with heavenly meed 2 
Then, as my taper waxcs dim, 

Chant, ere I ſleep, my meafur'd hymn ;; 
And, at the cloſe, the gleams behold 

Of parting wings bedropt with gold. 


While ſuch pure joys my bliſs create, 
Who but would ſmile at guilty ſtate > 
Who but would wiſh his holy lot 


dic deign d, and rude her early Saxon cell, 


In calm Oblivion's humble grot? 


 # Alfrdd, 


c ea Who 
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Who but would caſt his pomp away, 
To take my ſtaff and amice gray; 
And to the world's tumultuous ſtage 
Prefer the blameleſs hermitage 


Monody, written near Stratford upon 


$ 58, ö 
Avon. T. WARTON. 


AVON, thy rural views, thy paſtures wild, 


The willows that o'erhang thy twilight edge, 

'Their —_ entangling with th' embattled 
edge; | 

Thy brink with wat'ry foliage quaintly fring'd, 
Thy ſurface with reflected verdure ting'd, 
Sooth me with many a penſive pleaſure mild. 
But while T muſe, that here the bard divine 
Whoſe ſacred duſt yon high-arch'd aiſles incloſe, 
Where the tall windows riſe in ſtately rows 
Above th' embow'ring ſhade, | 71 
Here firſt, at Fancy's fairy-circled ſhrine, 
Ct daiſies pied his infant off ring made; 
Here playful yet, in ſtripling years unripe, 


i 


-Fram'd of thy reeds a ſhrill and articfs pipe: 


Sudden thy beautics, Avon, all are fled, 

As at the waving of ſome magic wand ; 

An holy trance my charmed tpirit wings, 

And awful ſhapes of warriors and of kings 
People the buſy mead, 

Like ſpectres twarming to the wizard's hall; 
And flowly pace, and point with trembling hand 
The wounds ill-cover'd by the purple pall. 
Before me Pity ſeems to and 1 

A weeping mourner, ſmote with anguiſh ſore, 
To ſee Misfortune rend in frantic mood 
His robe wich regal woes embroider'd o'cr. 
Pale Terror leads the viſionary band, 


And ſternly ſhakes his ſceptre, dropping blood. 


— 


9 59+ Oz the Death of King George the Second. 
| T. WARTON. 


82 ſtream the ſorrows that embalm the brave, 
The tears that Science ſheds on Glory's grave! 
So pure the vows which claſſic duty pays 
To bleſs another Brunſwick's rifiag rays ! 

O Pitt, if choſen ſtrains have power to ſteal 
Thy watcliful breaſt awhile from Britain's weal; 


If votive verſe, from facred Is1s ſent, 
Might hope to charm thy manly mind, intent 
On patriot plans, which ancient freedom drew, 
Awhile with fond attention deign to view 


This am ple wreath, which all th' aſſembled Nine 


With ſkill united have conſpir'd to twine, 


Yes, guide and guardianof thy country's cauſe ! 


Thy conſcious heart ſhall hail with juſt applauſe 


The duteous Muſe, whoſe haſte officious brings 


Her blameleſs off ring to the ſhrine of Kings: 


Thy tongue, well tutor'd in hiſtoric lore, 
Can ſpeak her office and her uſe of yore: 
For ſuch the tribute of ingenuous praiſe 
Her harp diſpens'd in Grecia's golden days; 
Such were the palms, in iſles of old renown, 
She cull'd, to deck the guiltleſs monarch's crown 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


] When virtuous Pindar told, with T 


| 


Book II. 


uſcan gore 


How ſceptred Hiero ſtain'd Sicilia's ſhore 


Or to mild Theron's raptur'd eye diſelos d 


r rs where ſpirits of the brave repos d: 
neath the throne, unbrib'd, 0, { 
The decent handmaid, not the flave of a 3 
Pleas'd in the radiance of the regal 3 5 
To blend the luſtre of her country's . 
For, taught like Ours, ſhe dar'd with prudent 
Obedience from dependence to divide: 
Though princes claim'd her tributary la $ 
With truth ſevere ſhe temper'd partial rae; 
Conſcious fhe kept her native dignity . 
Bold as her flights, and as her numbers free 

And ſure, if c'er the mule induls'g ber ſtraint 
With juſt regard to grace heroic reigns, 55 
Where could her glance a theme of triumph own 
So dcar to fame as George's trophy'd throne? 
At wiſe firm baſe thy ſtedfaſt foul aſpires | 
To wake a mighty nation's ancient fires : 
Aſpires to baille Faction's ſpecious claim, 
Rouſe England's rage, and give her thunder aim 
Once more the main her conqu'ringhanners ſu cep 
Again her Commerce darkens all che decp. ö 
Thy fix'd refolve renews each firm decree 
That made, that kept of yore, thy country free, 
Call'd by thy voice, nor deaf to war's alarms, 
Its willing youth the rural empire arms: 
Again the lords of Albion's cultur'd plains 
March the firm leaders of their faithful ſwains; 
As erſt ſtout archers, from the farm or fold, 
Flam'd in the van of many a baron bold, 

Nor thine the pomp of indolent debate, 
The war of words, the ſophiſtrics of ſtate: 
Nor frigid caution checks thy free deſign, 


pride 


Nor ſtops thy ſtream of cloquence divine: 


For thine the privilege, on few beſiow'd, 
To feel, to think, to ſpeak, far public good, 
In vain Corruption calls her venal tribes ; 


One common cauſe one common end preſerihes : 


Nor fear nor fraud or ſpares or {creens the toc, 

But ſpirit prompts, and valour {trikes the blow, 
O Pitt, while honour points thy lib'ral plan, 

And v'er the Miniſter exalts the Min, 

Ifis congenial greets thy faithful ſway, 

Nor ſcorns to bid a ſtateſman grace her lay, 

For 'tis not Hers, by falſe connections drawn, 


At ſplendid Slavery's fordid ſhrine to fawn 


Each native effort of the feeling breaft 


To friends, to foes, in equal fear, ſuppreſt: 


Tis not for her to purchaſe or purſue 
The phantom favours of the cringing crew: 


| More uſeful toils her ſtudious hours engage, 


And fairer leſſons fill her ſpotleſs page : 
Beneath ambition, but above dilgrace, 
With nobler arts ſhe forms the riſing race: 
With happier taſks, and lets refin'd pretence, 
In elder times, ſhe woo'd Munihcence 

To rear her arched roofs in regal guiſe, 
And lift her temples nearer to the tkies; 


Princes and prelates ſtretch'd the ſocial hand 


1 ? | 11081 : at : 
To form, diffuſe, and fix, her high 2 5 
From kings the claim'd, yet ſcorn'd to ſeck, t 


a lle. 
prize; 8 g 8 
From E ings, like George, benignant, Ju" 5 


Bo ok II. 


Lo, this her Bent of no partial Muſe 
This humble n Bow're, 9 


re precepts of Athenian truth: 
EE he 420 of Britiſh Liberty 
Beam 'd in full radiance on thy muſing eye; 
That form, whoſe mien ſublime, with cqual awe, 
In the ſame ſhade unblemiſn d Somers ſaw : 
Where once (for well ſhe lov'd the friendly grove 
Which ew ry claſſic Grace had learn'd to rove) 
Her whiſpers wak'd ſage Harrington to feign 
The bleſlings of her viſionary reign 3 | 
That rein, which now no more an empty theme, 
Adorns PhiloGphy's idcal dream, 
But crowns at laſt, beneath a George's ſmile, 
Ja full reality this favour'd iſle. 


— 
— 


—_— 


{ 60, On the Marriage of the King, MDCCLXI, 


to ber Majefly, T. WARTON. . 
Y HEN firſt the kingdom to thy virtues due 
Roſe fromthe billowy deep in diſtant view; 
When Albion's ifle, old Ocean's peerleſs pride, 
Tow'r'd in imperial ſtate above the tide; 
What bright ideas of the new domain 
Form'd the fair proſpect of thy promis'd reign ! 
And well with conſcious joy thy breaſt might 
That Albion was ordain'd thy regal ſeat: ¶ beat 
Lo! this theJand, where Freedom's ſacred rage 
Has glow'd untam'd thro! many a martial age. 
Here patriot Alfred, ſtain'd with Daniſh blood, 
Rear'd on one baſe the King's, the people's good: 
Here Henry's archers fram'd the ſtubborn bow 
That laid Alanzon's hauglity helmet low; 
Here wak'd the flame, that ſtill ſuperior braves 
The proudeſt threats of Gaul's ambitious ſlaves: 
Here Chivalry, ſtern ſchool of valour old, 
Her nobleſt feats of knightly fame enroll'd ; 
Heroic champions caught the clarion's call, 
And throng d the feaſt in Edward's banner'd hall; 
While — like George, approv'd in worth 
alone, 
Unlock'd chaſte Beauty's adamantine zone. 
Lo! the fam'd iſle, which hails thy choſen ſway, 
What fertile fields her temp'rate ſuns diſplay ! 
| Where Property ſecures the conſcious ſwain, 
And guards, while Plenty gives, the golden grain: 
Hence with ripe ſtores her villages abound, 
fler airy downs with ſcatter'd ſheep reſound; 
Freſh are her paſtures with unceaſing rills, | | 
An future navies crown her darkſome hills. 
To bear her formidable glory far, 
Bct"ld her opulence of hoarded war ! 
dee, from her ports a thouſand banners ſtream ; 
On ex y coaſt her vengeful lightnings gleam |! 
h leantime, remote from Ruin's armed hand, 
- peiceful majeſty her cities ſtand ; 
ear domes and buſy ſtreets declare 
ort, a King's parental care. 


* Trinity College. Oxford 
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, Nor thou refuſe 
uine lore : | Of warbled truth have won thy muſing hours; 


— 


| 


Written aſter the 
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And oh! bleſt Queen, if e'er the magic pow'rs 


Here Poeſy, from awful days of yore, 

Has pour'd her genuine pitts of raptur'd lore. 
Mid oaken bow'rs, with holy verdure wreath'd, 
In Druid- ſongs her ſolemn Pirir dreatt d : 
While cunning Bards at ancient banquets ſun 
Of paynim foes defied, and trophies hung. 


| Here Spenſer tun'd his myſtic minſtrelſy, 


And dreſs'd in fairy robes a Queen like Thee. 
Here, boldly mark d with ev'ry living hue, 
Nature's unbounded portrait Shakeſpeare drew: 
But chief the dreadful group of human woes 
The daring artiſt's tragic pencil choſe ; 
Explor'd the pangs that rend the royal breaſt, 
Thoſe wounds that lurk beneath the tiſſued veſt? 
Lo! this the land, whence Milton's muſe of fire 
High ſoar'd to ſteal from heaven a ſeraph's lyre; 
And told the golden ties of wedded love 
In facred Eden's amaranthine grove. 5 
Thine too, majeſtic Bride, the favour'd clime, 
Where Science fits enſhrin'd in roofs ſublime. 
O mark, how green her wood of ancient bays 
O'er Ifis' marge in many a chaplet ftrays ! 
Thither, if haply ſome diſtinguiſh'd flow'r 
Of theſe mix'd blooms from that ambroſial bow'r, 
Might catch thy glance, and, rich in Nature's hue, 
Entwine thy diadem with honour due; 
It ſeemly gifts the train of Phoebus pay, 
To deck imperial Hymen's feſtive day; 
Thither thyſelf ſhall haſte, and mildly dcign 
To tread withnymph-like ſtep the conſcious plainz 
Pleas'd in the mule's nook, with decent pride, 
To throw the ſceptred pall of ſtate aſide. 
Nor from the ſhade ſhall George be long away, 
Which claims Charlotta's love, and courts herſtay. _ 
Theſe are Britannia's praiſes. Deign to trace 
With rapt reflection Freedom's fav'rite race! 
But though the gen'rous iſle, in arts and arms, 
Thus ſtand ſupreme in Nature's choiceſt charms; 
Tho' George and Conqueſt guard her ſea-girt 
throne, | 
One happier bleſſing till ſhe calls her own; 
And, proud to cull the faireſt wreath of Fame, 
Crowns her chief honours with a Charlotte's 
name. 


8 61. On the Birth of the Prince of Wales. 
| T. WARTON. 


Infallation at Windſor, in the 
ſame year, _ Fa 


JMPERI AL Dome of Edward, wiſe and brave! 

- Where warlike Honour's brighteſt banners 
wave; = 

At whoſe proud Tilts, unmatch'd for hardy deeds, 

Heroic kings have frown'd on barbed ſteeds : 

Though now no more thy creſted chiefs advance 

In arm'd array, nor graſp the glitt'ring lance; 


j in which alſo Lord Somers, and Sir James Harrington, author of the 


| Though 


394 
Though Knighthood boaſts the martial pomp no 
more 
That grac'd its gorgeous feſtivals of yore; 
day, conſcious Dome, if e er thy marſhall'd knights 
So nobly deck'd their old majeſtic rites 
As when, high-thron'd amid thy trophy'd ſhrine, 
George ſhone the leader of the garter'd line ? 
Yet future triumphs, Windſor, ſtill remain; 
Still may thy bow'rs receive as brave a train: 
For, lo ! to Britain and her favour'd Pair, 
Heaven's high command has ſent a ſacred Heir! 
Him the bold pattern of his patriot fre 
Shall fill with early fame's immortal fire : 
In life's freſh ſpring ere buds the promis'd prime, 
His thoughts ſhall mount to virtue's meed ſublime: 
The patriot fire ſhall catch, with ſure preſage, 
Each lib'ral omen of his op'ning age ; 
Taen to thy courts ſhall lead, with conſcious joy, 
In ftripling beauty's bloom, the princely boy ; 
There firmly wreathe the Braid of heavenly dye, 
True valour's badge, around his tender thigh, 
Meantime, thy royal piles that riſe clate 
With many an antique tow'r, in maſly ſtate, 
In the young champion's muſing mind ſhall raiſe 
Vaſt images of Alhion's elder days; | 
While, as around his eager glance explores 
Thychambers, rough with war's conſtructed ſtores, 
Rude helms, and bruiſed ſhields, barbaric ſpoils 
Of ancient chivalry's undauntcd toils ; 
Amid the duſky trappings hung on high, _ 
Young Edward's ſable mail ſhall ſtrike his eve : 
Shall fire the youth, to crown his riper ycars 
With rival Creſſys, and a new Poitiers; 
On the ſame wall, the ſame triumphal baſe, 
His own victorious monuments to place. 
Nor can a fairer kindred title move 
His emulative age to glory's love 
Than Edward, laureate prince. In letter'd truth, 
Oxford, ſage mother, ſchool d his ſtudious youth: 
Her ſimple inſtitutes and rigid lore | 
The royal nurſling unreluctant bore; 
Nor ſhunn'd, at penſive eve, with loneſome pace, 
The cloiſter's moon light-chequer'd floorto traceʒ 
Nor ſcorn'd to mark the ſun, at matins due, 
Stream through the ſtoried windows holy hue. | 
Andoh, Young Prince, be thine his moral praiſe; 
Nor ſeck in fields of blood his warrior bays. - 
War has its charms terrinc. Far and wide 
When ſtands ch embattled hoſt in banner'd pride; 
O'er the vext plain when the ſhrill clangors run, 
And the long phalanx flaſhes in the ſun ; 
When now no dangers of the deathful day 
Mar the bright fcene, nor break the firm array; 
Full oft too rathly giows with fond delight 
The youthful breaſt, and aſks the future fight; 
Nor knows that Horror's form, a ſpectre wan, 
Stalks, yet unſeen, along the gleamy van. 
May no ſuch rage be thine : no dazzling ray 
Of ſpecious fame my ſtedfaſt feet betray. | 
Be thine domeſtic glory's radiant calm, | 
e thine the ſceptre wreath'd with many a palm: 
Be thine the throne with peaceful emblems hung, 
The filver lyre to milder conqueſt ſtrung ! 
Inſtead of glorious feats achicv'd in arms, 


| 
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| That nodding ſhad 


Book Il, 


in tranquil days, 
uſe to future praiſe; 
in breathing braſs, 


Juſt to thy country's fame 
Record the and rouſe 
* _ public eye, 
id thy fam'd father's mighty tri aſs: 
Swell the broad arch with havghry Chef- 
gn cage with Minden's plain th' hiſtoric all 
en mourn not, Edward aeg 
cient boaſt, 1 Done, thine ws 
Thy tournaments and liſted combats loſt! 
From Arthur's Board, no more, proud caſtle 
FY 8 a 
venturous Valour's gothic trophies torn 1 
Thoſe elfin charms, hee held in mage all 
Its elder fame, and dimm'd its genuine livtt 
At length diſſolve in Truth's meridian ray. 
And the bright Order burſts to perfect dar: 
The myſtic round, begirt with bolder peers, 
On Virtue's baſe its reſcucd glory rears : 
Sees Civil Proweſs mightier acts achieve; 
Secs meck Humanity diftreſs relieve ; 
| Adopts the Worth that bids the conflict ceaſe, 


| And claims its honours from the Chiefs of Peace, 


— 


9 62. Ode to Sleep. T. WARTOx. 

R this my penſive pillow, gentle Sleep! 
Deſcend, in all thy downy plumage dreſt : 

Wipe with thy wing theſe eyes that wake toweep, 

And place thy crown of poppics on my brcat. 

O ſteep my ſenſes in oblivior's balm, 

And ſoothe my throbbing pulſe with lenient hand; 

This tempeſt of my boiling blood becalm 

Deſpair grows mild at thy ſupreme command. 

Yet ah! in vain, familiar with the gloom, 

And ſadly toiling through the tedious night, 

I ſeek ſweet ſlumber, while that virgin bloom, 

For ever hov'ring, haunts my wretched fight. 


Nor would the dawning day my forrows charm: 
Black. midnight, and the radiant noon, alike 


To me appear, while with uplifted arm 


Death ſtands prepar d, but ſtill delays, to ſtrike. 


$ 63. The Hamlet, written in Whichawoed Foreft, 
Toe 1 T. WARTOx. 
THE hinds how bleſt, who nc'er beguil'd 
To quit their hamlet 5 hawthorn-wild z 
Nor haunt the crowd, nor tempt the main, 
For ſplendid care and guilty gain! 

When morning's twilight-tinctur d beam 
Strikes their low thatch with flanting gleam, 
They rove abroad in ether blue, 

To dip the ſcythe in fragrant dew ; 
The ſheaf to bind, the beech to fell 
es a craggy dell. 

Midſt gloomy glades, in warbles clear, 
Wild nature's ſweeteſt notes they hear: 
On green untrodden banks they view 
The hyacinth's neglected hue: 
In their lone haunts and woodland roun 


They ſpy the ſquirrel's airy bounds: 
And ſtartle from her aſhen ſpray, 


dsg 


W 
Bid riſing arts diſplay their mimic charms ! 


| Acrols the glen, the fereaming jay: 12 


Boo K II. 
"ative charm their ſteps explore 


f 


. do's ſequeſter'd ſtore. 
Of cn with cloudleſs ray 
Mounts, to illume their homeward way : 
Their weary ſpirits to relieve, 
The meadows 7 . 1 at eve. 

nt mars the ſimple rare 
Raste a glimm ring hearth they ſhare : 
But when the curfeu's meaſur'd roar 
Dulv, the dark'ning valleys o'er, 

Has echo'd from the diſtant town, 
They wiſh no beds of cygnet-down, 
No trophied canopies, to — NES 

ir drooping eyes in qui . 
rh ll * who ſpread the bloom 
Of health around the clay- built room, 
or thro! the primros d coppice ſtray, 
Or gambol in the new-mown hay : 
Or quaintly braid the cowlip-twine, 
or drive afield the tardy Kine; 
or haſten from the ſultry hill 
To loiter at the ſhady rill; 
or climb the tall pine's gloomy creſt 
To rob the raven's ancient neſt. 

Their humble porch with er tn flow'rs 
The curling woodbine's ſhade embow'rs : 
From the trim garden's thymy mound 
Their bees in buſy ſwarms reſound : 

Nor fell Diſcaſe, before his time, 

Haſtes to conſume life's golden prime: 
But whea their temples fin g have wore 
The ſilver crown of treſſes hoar 3 * 

As ſtudious ſtill calm peace to keep, 
Bencath a flow'ry turf they ſleep. 


\ 64. Ode. The Firſt of April. T. WARTON, 
WITH dalliance rude young Zephyr woos | 
Coy May. Full oft with kind excuſe 

The boiſt rous hoy the Fair denies, 
Or with a ſcornful ſmile complics. 

Mindful of diſaſter paſt, 
And ſhrinking at the northern blaſt, 
The fleety ſtorm returning ſtill, 
The morning hoar and ev'ning chill; 
Reluctant comes the timid Spring. 

Scarce à bee, with air ring, | | 
Murmurs the bloffom'd boughs around, 

lat clothe the garden's ſouthern bound: 
Narce a ſickly ſtraggling flow'r | 

ecke the rough caſtle's rifted tow'r : 
Sarce the hardy primroſe pceps 
From the dark dell's entaygled ſtecps: 
0 er the field of waving broom 
Slowly ſhoots the golden bloom : | 
— by fits, = furze-clad dale 

tures the tranſito le: 

While from the ſhrubb'ry's naked maze, 
here the vegetable blaze 855 
Of Flora's brighteſt 'broidery ſhone, 

Ty chequer d charm is flown : 
bare that the lilac hangs to view 
Its buriting gems in cluſters blue. 

Sant along the ridgy land 


Ihe beans their newborn ranks expand: | 


TY 


* 
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The freſh-turn'd ſoil with tender blades 
Thinly the fprouting barley ſhades : 
Fringing the foreſt's devious edge, 


Half rob'd appears the hawrhorn hedge : 


Or to the diſtant Tn diſplays 


| Weakly green its budding ſprays. 


The ſwallow, for a moment ſeen, 
Skims in haſte the village green : 
From the grey moor, on feeble wing, 
The ſcreaming plovers idly ſpring : 
The butterfly, gay-painted ſoon, 
Explores awhile the tepid noon, 
And fondly truſts its tender dies 
To fickle ſuns and flatt'ring ſkies, 

Fraught with a tranſient, frozen 
If a cloud ſhould haply lowr, 
Sailing o'er the landſcape dark, 
Mute on a ſudden is the lark; 
But when gleams the ſun again 
O'er the pearl-beſprinkled plain, 
And from behind his wat'ry veil 
Looks through the thin- deſcendi 


ſhow'r, 


ng hail, 


| She mounts, and, leſſ'ning to the fight, 


Salutes the blythe return of light, 
And high her tuneful track purſues 


Mid the dim rainbow's ſcatter'd hues. 


Where in venerable rows. 


| Widely waving oaks incloſe 


The moar of yonder antique hall, 


| Swarm the rooks with clamorous call ; 
| And, to the toils of nature true, 


Wreath their capacions neſts anew. 
Muſing through the lawny park, 
The 1 poet loves to mark 
How various greens in faint degrees 
Tinge the tall groupes of various trees: 
While, careleſs of the changing ycar, 
The pine cerulean, never ſcar, 
Towers diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 


And proudly vaunts her winter veſt. 


Within ſome whiſpering oſier iſle, 
Where Glym's low banks neglected ſmile; 
And each trim meadow ſtill retains 
The wint'ry torrent's oozy ſtains : 
Beneath a willow, long forſook, 

The fiſher ſecks his cuſtom'd nook 


And burſting thro' the crackling ſedge 


That crowns the current's cavern'd edge, 
He ſtartles from the bordering wood 


| The baſhful wild-duck's early brood. 


O'er the broad downs, a novel race, 


| Friſk the lambs, with faltering pace, 
And with eager bleatin 
| The foſs that ſkirts the 


£5 fill 
cacon'd hill, 

His free-born vigour yet unbroke 
To lordly man's uſurping yoke, 


The bounding colt forgets to play: 


Baſking beneath the noontide ray, 


. | And ſtretch'd among the daiſies pride 


Of a green dingle's ſloping fide : | 
While far beneath, where nature ſpreads 
Her boundleſs length of level ied, 5 


In looſe luxuriance taught to ſtray 


| A thouſand tumbling rills inlay 


With 


1 
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With filver veins the vale, or paſs 
Redundant thro' the ſparkling graſs. 
Yet, in theſe preſages rude, 
Midf her penſive ſolitude, 
Fancy, with prophetic glance, 
Sees the teeming months advance ; 
The field, the foreſt, green and gay, 
The dappled ſlope, the tedded hay; 
Secs the reddening orchard blow, 
The harveſt wave, the vintage flow; 
Secs June unfold his glaſſy robe 
Of thouſand hues o'er all the globe; 
Sees Ceres graſp her crown of corn, 
And plenty load her ample horn. 


S 65. Ode. The Suicide. T. WarToN. 
ENEATH the beech, whoſe branches bare 
Smit with the lightning's vivid glare, 
O'crhang the craggy road, 
And whiſtle hollow as they wave; 
Within a ſolitary grave, | 
A wretched Suicide holds his accurs'd abode. 
Lowr'd the grim morn, in murky dies 
Damp miſts involv'd the ſcowling ſkies, 
And dimm'd the ſtruggling day; 
As by the brook that ling'ring laves 
Yon ruth-grown moor with ſable waves, 
Full of the dark reſolve he took his ſullen way. 


J mark'd his deſultory pace, 
His geſtures ſtrange, and varying face, 
With many a mutter'd found ; 
And ah! too late aghaſt I view'd 
The recking blade, the hand embru'd : 
He fell, and grganing graſp'd in agony the ground. 
Full many a melancholy night 
He watch'd the flow return of light; 
And fought the pow'rs of ileep, 
To ſpread a momentary calm 
O'er his fad couch, and in the balm 
Of blandoblivion's dews his burning eyes to ſteep. 
Full oft, unknowing and unknown, 
He wore his endleſs noons alone, 
Amid th' autumnal wood: 
Oft was he vont, in haſty fit, 
Abrupt the ſocial board to quit, 
Andgazewith eagerglance upon thetumblingflcod. 
Beck'ning the wretch to torments new, 
Deſpair, for ever in his view, 
A ſpectre pale, appear d; 
While, as the ſhades of eve aroſe 
And brought the day's unwelcome cloſe, 


More horrible and huge her giant-ſhape ſherear'd. 


Is this,” miſtaken Scorn will cry, 
« Is this the youth, whoſe genius high 
„Could build the genuine rhyme 2? 
© Whole boſom mild the fav'ring Muſe 
% Had ſoc'd with all her ample views, 
« Parent of taireft deeds, and purpoſes ſublime?“ 
Ah! frem the Muſe that boſom mild 
By treach rous magic was beguil'd, 
To ſtrike the deathful blow: 
She fill'd his foft ingenuous mind 
With many a feeling too refin'd, [ woe, 


And rous'd to livelier pangs his wakeful ſenſe of 


\ 
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Though doom'd hard penury to 
And the ſharp ſtings o hopeleſ [ated 
To griefs congenial prone, : 
More wounds than nature gave he knew 
While miſery's form his fancy dre 
In dark ideal hues, and horrors not irs own. 
Then wiſh not o'er his earthly tomb 
The baleful nightſhade's lurid bloom 
To drop its deadly dew : 
Nor, oh! forbid the twiſted thorn, 
That rudely binds his turf forlorn, [anew 
With ſpring's green-ſwelling buds to vegerate 
What though no marble-piled bug 
Adorn his deſolated duſt, 
With ſpeaking ſculpture wrought » 
Pity ſhall woo the weeping Nine 
To build a viſionary ſhrine, brought. 
Hung with unfading flow'rs, from fairy regions 


Vhat though refus'd each chanted rite 
Here viewleſs mourners ſhall delight 


| To touch the ſhadowy ſhell ; 


And Petrarch's harp, that wept the doom 
Of Laura, loft in early bloom, 
In mclancholy tones ſhall ring his penſive knell, 


To ſoothe a lone, unhallow'd ſhade, 

This votive dirge fad duty paid, 
Within an ivy'd nook : 

Sudden the half-ſunk orb of day 


More radiant ſhot its parting ray, . [took: 


And thus a cherub-voice my charm'd attention 


_ « Forbear, fond bard, thy partial praiſe; 

Nor thus for guilt in ſpecious lays 
The wreath of glory twine : 

In vain with hues of gorgeous glow 

« Gay Fancy gives her veſt to flow, | conſize, 

Unleſs truth's matron-hand the floating fold; 


þ 


4 


Lay 


4 © Juſt Heaven, man's fortitude to prove, 


„ Permits through life at large to rove 
© The tribes of hell-born woe: 
„ Yet the ſame Pow'r that wiſely ſends 
Life's nierceſt ills, indulgent lends 
Religion's golden ſhield tobreakthꝰ embattledfoe. 


« Her aid divine had lull'd to reſt 
« Yon foul ſelf-murtherer's throbbing breaſt, 
& And ſtay' d the riſing ſtorm: 
Had bade the fun of hope appear 
« To gild the darken'd hemiſphere, . ferm. 
« And give the wonted bloom to nature $ blaſicd 
„Vain man ! tis Heaven's prerogative 
Jo take, what firſt it deign'd to gie, 
Thy tributary breath: 
« Tn awful expectation plac'd, 
« Await thy doom, nor impiqus haſte 


Lay 


c 


| « To pluck from God's right hand his inſtru- 


« ments of death.” 


| 3 


—— Y 
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| * 66. Ode. Sent to a Friend, on his leaving a,. 
; wourite Village in Hampſhire. T. WARTON, 
| AH: mourn thy lov'd retreat! No oy 
Shall claſſic ſteps thy ſcenes explore! 
When morn's pale rays but faintly peep 


V ho 


Ober yonder oak-crown'd airy ſteep, 


* 
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ſhall con» its drowſy Er view 
h of landſcapes eve 3 

fag 199 flings, in _— pride, 

Her varied veſture far and wide ; 

Who mark, beneath, each village-charm, 

nge, or elm-encircled farm : 

Te fie dove-cofe's crowded roof, 

Warch'd by the kite that fails aloof : 

The tufted pines, whoſe umbrage tall 

Darkens the long-deſerted hall: 

The vet'ran beech, that on the plain 

Colletts at eve the playful train 

The cot that ſmokes with early fire, 

The low-roof'd fane's emboſom d ſpire ! 

Who row ſhall indolently ſtray 

Through the deep foreſt's tangled way; 

Pleas'd at his cuſtom'd taſk to find | 

The well-known hoary-trefled hind, 

That toils with feeble hands, to glean 

Of wither'd boughs his pittance mean ! 

Who mid thy nooks of hazle fit, 

Lo# in ſome melancholy fit; 

And liſt ning to the raven's croak, 

The diſtant flail, the falling oak ! 

Who, through the ſunſhine and the ſhow'r, 

Deſcry the rainbow-painted tow'r? 

Who, wandering at return of May, 

Catch the firſt cuckow's vernal lay ? 

Who, muſing waſte the ſummer hour, 

Where high o'er-arching trees embow'r . 

The grafly lane, ſo rarely pac'd, 

With azure flow'rets idly grac'd ! 

Unnotic'd now, at twilight's dawn 

Returning reapers croſs the lawn: 

Nor fond attention loves to note 

The wether's bell from folds remote : 

White own'd by no poetic eye, 

Thy penfive evening ſhade the ſky ! 

For, lo! the bard who rapture found 
From ev'ry rural fight or ſound ; | 
Whoſe genius warm, and judgment chaſte, 
No charm of genuine nature paſs'd ; 

BY felt = Muſc's pureſt tires, 
from thy favour'd haunt retires ; 

5 2 all thy vocal bow'rs _ 

itn ſnadowy ſhapes and airy pow'rs. 

Bchold, a dread repoſe 8 | 
As erſt, thy ſad ſequeſter'd glooms ! 

From the deep dell, where thaggy roots 

Fringe the rough brink with wreathed ſhoots, 

| Th'unwilling genius flies forlorn 

His primroſe-chaplet rudely born. 

With hollow ſhriek the nymphs forfake 

: wm . and hedge- row brake. 
| e dely in | 

Its chalky „„ ons 

On the green ſummit, ambuſh'd high, 

0 — echo loves to lie. 

. Þcart-crown'd maids, with wily look, 
hang from he reedy brook: 

- No fairies _ bo es 5 glimm. ring bank, 
5 en! 
* 3 ”y goddeſs of health, was, 

Kno, as well as Apollo, 


Who now 
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The foreſt-oaks, that pale and lone 


„ 


397 
Nor bruſh, half-ſeen, in ai 
The violet's unprinted head, 
But fancy, from the thickets brown, 

The glades that wear a conſcious frown, 


tread, 


Nod to the blaſt with hoarſer tone, 
Rough glens, and fullen waterfalls, 
Her bright ideal offspring calls. 
So by ſome ſage inchanter's ſpell 
(As old Arabian fablers tell) 
Amid the ſolitary wild, | 
Luxuriant gardens gaily ſmil'd: | 
From ſapphire rocks the fountains ſtream'd, 


[Wich golden fruit the branches beam'd ; 


Fair forms, in ev'ry wondrous wood, 
Or lightly tripp'd, or ſolemn ſtood ; 
And oft, retreating from the view, 
Betray'd, at diſtance, beauties new: 
While gleaming o'er the criſped bow'rs 
Rich ſpires aroſe, and ſparkling tow'rs. 

If bound on ſervice new to go, 
The maſter of the magic ſhow 


| His tranſitory charm withdrew, 


Away th' illufive landſcape flew: 

Dun clouds obſcur'd the groves of gold, 
Blue lightning ſmote the blooming mold 
In viſionary ory rear*d, | 
The gorgeous caſtle diſappear'd: 

And a bare heath's unfruitful plain 


| Uſurp'd the wizard's proud domain. 


y $ 67. TheArt of preſerving Health. ARMS TRON C. 


| Book I. AIR. 


D HT ER of Pon, queen of ev'ry joy, 
Hygeia *; whoſe indulgent ſmile ſuſtains 
The various race luxuriant nature pours, 
And on th' immortal eſſences beſtows 
Immortal youth ; auſpicious, O deſcend ! 
Thou, cheerful guardian of the rolling year, 
Whether thou wanton'ſt on the weſtern gale, 
Or ſhak'ſt the rigid pinions of the north, 
Diffuſeſt life and vigour thro? the tracts 


{ Of air, thro! earth, and ocean's deep domain. 


When thro' the blue ſerenity of heaven 
Thy pow'r approaches, all the waſteful hoſt 
Of pain and fickneſs, ſqualid and deform'd, 
Confounded fink into the loathſome gloom, 


Where in deep Erebus involv'd the fiends 


Grow more profane. Whatever thapes of death, 
Shook from the hideous chambers of the globe, 
Swarm thro'the ſhuddering air: whatever plagues 


| oy meagrc famine breeds, or with flow wings 


Riſc from the putrid wat'ry clement, 

The damp waſte foreſt, motionlels and rank, 

That ſmothers earth and all the breathleſs winds, 

Or the vile carnage of th' inhuman field; 

Whatever baneful breathes the rotten ſouth ; 

{ Whatever ills th' extremes or ſudden change 
Of cold and hot, or moiſt and dry produce; 


| They fly thy pure effulgence : they, and all 


The ſecret poiſons of avenging Heaven, 


according to the genealogy of the heathen deitits, the daughter of 
was diſtinguithed by die name of Pzon, 1 | 


And 
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And all the pale tribes halting in the train 
Of vice and heedleſs pleaſure : or if aught 
The comet's glare amid the burning ſky, 
Mournful eclipſe, or planets ill-combin'd, 
Portend diſaſtrous to the vital world, 

Thy ſalutary pow'r averts their rage, 

Averts the general bane: and but for thee 
Nature would ſicken, nature ſoon would die. 

Without thy cheerful active energy 

No rapture {wells the breaſt, no poet ſings, 
No more the maids of Helicon delight. 

Come then with me, O goddeſs heavenly-gay ! 
Begin the ſong; and let it ſweetly flow, 

And let it witty teach thy wholcſome laws: 
« How beſt the fickle fabric to ſupport 

« Of mortal man; in healthful body how 

« A healthful mind the longeſt to maintain.” 
*T'is hard, in ſuch a ſtrife of rules, to chuſe 
The beſt, and thoſe of moſt extenſive ule; 
Harder in clear and animated ſong 

Dry philoſophic precepts to convey, 
Vet with thy aid the ſecret wilds I trace 

Of Nature, and with daring ſteps proceed 
Thro' paths the Muſes never trod before. 
Nor ſhould I wander doubtful of my way, 

Had I the lights of that ſagacious mind 
Which taught to check the peſtilential fire, 
And quell the deadly Python of the Nile. 

O thou, bclov'd by all the graceful arts, 
Thou, long the fav'rite of the healing pow'rs, 
Indulge, O Mead! a well-deſign'd eſſay, 
Howe ler imperfect; and permit that! 
My little knowledge with my country ſhare, 
Till you the rich Aſclepian ttores unlock, 
And with new graces dignify the theme. 
Fe who amid this feveriſh world would 
A body free of pain, of cares a mind, 

Fly the rank city, ſhun its turbid air; 
Breathe not the chaos of eternal ſmoke 
And volatile corruption, from the dead, 
The dying, fick'ning, and the living world 
Exhal' d, to ſully heaven's tranſparent dome 
With dim mortality, It is not Air 

That from a thouſand lungs reeks back to thine, 
Sated with exhalations rank and fell, 
The ſpoil of dunghills, and the putrid thaw 
Of nature, when from ſhape and texture the 
Relapſes into fighting elements: 

It is not Air, but floats a nauſeous maſs 

Of all obſcene, corrupt, offenſive things. 
Much moiſture hurts; but here a ſordid bath, 
With oily rancour fraught, relaxes more 
The ſolid frame than ſimple moiſture can. 
Beſides, immur'd in many a ſullen bay 

That never felt the freſhnels of the breeze, 
This ſlumbering Deep remains, and ranker grows 
With fickly reſt : and (tho' the lungs abhor 
To drink the dun fuliginous abyſs) 
Did not the acid vigour of the mine, 
Roll'd from ſo many thundering chimneys, tame 
The putrid ſteams that over-ſwarm the ſky, 
This cauſtic venom would perhaps corrode 
Thoſe tender cells that draw the vital air, 
Bi vain with all their unctuons rills bedew'd 3 


wear 
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4 


| While yet you breathe 


| 


| | Tinged with her own accumulated £ 
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Or by the drunken venous ty 
In countleſs pores o'er all Saad ws Kin, 
Imbib'd, would poiſon the balſamic blood,” 
And rouſe the heart to ev'ry fever's rage 

] „away; t f 
Invite; the mountains call 4 . 
The woods, the ſtreams, and each ambroſial be 
That fans the ever-undulating ſky; 27 


A kindly ſky ! whoſe foſtering pow'r regales 


Man, beaſt, and all the vegetable reign, 


Find then ſome woodland ſcene where N B 
Benign, where all her honeſt 3 
To us there wants not many a happy ſcat; a 
Look round the ſmiling land, ſuch numbers riſe 
We hardly fix, bewilder'd in our choice. 

See where, enthron'd in adamantine ſtate, 
Proud of her bards, imperial Windſor fits ; 


There chuſe thy ſeat, in ſome aſpiring grove 
| Faſt by the ſlowly-winding Thames; or where 


Broader ſhe laves fair Richmond's green retreats 
(Richmond that ſees an hundred villas rife 

Rural or gay). Oh! from the ſummer's rage, 
Oh! wrap me in the friendly gloom that hidcs 


{| Umbrageous Ham! But, if the buſy Town 
Attract thee ſtill to toil for pow r or gold, 


A 


Sweetly thou may'ſt thy vacant bours poſſeſs 
In Hampſtead, courted by the weſtern wind; 
Or Greenwich, waving o'cr the winding flood; 
Or lote the world amid the ſylvan wilds 

Of Dulwich, yet by barbarous arts unſpail'd. 
Green riſe the Kentiſh hills in cheerful air; 
But on the marſhy plains that Eſſex ſpreads 
Build not, nor reſt too long thy wandering feet 
For on a ruſtic throne of dewy turf, 

With baneful fogs her aching temples bound, 
Quartana there preſides : a meagre fiend, 


} B-got by Eurus, when his brutal force 


Compreſs'd the flothful Naiad of the fens. 
From ſuch a mixture ſprung, this fitful peſt 
With feveriſh blaſts ſubdues the ſick ning land: 
Cold tremors come, with mighty love of ret, 
Convulſive yawniags, laſſitude, and pains _ 
That ſting the burthen'd brows, fatigue the lows, 
And rack the joints, and ev'ry torpid limb; 
Then parching heat ſucceeds, till copious Ie 
O'erflow: a ſhort relief from former ills. 
Beneath repeated ſhocks the wretches pine: 
The vigour finks, the habit melts away 


| The cheerful, pure, and animated bloom 


Dies from the face with {qualid atrophy 
Devour'd, in fallow. melancholy clad. 

And oft the ſorcereſs, in her {ated wrath, 
Reſigns them to the furies of her train; 
The bloated Hy drops, and the yellow "= 
ul plain 


In queſt of ſites, avoid the mourn lake; 


Where oſiers thrive, and trees that love the 
Where many lazy muddy rivers flow : 
Nor, for the wealth that all the Indies roll, 
Fix near the marſhy margin of the main. 
For from the humid foil, and wat ry Ie1gn» 
Eternal vapours riſe ; the {pungy a 
or, turgid with the weight 


{ 


For ever weeps N. 
Of waters, pours a ſounding deluge down. TY 
1 3 - | 
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Who teat the droply, palſy, or the gout, 


theſe let ev'ry mortal ſhun 


Tertian, corrofive ſcurvy, ot moiſt catarrhz 
other injury that grows 
Ns un fibres idle and unſtrung, 
gan 11-perpiring) and the purple flood 
2 ; ring into phlegm. _ 
In languid eddies loit ring into p- SHERI 
Yet not alone from humid ſkies we pine; 
5 may be too dry. The ſubtle heaven, 
. into duſt the blaſted downs, 
Bare and 8 db £ 8 > 
imbibes th' attenuate , 
8 the ſurface, from the blood exhales. 
The lungs grow rigid, and with toil clay 
Their flexible vibrations; or inflam'd, 
Their tender ever-moving ſtructure thaws. 
$poil'd of its limpid vehicle, the blood 
A maſs of lees remains, a drofly tide ; 
That flow as Lethe wanders thro' the veins 
Unactive in the ſervices of life, ; 
Unft to lead its pitchy current thro” 
The ſecret mazy channels of the brain. 
The melancholy Fiend (that worſt deſpair 
Of phyſic) hence the ruſt· complexion d man 
purſucs, whoſe blood is dry, whoſe fibres gain 
Too ſtretch d a tone: and hence in climes aduſt 
& ſudden tumults ſeize the trembling nerves, 
And burning fevers glow was double rage. 
Fly, if you can, theſe violent extremes 
Of air; the wholeſome is nor moiſt nor dry. 
But as the pow'r of chuſing is denied 
To half mankind, a further taſk enſues; 
How beſt to mitigate theſe fell extremes, 
How breathe unhurt the withering element, 
Or hazy atmoſphere : tho' cuſtom moulds 
Io er ry clime the ſoft 8 cuy 1 4 
And he who firſt the fogs of Eſſex breath 
(So kind is native air) may in the fens 
Ot Eſſex from inveterate ills revive 
At pure Montpelier or Bermuda caught. 
But, if the raw and oozy heaven offend, 
Correct the foil, and dry the ſources up 
Of wat'ry exhalation; wide and dee 
Conduct your trenches thro' the — bog; 
dolicitous, with all your winding arts, 
Betray th' unwilling lake into the ſtream; 
Aud weed the foreſt, and invoke the winds 
To break the toils where ſtrangled vapours lie; 
Or thro' the thickets ſend the crackling flames. 
Mcantime, at home with cheerful fires diſpel 
8 air: and let your table ſmoke 
101d roaſt or bak'd ; or what the herds 
Of tamer breed ſupply ; or what the wilds 
Yield to the toi 8 
8 toilſome pleaſures of the chace. 
-nerous your wine, tte boaſt of rip'ning years, 
| Wag - $9 cups; the languid frame, 
by i 1 unk from yeſterday's debauch, 
5 11NKs from the cold embrace of wat'ry heavens. 
R theſe, nor all Apollo's arts, 
Uu = dangers of the dropping ky, 
: th exerciſe and manly toil 
The _ your nerves, and ſpur the lagging blood. 
at ppg clime let all the ſons of cate 


The wild roſe, or that which grows on the common briar, | 
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Avoid; if indolence would wiſh to live, 

Go, yawn and loiter out the long flow year 

In fairer ſkies. If droughty regions parch 

The ſkin and lungs, and bake the thick ning blood, 
Deep in the waving foreſt chuſe your ſcar, 
Where fuming trees refreſh the thirſty air; 

And wake the fountains from their ſecret beds, 
And into lakes dilate the rapid ſtream. | 
Here ſpread your gardens wide ; and let the cool, 
The moiſt relaxing vegetable ſtore 
Prevail in cach repaſt : your food ſupplicd 
By blecding life, be gently waſted down, 
By oft decoction and a mellowing heat, 
To liquid balm; or, if the folid mals 

You chuſe, tormented in the boiling wave; 
That through the thirſty channels of the blood 
A. ſmooth diluted chyle may ever flow. 

The fragrant dairy from its cold receſs 

[ts nectar acid or benign will pour 

To drown your thirſt ; or let the mantling bowl 
Of keen Sherbet the fickle taſte relieve. 


For with the viſcous blood the ſimple ſtream 


Will hardly mingle ; and fermented cups 

Oft diffipate more moiſture than they give, 

Yet when pale ſcaſons riſe, or winter rolls _ 
His borrors o'er the world, thou may'ſ indulge 
In feaſts more genial, and impatient broach 
The mellow caſk. Then too the ſcourging air 
Provokes to keener toils than ſultry droughts 
Allow. But rarely we ſuch ſkies blaſpheme. 
Stcep'd in continual rains, or with raw fogs 
Bedew'd, our ſeaſons droop : incumbent fill 


A pond rous heaven o'erwhelms the ſinking foul ; 


Lab'ring with ſtorms, in heapy mountains riſe 


| Th' imbattled clouds, as if the Stygian ſhades 


Had left the dungeon of eternal night, 

Till black with thunder all the South deſcends; 
Scarce in a ſhow'rlels day the heavens indulge - 
Our melting clime ; except the baleful Eaft 
Withers the tender ſpring, and ſourly checks 
The fancy of the year. Our fathers talk 

Of ſummers, balmy airs, and ſkies ſerene. 

Good Heaven! for what unexpiated crimes 
This diſmal change! The brooding elements 
Do they, your pow'rful miniſters of wrath, 
Prepare ſome herce exterminating plague 2 

Or 1s it fix'd in the decrees above 

That lofry Albion melt into the main? 
Indulgent nature ! O diſſolve this gloom ! 

Bind in eternal adamant the winds £9 
That drown or wither : give the genial Weſt 


To breathe, and in its turn the ſprightly North ; _ 


And may once more the circling ſeaſons rule 
The year ; not mix in ev'ry monſtrous day. 
Meantime, the moiſt malignity to ſhun 7 
Of burthen'd ſkies, mark where the dry champaign 
Swells into cheerful hills; where marjoram 
And thyme, the love of bees, perfume the air; 
And where the cynorrhodon with the roſe 
For fragrance vies ; for in the thirſty ſoil 
Moft fragrant breathe the aromatic tribes. 
There bid thy roofs high on the baſking ſteep 
Aſcend ; there light thy hoſpitable fires, 


And 
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And let them ſee the winter morn arile ; 
The ſummer evening blu#.ing in the weſt : _ 
While with umbrageous oaks the ridge behind 


O'erhung, defends you from the bluſt'ring 


north, ; 
And bleak affliction of the peeviſh eaſt. 


Oh! when the growling winds contend, and all 


The ſounding foreſt fluctuates in the ſtorm ; 
To fink in warm repoſe, and hear the din 
Howl o'er the ſteady battlements, delights 
Above the luxury of vulgar fleep. 

The murmuring rivulet, and the hoarſer ſtrain 
Of waters ruſhing o'er the ſlippery rocks, 

Will nightly }ull you to ambroſial reſt. 

To pleaſe the fancy is no trifling good, 

Where health is ſtudicd ; for whatever moves 
The mind with calm delight, promotes the juſt 
And natural movements of th' harmonious frame. 
Beſides, the ſportive brook for ever ſhakes 
The trembling air, that floats from hill to hill, 
From vale to mountain, with inceſſant change 
Of pureſt element, refreſhing ſtill | 

Your airy ſeat, and uninfected gods. | 
Chiefly for this I praiſe the man who builds 
High on the breezy ridge, whoſe lofty ſides 
Th'cthereal deep with endleſs billows chates. 
His purer manſion nor contagious ycars 


Shall reach, nor deadly putrid airs annoy, 


But may no fogs, from lake or fenny plain, 
Involve my hill! And whereſoe'r you build; 
Whether on ſun-burnt Epſom, or the plains 
Waſh'd by the filent Lee; in Chelſea low, 

Or high Blackheath with wint'ry winds aſſail'd, 
Dry be your houſe ; but airy more than warm. 
Elfe ev'ry breath of ruder wind will ſtrike 
Your tender body thro' with rapid pains ; 
Fierce coughs will teaſe you, hoarſendſs bind your 
voice, | 3 
Or moiſt Gravedo load your aching brows, 
Theſe to defy, and all the fates that dwell 
In cloiſter'd air, tainted with ſteaming life, 


Let lofty cielings grace your ample rooms; 


And ſtill at azure noontide may your dome 
At ev'ry window dcink the liquid y. 

Need we the ſunny firuation Here, 
And theatres open to the ſouth, commend ? 
Here, where the morning's miſty breath iufeſts 


More than the torrid noon ? How ſickly grow, 


How pale, the plants ia thoſe 1il-tared vales 
That, circled round with the g:gantic heap 

Of mountains, never felt, nor ever hope 

To feel, the genial vigour of the fun ! | 

While on the neighb'ring hill the rote inflames 
The verdant ſpring; in virgin beauty blows 


The tender lily, languiſhingly feet; 


O'er ev'ry hedge the wanton weodbine roves, 
And autumn ripens in the ſummer's ray. 
Nor leſs the warmer living tribes demand 


The foſt'ring ſun ; whole energy divine 


Dwells not in mortal fre ; whote gen'rous heat 
Clows thro' the mals of groſſer elements, 
And kindles into life the pond'rous ſpheres. 
Cheer'd by thy kind invigorating warmth, | 
We court thy beams, great majeity of day! 

| 2 


Or for the public, or ſome private uſe. 


Book l. 
If not the ſoul, the regent of this w 
Firſt-born of heaven, and only len «way 


Book II. D E T. 
ENOUGH of Air. A deſert ſub 


Rougher and wilder, riſes to my ſigl 
A barren waſte, where not a garland grows 
To bind the Muſe's brow ; not even 3 proud 
Stupendous ſolitude frowns o'er the heath 

To rouſe a noble horror in the ſoul: 
But rugged paths fatigue, and error leads 
Thro' endleſs labyrinths the devious feet, 
Farewel, ethereal fields ! the humbler arts 

Of life; the Table and the homely Gods 
Demand my ſong. Elyſian gales, adicu! 

The blood, the fountain whence the ſpirits flow, 

The gen rous ſtream that waters ev'ry part, 

A nd motion, vigour, and warm life convers 
Lo every particle that moves or lives; 
This vital fluid, through unnumber'd tubes 
Pour d by the heart, and to the heart again 
Refunded ſcourg'd for ever round and round; 
Enrag'd with heat and toil, at laſt forgets 

Its balmy nature ; virulent and thin 

It grows; and now, but that a thouſand gates 
Are open to its flight, it would deftroy © 
The parts it cherith'd and repair'd before. 
Beſides, the flexible and tender tubcs 

Melt in the mildeſt moſt nectarcous tide 
That ripening nature rolls; as in the ſtrebm 
Its crumbling banks ; but what the vital force 
Of plaſtic fluids hourly batters down, 

That very force, thoſe plaſtic particles 
Rebuild: fo mutable the ſtate of man. 

For this the watchful appetite was given, 
Daily with freſh matcrials to repair 

This unavoidable expence of life, 

This neceſſary waſte of fleſh and blood. 
Hence the concoctive pow'rs, with various att, 
Subdue the cruder aliments to chyle; 

The chyle to blood; the foamy purple tide 
To liquors, which thro' finer arterics i 
To different parts their winding courſe purſue; 
To try new changes, and new forms put on, 


ect now, 
it. 


Nothing ſo foreign but th'athletic hind 
Can labour into blood, The hungry meal 
Alone he fears, or aliments too thin ; 

By vi'lent pow'rs too cafily ſubdued, 

Too ſoon expell'd. His daily labour tn2ws 
To friendly chyle the moſt rebellious mals 
Thar ſalt can harden, or the ſmoke ot years; 
Nor does his gorge the rancid bacon rue, 
Nor that which Ceftria ſends, tenacious paſte 
Of ſolid milk. But ye of ſofter clay, 
Infirm and delicate ! and ye who waltc 4 
With pale and bloated floth the tedious day! 
Avoid the ſtubborn aliment, avoid 

The full repaſt; and let ſagacious age | 
Grow wiſer, leſſon'd by the dropping terttts | 

Half ſubtiliz'd to chylc, the liquid food 
Readieſt obeys th' aſſimilating pow rs; 


And ſoon the tender vegetable mals | 


Relents; 


— 


# 


Aook Il 


lents; and ſoon the young of thoſe that tread 
7 ＋ adfaft carth, or cleave the green abyis, 
be 1 ky. And if the Steer muſt fall, 
In youth and {anguine vigour let him die; 
Nor fray till rigid age Or heavy = f 
Abſolve him ill-requited from the * a 
Some with high forage and luxuriant cate 
Indulge the veteran o: but wiſer 4 . 
From the bald mountain Or the barren downs 
Exyett the flocks by frugal narure fed z 
A race of purcr blood, with exercite 
Rahn d, and ſcanty fare: for, od or young, | 
The ſtall'd are never healthy, nor the cramm d. 
Not all the culinary arts can tame 
To wholeſome food th abominable growth 
0f reft and gluttony; the prudent taſte 
Rictts like bare ſuch loat::ſome Jutctouſnels, 
Thc languid ſtoinacli curſes even thc pure 
Delicious fat, and all the race of oil: 
For more the oily aliments relax 
lu feeble tone; and with the eager lymph 
(Fond to incorporate with all it meets) 
(only they mix, and ſhun with ſlipp'ry wiles 
The woo'd embrace, Th' wrrefoliible oil, 
& gentle late and blandiſhing, in Hoods 
0f :3ncid bile o'erfiows : what tumults hence, 
Whit horrors rife, were nauſcous to relate. 
Chute Kaner viands, ye whole jovial make 
Too faſt the gummy nucriment imbibes: 
Chuſc ſober meals, and rouſe to active life 
Your cumbrousclay; nor on th' enfeebling down, 


Incſolute, protract the morning hours. 
But let tue man, whoſe bones are thinly clad, 
Vith cheerful eatc and ſucculent repaſt 
Improve his lender habit. Each extreme 
From the bleſt mean of ſanity depai ts, 
I could relate what table this demands 
Or that complex ion; what the various pow'rs 
Of var cus foods: but fifty years would roll, 
And tifty more, before the tale were done. | 
belles, there often lurks fome nameleſs, ſtrange, 
Peculiar thing; nor on the ſkin dilplay'd, 
Feit in the pulſe, nor in the habit ſeen; 
Vi hich finds a poiton in the food that moſt 
Thetemp'rature affects. There are, whoſe blood 
Inpctuous rages thro' the turgid veins, 
Vho better bear the hery fruits of Ind 
Tian the moiſt Melon, or pale Cucumber, 
8 cal nature others ly the board 
doppucd with laughter; and the verna] pow'rs 
cooler, Kinder, ſuſtenance implore. | 
Lyne ev'n the gen'rous nutriment deteſt 
* luch, in the thell, the ſlecping embrvo rears. 
Of po nbapp) till, repent the gifts 
The bel 2 dalleious, and benign ; 
ee quence of or'ry wr, | 
Tie £0 TY grate ul herb that decks the ſpring ; 
A WH lng de v of tender er W Hi N 
The bel reaction of a 1, prouting lie; 
be kind et 2 declining age; 
Hal dase . i alive of thoſe who Jie Hh 
Of nature ſtrap OS from os doubrful fri? 
ry all ck 1 SSN in the graſp of death 
al tha bauntics of this fertile gl be 
8 Slobe, 


ele Is ho \ 
ASE is not ſuch a {clutary food 
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Amid the mingled maſs of fiſh and fowl, 
And boil'd and bak'd, you heſitate by which 
Lou ſunk oppreſs'd, or whether not by all), 
Taught by experience, ſoon you may diſcern 
What plcaſes, what offends. Avoid the cates 
That luli the ficken'd appetite too long; | 
Or heave with fev'riſh fluſhings all the face, 
Burn in the falms, and parch the rough'nipg 
tongue; 
Or much dini iſh or too much increaſe 
Th' expence, which nature's wite a:conomy, 
Wichout or waſte or avarice, maintains. 
Such cates abjur'd, let prowling hunger looſe, 
And bid the curious palate roam ht will; 


— 


They ſcarce can err amid the varivus ſtores 


That burſt the teeming entrails of the world, 

Led by ſagacious taſte, the ruthleſs king 
Cf beaſis on blood and ſlaughiter only lives; 
The tiger, form'd alike to cruel meals, 


Would at the manger ftarve ; of milder ſeeds, 


The gencrous horſe to hei bage and to grain 
Confives his wiſh; tho” fabling Greece reſound 
The Thracian feeds with human carnage wild. 
Prompted by inftinct's never-erring pow r, 
Each creature knows its preper aliment; 

But man, th' inhabirant of ev'ry clime, 

Wich all the commoners of nature fecds. 
Directed, bounded, by this pow'r within, 
Their cravings are well aim'd : yoluptuous Man 
Is by ſuperior faculties miſled, | 

Miiled from. pleaſure e'en in queſt of joy. 

Sated wich nature's boons, what thoutands ſcek, 
With diſhes tortur'd from their native taſte, 
And mad varicty, to ſpur beyond NT 


Its wiſer will the jaded appetite ! 


Is this for pleature ? Learn a juſter taſte z 

And know, that teinperance is true luxury. 
Or is it pride? Purſue ſome nobler aim: 
Diſmiſs your paraſites, who praiſe for hire; 
And earn the fair eſteem of honeſt men, 
Whoſepraiſeis fame. Form'd offuchclay as yours, 


| I he fick, the famith'd, ſhiver at your gates. 


Even modeſt want may bleſs your hand unſcen, 
Tho' huſh'd in patient wretchednefs at homes 
Is there no virgin grac'd with ev'ry charm 

But that which binds the mercenary vow? | 
No youth of genius, whoſe negletted bloom 
Unfoſter'd fickens in the barren ſhade ? 


| No werthy map, by fortune's random blows, 


Or by a heart too gen'rous aud humane, 
Conttrain'd to leave his happy nata feat, 

And tight for wants mere bitter than his own ? 
There are, while kuman miſcries abound, 

A thouſand ways to waſte ſuperfluous wealth, 


[Without one fool or fletterer at your board, 


Without one hour of fickneſs or diſgult. 

Bur other ills th' ambiguous feaſt purſue, 
Beßdes provoking the laſcivious taſte, _ | 
duch various foods, tho' harmleſs each alone, 
Each other violate; and ot we lee 
hat ſtrife is brew'd, and what pernicious bane, 
From combinations of innoxious things. , 
Th' unbounded taſte I mean not to confine 
To hermit's dict. needlelyly ſevere. 


, ſults w. ith e 


ry ſtomach. But (except 


But would you long the He- of health enjoy, 
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Or huſband pleaſure ; ar one impious meal 
Exhauſt not half the bounties of the year, 
Of ev'ry realm. It matters not meanwhile 
How much to-morrow differ from to-day ; 
Sn far indulge: tis fit, beſides, that man, 
To change obnoxious, be to chauge inur'd. 
But ſtay the curious appetite, and taſte 
With caution fruits you never tried before, 
For want of uſe, the kindeſt aliment 
Sometimes offends ; while cuſtom tames the rage 
Of poitoa to mild amity with life. 

So Heaven has form'd us to the general taſte 
Of ail its gifts, fo cuſtom has improv'd 
This bent of nature, that few imple foods, 
Of all that earth, or air, or ocean yield, 
Bur by excels oflend. Beyond the ſenſe 
Of light refection, at the genial board 
Indulge not often: nor protract the feaſt 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book Ib 
At firſt; that kindled, add a little mo 
Till, by delib'rate nouriſhing, the fla 
Reviv'd with all its wonted v 

But tho' the two (the full and the je; 
Extremes have eacli their vice: it | 2 

a e Cz 1t much avails 
Ever with gentle tide to ebb and flow 
From this to that: fo nature learns to bear 
Whatever chance or headlong appetite 
May bring. Beſides, a meagre day ſubdue 
The cruder clods by ſloth or luxury | 
Collected, and unloads the wheels of life, 
Sometimes a coy averſion to the feaſt 
Comes on, while yet no blacker omen lows: 
Then 1s a time to ſhun the tempting board : 
Were it your natal or your nuptial day. 
Perhaps a faſt fo ſcaſonable ſtarres 
The latent feeds of woc, which rooted once 
Might coſt you labour, But, the day return'd 


re; 
me 
gour glows, 


To dull ſatiety; till ſoft and flow 
A drowſy death creeps on, th' expanſive ſoul 
Opprets'd, and fmother'd the celeſtial fire. 
The ſtomgch, urg'd beyond its active tone, 
. Hardly to nutrimental chyle ſubdues 
The ſofteſt food; unfiniſh'd and deprav'd, 
The chyle in all its future wand'rings owns 
Its turbid fountain; not by purer ſtreams 
So to be clear'd, but foulncſs will remain. 
To ſparkling wine what ferment can cxalt 
Tir uaripen'd grape? Or what mechanic Kill 
From the crude ore can ſpin the duttile gold? 
Groſs riot treafures up a weatthy fund 
Of plagues : but more immedicable ills 
Attend the lean extreme. For phyſic knows 
Hou to diſburden the too tumid veins, 
Ev'n how to ripen the half-labour'd blood: 
But to unlock the elemental tubes, 
Collaps'd and ſhrunk. with long inanity, 
And with balſamic nutriment repair 
'The dried and worn-out habir, were to bid 
Old age grow green, and wear a ſecond ſpring ; 
Or the tall aſh, long raviſh'd from the ſoil, 
Tliro' wither'd veins imbibe the vernal dew. 
When hunger calls, obey; nor often wait 
Till hunger tharpen to corrofive pain: 
For the keen appetite will feaſt beyond 
What nature well can bear; and one extreme 
Ne'er without danger meets its own reverſe. 
Too greedi!v th\cxtauſted veins abſorb 
The recent chyle, and load enfeebled pow'rs 
Oft to th' extia&tion of the vital flame. 
To the pale cities, by the firm-ſet ſiege 
And famine humbled, may this verſe be borne, 
And hear, ye hardicſt ſons that Albion breeds 
Long toſs'd and famiſh d on the wint'ry main; 
The war ſhook off, or hoſpitable ſhore 
Attain'd, wich temp'rance bear the ſhock of joy; 
Nor crown with feitive rites th' auſpicious day: 
Such feaſt might prove more fatal than the waves, 
Than war or fame. While the vital fire 
Burns, fecbly heap not the green fuel on; 
But prudentiy foment the wand'ring ſpark 
With what the ſooneſt feels its kindred touch: 


Of fteſtal luxury, the wiſe mdulge 


| Molt in the tender vegetable breed : 


Then chiefly when the ſummer beams inflame 
The brazen heavens, or angry Sirius ſheds 
A fev'rifh taint thro' the ſtill gulph of air, 
The moitt cool viands then, and flowing cup 
From the freſh dairy-virgin's lib'ral hand, 
Will fave your head from harm, tho' round the 
world | 
The dreaded * Cauſos rolls his waſteful fires, 
Pale humid Winter loves the gen'rous board, 
The meal more copious, and a warmer fre; 
And longs with old wood and old wine to cheer 
His quaking heart. "The featons which divide 
Th empires of heat and cold; by neither claim d, 
Influenc'd by both; a middie regimen 
Impote. Thro' autumn's languithing domain 
Deſcending, nature by degrees invites 
To glowing luxury. But from the depth 
Of winter when th' invigorating year 
merges ; when Favonius, fluſh'd with lore, 
Toyful and young, in ev'ry breeze deſcends 
More warm and wanton on his kindling bride; 
Then, ſhepherds, then begin to ſpare your flocks; 
And Icarn, with wife humanity, to check 


| The luſt of blood, Now pregnant earth commits 


| 


| The prone creation; vields what once fu | 
Their dainty fov reign, V hea the world waz 
"OUNE 2 
Fre W . thi:k of blood had {12d ; 
The human breaſt. Each rolling Mont mature 
The food that ſuits it moſt ; ſo does ene Cnc. 
Far in the horrid realms of Winter, Whole 
Th' eftabliſh'd ocean heaps a monſtrous M 
Of ſhining rocks and mountains to the pole, 
There lives a hardy race, whole plameſt wants 
Relentleſs earth, their crucl ſtep-mother, 
Regards not. On the waſte of iron fields, 
Untam'd, intractable, no harveſts wave; 
Pomona hates them, and the clown god 8 
Who tends the garden. In this frozen 1 
Such cooling gifts were Vain! a fitter mea 


A various offspring to th' indulgent ſcy: 
Now bounteous nature feeds with laviſh hang 
cd 


Be frugal e'en of that; a little give 


The burning fever, 


Is earn'd with eaſe; for here the fruitful Pan 


Or 


Book I 


Of Ocean ſwarms, and heaps their ' =" board 
With gen rous fare and luxury protuſe. b 
ir bread, the only bread they know; 
Theſe ate e illiag llave, the deer, that crops 
Theſe, and their willing ſlave, 050 ew; 15 F "NE 
The ſhrubby herbage on thei Rog? 4 2 
Girt by the burning Zone, not thus the wn 
Her fwarthy ſons 10 cither Ind maintains : 
Or thirſty Lybia, from whoſe fervid loins 
The lion burſts, and ev'ry fiend that roams 
Th'affrighted wilderneſs. The mountain herd, 
Aduſt and dry, no fiveet repaſt affords z 
Nor does the tepid main ſuch kinds produce, 
do perfekt, ſo delicious, as the ſhoals HO? 
Of icy Zembla. Raſhly where the blood [rain 
rens feveriſh frays; where ſcarce the tubes ful- 
1; tumid fervour and tempeſtuous courſe, 
Kind Nature tempts not to ſuch gifts as theſe. 
But here in livid ripeneſs melts the grape; 
Vere, finiſh'd by invigorating ſuns, 
Theo the green ſhade the golden orange glows; 
Spontzneous here the turgid melon yields 
A ren'rous pulp; the coco ſwells on high 
With milky riches ; and in horrid mail 
The criſp ananas wraps its poignant ſweets ; 
Earth's vaunted progeny ; in ruder air 
To coy to flouriſh, ev'n too proud to live, 
Or hardly rais'd by artificial are 
To vapid life. Here, with a mother's ſmile, . 
Glad Amalthea pours a copious horn: 
Here buxom Ceres reigns : th' autumnal ſea 
In boundleſs billows fluctuates o'er their plains. 
What ſuits the climate beſt, what ſuits the men, 
Nature profuſes moſt, and moſt the taſte 
Demands. The fountain, edg'd with racy wine 
Or acid fruit, bedews their thurſty fouls. 
Ihe breeze eternal breathing round their limbs 
Supports in elſe intolerable air; | 
While the cool palm, the plantain, and the grove 
That waves on gloomy Lebanon, aſſuage 
The torrid hell that beams upon their heads. 
Now come, ye Naiads, to the fountains lead 
_ Now let me wander thro” your gelid reign. 
I burn to view th' enthuſiaſtic wilds 
Br mortal elſe untrod. 1 hear the din 
0! waters thund'ring o'er the ruin'd cliffs, 
With holy rev'rence J approach the rocks 
Whenceglidetheftreamsrenown'din ancient fon g. 
Here from the deſart down the rumbling ſteep 
Firſt ſprings the Nile; here burſts the ſounding Po 
" angry waves; Euphrates hence devolves 
A mighty flood to water half the caſt ; 
And there, in Gothic ſolitude reclin'd, 
= cheerleſs Tanais pours his hoary urn. | 
F nat folemn twilight, what ſtupendous ſhades, 
rap thele infant floods ! Thro' ev'ry nerve 
8 thrills, a pleaſing fear 
10 Bra 15 tame. The foreſt deepens round; 
ue \ hes Sac ſtill, th impending „ 
n 8 han athwart the gloom. 
nd of Gent? Say, beyond heit wild 
hat unk now | 5 60 beyond theſe wilds 
a n nations, if indeed beyond 
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To what ſtrange regions, or of bliſs or pain, 
That ſubterrancous way? Propiticus maids, 
Conduct me, while with fearful ſteps I tread 
This trembling ground. "The taſk remains to ſin 
Your gifts (ſo Pawn, ſo the pow'rs of health 
Command), to praiſe your cryſtal element: 

The chief ingredient in Heaven's various works; 
Whoſe flexile genius ſparkles in the gem, 
Grows firm in oak, and fugnive in wine; 

The vehicle, the ſource, of nutriment 


And life to all that vegetate or live. 


O comfortable ſtreams ! With eager lips, 


And trembling hand, the languid thirſty quaff 


New life in you; freſh vigour fills their veins. 

No warmer cups the rural ages knew; 

None warmer fought the fires of human kind 

Happy in temperate peace! Their equal days 

Fe t not th' alternate fits of fev'rith mirth 

Still ſerene and pleas'd, 

They knew no pains but what, the tender ſoul 

With pleaſure yields to, and would ne'er forget. 

Bleſt with divine immunity from ails, 

Long centuries they liv'd; their only fate 

Was ripe old age, and rather ſleep than death. 

Oh ! could thoſe worthies from the world of gods 

Return to viſt their degen'rate ſons, 

How would they ſcorn the joys of modern time, 

With all our art and toil improv'd to pain! 

Too happy they | But wealth brought luxury, 

And luxury on ſloth begot diſcaſe. [dain 
Learn temp'rance, friends; and hear without diſ- 

The choice of water. Thus the“ Coan ſage 

Opin'd, and thus the learn'd of ev'ry ſchool : 

What leaſt of foreign principles partakes 

Is beſt ; the lighteſt then; what bears the touch 

Of fire the leaſt, and ſooneſt mounts incur; 

The moſt inſipid, the moſt void of ſmell. 

Such the rude mountain from its horrid ſides _ 

Pours down; ſuch waters in the ſandy vale 

For ever boil, alike of winter froſts - 

And ſummer's heat ſecure, The cryſtal ſtream, 


Through rocks reſounding, or for many a mile 
Oer the chaf d pebbles hurl'd, yields wholeſome, 


dure, 


And mellow draughts; except when winter thaws, 


And half the mountains melt into the tide. 
Tho” thirſt were ne'er ſo reſolute, avoid 
The ſordid lake, and all fuch drowſy floods 
As fill from Lethe Belgia's flow canals 
(With reſt corrupt, with vegetation green ; 


Squalid with generation, and the birth 


Of little monſters), till the pow'r of fire 
Has from profane embraces diſengag'd 
The violated lymph. The virgin ftream, 
In boiling, waſtes its finer foul in air. 

Nothing like ſimple element dilutes | 
The food, or gives the chyle fo ſoon to flow, 
But where the ſtomach, indolently given, 
Toys with its duty, animate with wine 
Th' inſipid ftream : tho” golden Ceres yields 
A more voluptuous, a more ſprightly draught ; 
Perhaps more active. Wine unmix'd, and all 


Acht habitable lies? And whither leads, 


* Hippocrates. 


The gluey floods that from the vex'd abyſs 


of. 


D d 2 


| 
| 
| 


Or ſacred country calls, with mellowing wine 
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Of fermentation ſpring; with ſpirit fraught, 
And furious with mtoxicating fire; 

Retard concoction, and preterve unthaw?d 

Tt embodicd maſs. You tee what countleſs years, 
Embalm'd in ſiery quinteſſence of wine, 
The puny wonders of the reptile world, 
The tender rudiments of life, the ſlim 
Unraveilings of minute anatomy, 

Maintatn their texture, and unchang't remain. 

We curte not wine; the vile exceſs we blame, 

More fruitful than th' accumulated board 

Of pain and miſery. For the ſubtle draught 
Faſter and ſurer trwells the vital tide; 

And with more active poiſon, than the floods 
Of groſſer crudity convey, pervades 

The far remote meanders of our frame, 

Ah, ily deceiver! branded 6 cr and ve, 

Vet ſtill believ'd ! exulting o'er the wreck 

Of ſober vows ! But the Parnafltan Maids 
Another time , perhaps, ſhall ſing the joys, 
The fatal charms, the many woes, of wine; 
Perhaps its various tribes and various pow'rs. 

Mecantime, I would not always dread the bowl, 

Nor ev'ry treſpaſs ſhun, The fev'riſh ſtrife, 
Rous d by the rare debauch, ſubdues, expels 
The loit'ring crudities that burthen life; 

And, like a torrent full and rapid, clears 

Th' obſtructed tubes. Beſides, this reſtleſs world 
I; full of chances, which by habit's pow'r 

To learn to bear, is eaſier than to ſhun, 

Ah! when ambition, meayre love of gold, 


? 


—— 


To moiſten well the thirty ſuffrages ; 

Say how, unſeaſon'd to the midnight fravs 

Of Comus and his rout, wilt thou contend 
With Centaurs long to hardy deeds inur'd ? 
Then learn. to revel, but by flow degrees 

Py flow degrees the lib'ral. arts are won, 

And Hercules grew ſtrong. But when you ſmooth 
The brows of care, indulge your feſtive vein 
In eups by well-1gtorm'd experience found 
The lcaſt your bane, and only with vour friends. 
There are ſweet follies; frailties to be {cen 
By friends alone, and men of gen'rous minds. 

Ch ſeldum may the fated hours return 

Or drinking deep! I would not daily taſte, 
Except when life declines, ev'n ſober cups. 
\Weak withering age no rigid law forbids, 

Vith frugal nectar, 11ooth, and flow, with balm 
"The taplets habit daily to bedew, 

Ant vie the hefitating wheels of life 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


And flinty pyramids, and walls of brats, | 
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What dext'rous thouſands juſt within th 
Of wild debauch ditect their nightly coupe 
Perhaps no ſickly qualms bedim their days | 
No morning admonitions ſhock the head: : 
ut, ah | what woes remain! Life rolls apace 
And that incurable diſeaſe, old age, b 
In youthful bodies more ſeverely felt 
More ſternly active, ſhakes their laſted 
Except kind Nature by ſome hafty blow 
Prevent the ling'ring fates. For know, whate'er 
Beyond its natu al fervour hurrics on 
The ſanguine tide; whether the frequent bon! 
Iligh- ſeaſon'd fare, or exerciſe to toil ; 
Protracted; ſpurs to its laft ſtage tir'd life, 
And fows the temples with untimely fache. 
When life is new, the ductile fibres fecl 
The hcart's increaſing force ; and, dav hy dag, 
The growth advances : till the larger tubes, 
Acquring (from their + elemental veins 
Condens'd to ſolid chords) a tirmer tone, 
Suſtain, and juſt ſuſtain, th' impetuous blood, 
Here ſtops the growth. With overbearing pulſe 
And preſſure, ſtill the great deſtroy the fmal!; 
Still wich the ruins of the tmail grow ſtrove, 
Life glows meantime amid the grinding force 
Of viſcous fluids and claſtic tubes; 
Its various functions vigorouſly are plied 
By ſtrong machinery; and in tolid health 
The Man confirm'd long triumphs o'er diſeaſe, 
But the full ocean ebbs: there is a point, | 
By nature fix'd, whence life muſt downwards tend, 
For ftill the beating tide conſolidates 
The ſtubborn veſſels, more reluctant fill 
To the weak throbs of th' ill- ſupported heart. 
This languithing, theſe ſtrength'niug by degrees 
To hard unyielding unelaſtic bone, 
Thro' tedious channels the congealing flood 
Crawls lazily, and hardly wanders on: 
It loiters ſtill; and now 1t ſtirs no more, 
This is the period few attain, the death | 
Of nature. Thus (fo Heaven ordain'd it) lite 
Dettrovs itſelf; and, could thefe laws havs 
' chang'd, | —_— 
Neftor might now the fates of Troy relate, 
And Homer live immortal as his ſong. 
What does not fade? The tow'r that long bal 
— N 
The cruſh of thunder and the warring Winds, 
Shock by the flow but fare deſtroyer Time, 
Now hangs in doubtful ruins 0'er 1ts baſe ; 


prime, 


Gliblicr to play, But youth has better joys: 
And ie wife, when vouth with pleature flows, 
(ov tquander the relicſs of ave and pain? 


See Book IV. 


J In tlie human body, as well as in thoſe of o' 


7 


the action o the heart and force of the blood. F 


o inte d lor. 


La . . * . ® . 2 va *17 1; 18. lol their 
ſmaller ones; which, by the violent motion and preſſure of the fluids in the large velle:s, | 
cavities by degrees, and degenerate into. impervious chords or fibres, 
p 4 n - 2 C 3 |; 
become lolid, the larger mult of courfe grow lei; exteniile, more rigid, and make 4a ſti 


and conſeuent tgidity of the larger ones, the progreſs of tlie human boly rem 1. 


Deſcend: the Babyloniaa ſpires arc ſunk; 
Fime thakes the ſtable tyranny of thrones 


FI 1 om gfe of 
her animals, the larger blood-veſſels are compre 


mal! offel; 

In proportion as thele mall ve 

anger reſiſtance 

| at! > ſmaller vere» 

rom this gradual condenſation of the ſmalle1 _ 
| infancy to old 286 


And 
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ing empires ruſh by their own weight. | 
4 2 we tread grows old, 
And all thoſe worlds that roll around the ſun: 
The fun himſelf ſhall die, and ancient Night 
\oain involve the defolate abyſs, | 
T\ Father thro' the lifeleſs gloom 


the great ; ; 
2 1 arm to light another world, 


And bid new planets roll by other laws. 

For thro? the regions of unbounded ſpace, 
Where unconfin'd Omnipotence has room, 
ui, in various ſyſtems, fluctuates (till 
gerween Creation and abhorr d decay ; 

|: exer did, perhaps, and ever will, 

der worlds are ſtill emerging from the deep; 
I ne old deſcending, in their turns to riſe. 


Book III. EXERCISE. 
IHR Oꝰ various toils th adventurous Mulc has 
pats'd; ; 

Bir half the toil, and more than half, remains. 
pode is her theme, and hardly fit for ſong; 
Plain, and of little ornament ; and I 
But little practis'd in th Aonjan arts. 
van nat in vain ſuch labours have we tried, 
[f aught theſe lays the fickle health confirm. 
To vou, ve delicate, I write; for you 
] tame my youth to philoſophic cares, 
And gtow {till paler by the midnight lamp. 
Nat to debilitate with timorous rules | 
A hardy frame; nor needleſsly to brave 
Inglorious dangers, proud of mortal ſtrength, 
Vall the leſſon that in wholeſome years | 
Concerns the ſtrong. THis care were ill beſtow'd, 
Who would with warm effeminacy nurſe 
The thriving oak which on the mountain's brow 
Bars all the blaſts that ſweep the wint ry heaven. 

Bchold-the labourer of the glebe, who toils 
Ia duft, in rain, in cold, and ſultry ſkies ; 
due but the grain from mildews and the flood, 
Nonglit anxious he what fickly ſtars aſcend. 

He knows no laws by Eſculapius given, 

He ftudies none. Vet him nor miduight fogs 
intel, nor thoſe envenom'd ſhafts that fly 

Wen rabid Sirius fires the autumnal noon. 

Mis habit pure with plain and tempcrate meals, 
kbuſt with labour, and by cuſtem ſteel'd 
Toerry cafualty of varied life; 

derene he bars the peeviſh Eaſtern blaſt, 

And uninfected breathes the mortal South. 

Sach the reward of rude and fyher life, 
| ſuch. y health rhe pcalant's toil 
welt repaid, if exerciſe were pain 5 
acgdh and temp'rance pain, By arts like theſe 
Laconia nurs d of old her hardy ſons; | 
dang 5 unconquer d legions urg'd their way, 

"art, thro ev ry toll, in ev'ry clime. | 

IMG and be ſtrong, By toil the flaccid nerves 
The ain a more compacted tone ; 
FTE 
Expell'q a a #3 the Yapi old 
HE 4 2 ” the rancour of the blood. 
OE p Ms, ye who feel the charms } 

Foy year z come, let us ſtray 
rc chance or tancy leads our royin M: 

ir roving walk : | 
| 9 


_ 
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Come, while the ſoft voluptuous breezes fan 
The fleccy heavens, enwrap the limbs with balm, 
And ſhed a charming languor o'er the ſoul, 
Nor when bright Winter fows with prickly froſt 
The vigorous ether, in unmaaly warmth 
[Indulge at home; nor even when Eurus' blaſts 


This way and that cenvolve the lab'ring woods, 


My liberal walks, fave when the ſkies in rain 
Or fogs relent, no caſon ſhould contine 
Or to the cloiſter'd galiery or arcade. 
Go, climb the mountain; from th' ethereal ſource 
Imbibe the recent gale. The cheerful morn 
Beams o'er the hills; go, mount th' exulting ſteed. 
Already, fee, the deep-mouth'd beagles catch 
The tainted mazes ; and, on eager ſport 
Intent, with emulous impatience try 
Lach doubttul trace. Or, if a nobler prey 
Delight you more, go chaic the defp rate deer; 
And thro' its deepeſt ſolitudes awake 
The vocal foreſt with the jovial hoin, 

But if the breathleſs chace o'er hill and dale 
Exceed your ſtrength, a ſport of lefs fatigue, 


Not leſs delighttal, the prolific ſtreem 


Aflords. The cryſial rivulet, that o'er 


A ſtony channel rolls its rapid maze, 


Swarms with the filver fry. Such, thro' the bounds 

Of paſtoral Staflord, runs the brawling Trent; 

Such Eden, ſprung from Cumbrian mountains; 
ſuch 

The Eſk, o'crhung with woods; and ſuch the 
ſtream 

On whoſe Arcadian banks I firſt drew air, 

Liddal; till now, except in Doric lays 

Tun'd to her murmurs by her love-tick ſwains, 

Unknown in ſong : tho' not a purer ſtream, 

Thro' meads more flow'ry, cr more romantic 
grobes, 

Rolls toward the weſtern main. Hail, facred flood! 

May fill thy hoſpitable fwains be bleſt 

In rural innocence ; thy mountains ſtill 

Teem with the fleccy race; thy tuneful woods 

For ever flouriſh ; and thy vales look gay 


{ With painted meadows, and the golden grain! 


Ofr, with thy blooming ſons, when life was new, 
Sportive and pctulant, and charm d with toys, 
In thy tranſparent cddies have I lav'd : | | 
Oft trac'd with patient ftteps thy fairy banks, 
With the well-imitated fly to hook 

The eager trout, and with the {lender line 


| And viding rod jolicit to the thore 


Theftrugsling panting prey; while vernal clouds 

And tepid gales obſcur'd the rutied pool, 

And fromthe deeps call d forth the wanton ſwarms. 
Form'd on the Samian ſchool, or thoſe of Ind, 

There are vw kothinkthete pattimes{carcclhumance 

Yet in my mind (and not relentiefs 1) 

His life is pure that wears no fouler ſtains, 

But if thro' genuine tenderucls> of heart, 

Or ſecret want of rclith-tor the game, 

You ſhun the gJorics of the chace, nor care 

To haunt the peopled ttream ; the garden vids 

A {oft amuſement, an humane delight, 

To raite th* infipid natare of the ground, 

Or tame its tavage genius to the grace 
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The amiable reſult of happy chance, 

Is to create; and gives a godlike joy, 

Which ev'ry year improves. Nor thou diſdain 
To check the lawleſs riot of the trees, 

To plant the grove, or turn the barren mould. 
O happy he, whom, when his years decline, 


(His fortune and his fame by worthy means 


Attain'd, and equal to his mod'rate mind; 


His life approv'd by all the wiſe and good, 


Even envied by the vain) the peaccful groves 
Of Epicurus, from this ſtormy world, 

Receive to reft, of all ungrateful cares 
Abſolv'd, and ſacred from the ſelfiſh crowd! 
Happieſt of men, if the ſame foil invites 

A choſen few, companions of his youth, 

Once fellow-rakes perhaps, now rural friends; 
With whom in eaſy commerce to purſue | 
Nature's free charms, and vie for {ylvan fame! 
A fair ambition; void of ſtrife or guile, 

Or jealouſy, or pain to be outdone, 


Who plans th' enchanted garden, who direCts 
The viſto beſt, and beſt conducts the ſtream ; 


Whoſe groves the faſteſt thicken and aſcend ; 
Whom firſt the welcome ſpring ſalutes; who ſhews 
The earlieſt bloom, the ſweeteſt, proudeſt charms 
Of Flora; who beſt gives Pomona's juice 

To match the ſprightly genius of champaign. 
Thrice happy days, in rural bus'nefs paſs d: 
Bleſt winter nights! when, as the genial fire 
Cheers the wide hall, his cordial family 

With ſoft domeſtic arts the hours beguile, 

And pleaſing talk, that ſtarts no timorous fame, 
With witlels wantonneſs to hunt it down; 

Or thro' the fairy-land of tale or ſong 
Delighted wander, in fictitious fates 


Engag d, and all that ſtrikes humanity ; 


Till, loi in fable, they the ſtealing hour 
Sometimes, at eve, 

His neighbours lift the latch, and bleſs unbid 
His feſtal roof; while, o'er the light repaſt 
And iprightly cups, they mix in focial joy ! 
And, thro' the maze of converſation, trace 
Whatc'er amuſes or improves the mind. 
Sometimes at cve (for 1 delight to taſte 


The native zeſt and flavour of the fruit 


Where ſenſe grows wild, and takes of no manure) 
The decent, honeſt, cheerful huſbandman | 
Should drown his labours in my friendly bowl, 
And at my table find himſelf at home. 
Whate'er you ſtudy, in whate'er you ſweat, 
Indulge your taſte. Some love the manly foils; 
The tennis ſome; and ſome the graceful dance: 


Others, more hardy, range the purple heath 


Or naked ſtubble, where from field to field 

The ſounding coveys urge their lab ring flight; 

Eager amid the riſing cloud to pour | 

The gun's unerring thunder: and there are 

Whom ſtill the mecd of the green archer charms. 

He chooſes beſt, whoſe labour entertains 

His vacant fancy moſt: the toil you hate 

Fatigues you ſoon, and ſcarce improves your limbs. 
D : | TY 


* This word is much uſed by ſome of the old Engliſh poets, and ſigulfies reward or FV xe. 


I The inflammation of the lungs. 
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Of careleſs ſweet ruſticity, that ſeems 


The moſt accomplith'd its 


The legs perhaps, or arms, refuſe their 


Repreſs their foamy pride: but ev'ry breath 


Are tir'd and crack'd, before their unctuous coat 


| The purple maſs a ſudden tot rent rolls, 


The men of better clay and finer mould 
Know nature, feel the human digany, 
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iſh, and the mind 


| imperf 
Few bodies are there of that Fm — 


But ſome one part is weaker than che reſt: 
Or the cheſt labours. Theſe — 
But gently, in their proper arts employ d, 
Acquire a vigour and ſpringy activity ö 
To which they were not born. But we: 
Abhor fatigue and violent diſcipline, 
Begin with gentle toils ; and, as your nerves 
Grow firm, to hardier by juſt ſteps aſpire, _ 
The prudent, ev'n in ev'ry mod'rate walk 
At firſt but ſaunter, and by flow degrees 
Increaſe their pace. This doctrine of the wit. 
Well knows the maſter of the flying fieed. 
Firit from the goal the mauag'd courſes play 
On bended reins ; as yet the {kilful youth 


As beauty till has blem 


ker parts 


I 


Till all the fiery mettle has its wav, 
And the thick thunder hurries o'er the plain. 
When all at once from indolence to teil 
Vou ſpring, the fibres by the haſty ſhock 


The race grows warmer, and the tempeſt ſwells; 


Compreſs'd, can pour the lubricating balm, 
Beſides, collected in the paſſive veins, 


O'erpow'rs the heart, and deluges the limes 
With dangerous inundation : oft the ſource 
Of fatal woes; a cough that foams with blood, 
Aſthma, and feller peripncumony +, 
Or the ſlow mininpgs of the hectie fire, 
TH' athletic fool, to whom what Heaven denicd 
Of foul is well compenſated in limbs, 
Oft from his rage, or brainleſs frolic, fecls 


His vegetation and brute force decay, 


And ſcorn to vie with oxen or with apes. 
Purſued prolixly, ev'n the gentleſt toil 
Is waſte of health: repoſe by ſmall fatigue 
Is earn'd; and (where your habit is not prone 
To thaw) by the firſt moiſture of the brows: 
The fine and ſubtle ſpirits coſt too much 
To be profus'd, too much the roſcid balm. 
But when the hard varieties of life 

You toil to learn, or try the duſty chace, 
Or the warm deeds of ſome important day: 
Hot from the field, indulge not yet your limbs 
In wiſh'd repoſe ; nor court the fanning gale, 
Nor taſte the ſpring. © Oh! by the facred frat» 
Of widows, orphans, mothers, ſiſters, res. 
Forbear ! No other peſtilence has driven 
Such myriads o'er th' irremcable deep. 
Why this ſo fatal, the ſagacious Mute 
Thro' nature's cunning Tabyrinths could trace! 
But there are ſecrets which who knows not , 
Muſt, cre he reach them, climb the heapy Alp. 
Of ſcience, and devote ſeven years to toi. 
Beſides, I would not fun your patient cars 
Wich what it little boots you to attan. 
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knows enough, the m 
Wie lurk the ſhelves, 


| 
1 nd the ſtorm: to ſubtler minds 


from what myſterious cauſe 
Charybdis rages in th' Ionian wave; 
Wheace thoſe impetuous currents in the main, 
Wich neither oar nor ſail can ſtem; and why 
The rough'ning deep expects the ſtorm, as ſure 
A; red Orion mounts the ſhrouded heaven. : 
In ancient times, when Rome with Athens vied 
For poliſh'd luxury and uſeful arts 
All hot and recking from th Olympic ſtrife, 
4nd warm Paleſtra, in the tepid bath = 
T athletic youth relax'd their wearted limbs. 
$f oils bedew'd them, with the grateful powers 
Of nard and caſſia fraught, to ſoothe and heal 
The cheriſh'd nerves. Our lets voluptuous chme 
Not much invites us to ſuch arts as theſe. 
'Tis not for thoſe whom gelid ſcies embrace, 
And chilling fogs ; whote perſpiration feels 
duch frequent bars from Eurus and the North; 
Tie not for thoſe to ciltivate the ſkin 
Too ſoft, or teach the recræmental fume 
Too fat to crowd thro' fach precarious ways; 
For thro' the ſmall arterial mouths, that pierce 
I: endleſs millions the clofe-woven ſkin, 
The baſer fluids in a conſtant ſtream 
Eſcape, and viewleſs melt into the winds. | 
Vile this eternal, this moſt copious, waſte 
Of blood, degen'rate into vapid brine, 
Maintains ny wonted meaſure, all the pow 'rs 
Of health befriend you, all the wheels of life 
Witheale and pleature move; but, tilis reſtrain'd 
Or more or lefs, fo more or leſs you feel 
The functions labour: from this fatal ſource 
What woes deſcend 1s never to be ſung. 
To take their numbers were to count the ſands 
Tlat ride in whirlwind the parch'd Lybian air; 
Or waves that, when the bluſt'ring North em- 
broils 
The Baltic, thunder on the German ſhore. 
51bject not then, by ſoft emollient arts, ö; 
Tis grand expence, on which your fates depend, 
i ev ry caprice of the ky ; nor thwart _ 
e 
Leaſt fickle rife the recremental ſteams, 
And leaſt obnoxious to the ſtyptic air, 

Wich breathethro'ſtraiter and more callous pores. 
ue temper d Scythian hence half-nak ed treads 
His oundlels lnows, nor rues th inclement heaven: 
_ nence Opr painted anceſtors defied | 
* Lat 3 nor curs'd, like us, their fickle ſky, 
[ he body, moulded by the clime, endures 

Th equator heats or Hyperborean froſt : _ 
ACept, by habits foreiga to its turn, 

nile you counteract its forming pow'r. 
Rude at the firſt, the winter ſhocks you leſs 
m zequaintance: ſtudy then your ſky, 

, s manners your obſequious frame, 

1 can to ſuffer what you cannot ſhun. 
t ons of a damp cold heaven 

ho it heir bodies, ſome frequent ER 

Scl Clitern ; and, where nought forbids, 


ariner, who knows 
and where the whurl- 


What figns porte 
He leaves to {can 


take 


genius of your clime : for from the blood 
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I praiſe their dauntleſs heart: a frame fo ſteel'd 
Dreads not the cough, nor thoſe ungenial blaſts 
That breathe the Tertian or fell Rheumatiſm; 
The nerves fo temper'd never quit their tone; 
No chronic languors baunt ſuch hardy breaſts. 
But all things have their bounds: and he who makes 
By daily uſe the kindeſt regimen 
Eilential to his health, ſhould never mix 
With human kind, nor art nor trade purſue. 
He not the ſafe viciſſitudes of life 
Without fome ſhock endures; ill-fitted he 
Jo want the known, or bear unuſual, things. 
Beſides, the pow'rful remedics of pain 
(vince pain in ſpite of all our care will come) 
Should never with your proſp'rous days of health 
Grow too familiar: for by frequent uſe _ 
The ſtrongeſt medicines loſe their healing pow'r, 
And ev'n the ſureſt poitons theirs to kill. 

Let thoſe who from the frozen Arctos reach 
Parch'd Mauritania, or the fultry Weſt, 
Or the wide flood tiiro? rich Indoſtan roll'd, 
Plunge thrice a day, and in the tepid wave 
Untwiſt their ſtubborn pores; that full and free 
TH' evaporation thro' the foften'd ſkin 
May bear proportion to the ſwelling blood: 
So thail they 'ſcape the fever's rapid flames, 
So feel untainted the hot breath of hell. 


| With us, the man of no complaint demands 


The warm ablution, juſt enough to clear 
The ſluices of the ſkin, enough to keep 
The body ſacred from indecent foil. 

Still ro be pure, ev'n did it not conduce 
(As much it does) to health, were greatly worth 
Your daily pains. . Tis this adorns the rich; 
The want of this is Poverty's worſt woe; 


% 


| With this external virtue Age maintains 


A decent grace; without it, Youth and charms 
Are lomhſome. This the venal Graces know; 
do doubtleſs do your wives: for married fires, 
As well as lovers, ſtill pretend to taſte ; 

Nor is it leſs (all prudent wives can tell) 


| To loſe a huſhand's than a lover's heart. 


But now the hours and ſeaſons when to toil 
From forcign themes recal my wand'ring ſong. 
Some labour faſting, or but ſiightly fed, 

To hall the grinding ſtomach's hungry rage. 


Where nature feeds too corpulent a frame, 


'T'is wilely done: for while the thirſty veins, 
Impaticnt of lean penury, devour 

Tie treatfur'd oil, then is the happick time 
To ſhake the lazy balſam from its cells. 

Now while the ſtomach from the full repaſt 
Subſides, but ere returning hunger gnaws, 
Ve lcaner habits, give an hour to toil; 

And ye whom no luxuriancy of growth 


Oppreſſes yet, or threatens to opprets. 


Bur from the recent meal no labours pleaſe, 
Of limbs or mind. For now the cordial pow'rs 
Claim all the wand'ring ſpirits to a work 


Of ſtrong aud ſubtle toil and great event, 


A work of time; and you may rue the day 
Lou hurricd, with untimely exerciſe, 


| A half-concoctecd chyle into the blood. 


The | ody overchary'd with unctuous phlegm 
Dd 4: 5 Much 
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Much toil demands; the lean elaſtic leſs. 
While winter chiilsthe blood, and binds the veins, 
No labours are tco hard: by thoie you "ſcape 
The ſlow diſeaſes of che torpid year, 
Endleſs to name; to one of which alone, 
To that which tears the nerves, the toil of ſlaves 
Is ples ure. Ob, from ſuch inhuman pains 
May all be free who merit not the Wheel! 
But from the burning Lion when the fun 
Pours down his ſultry wrath; now witilethe blood 
Tos much already maddens in the veins, 
And all the finer fluids thro' the ſkin 
Explore their flight; me, near the cool caſcade - 
Reclin'd, or ſaunt'ring in the lutty grove, 
No nerdleſs flight occaſion ſhould engage 
To pant and ſweat beneath rhe fiery noon. 
Now the freſh morn alone and meliow eve 
To ſhady walks and active rural ſports 
Invite. But, while the chilling dews deſcend, 
May nothing tempt you to the cold embrace 
Ct humid tkigs; tho' 'tis no vulgar joy 
To trace the horrors of the folerin wood 
White the ſoft ev'ning ſaddens into night; 
Tho' the ſwect Poet of the vernal groves 
Melts al! the night in ſtraius of am'rous woe. 
The ſhades deſcend, and midnighto'erthe world 
Expands her 1able wings; great Nature droops 
Thro' all ker works. Now happy he whoſe toil 
Has o'er his languid pow'rleſs limbs ditfus'd 
A plcaſing laflitude : he not in vain 
Ins okes the gentle Deity of dreams, 
His powers the moſt voluptuouſly diſſolve 
In ſoft repoſe : on him the balray dews 
Cf ſleep with double nutriment deſcend. 
But would you ſweetly wafic the blank of night 
In deep oblivion ; or on Fancy's wings 
Viſit the paradiſc of happy dreams, 
Aud weken cheerful as the lively morn; 
Oppre's not Nature finking down to reſt 
With fuafts too late, too ſolid, or too full; 
But be the firſt concoction halt-matur'd _ 
Ere you to mighty indolence reſign 
Your paiſive faculties. He from the toils 
And trouble of the dav to heavier toil 
Retires, whom irombling from the tow'r that rocks 
Amid the clouds, or Caipe's hidcous height, 
The buty damons hurl, or in the main 
O'ervw helm, or bury ftragglivg under ground. 
Not all a monarch's luxury the wocs 
Can counterpoite of that moſt wretched man, 
Whoſe nights are ſhaken with the lrantic fits 
Of wild Ortes; whoſe delirious brain, 
Stung by the Furies, works with poiſon'd thought; 
Vhilepals and menſttous pantiag ſhocks the ton] 
Aud wangled conſcicutnets bemoansitfelf 
For ever torn, and chaos floating round. 
What dreams pretage, what dangers theſe or thoſe 
Portend to fanitv, thu? prudent ſcers 
Reveal'd of old, ard men of deathlefs fame, 
We would not to the ſuperſutious mind 
Suggeſt new throbs, new vanities of fear: 
Tis ours to teach you from the peaceful night 
To baniſh omens and all rettleſs wocs. 
In ſtudy jome protract the ſilent hours, 
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And ſleep till noon, and hardly live 471) 

But ſurely this redeems not Ge hight 

One hour of :ife. Nor does it nought 3 

| What ſeaſon you to drowſy Morpucus give 
Ot th' ever-varying circle of the day ; , 

Or whether, tiro' the tedious winter gloom 

| You tempt the midnight or the morning dar 8 
The hody, freſh and vigorous from repoſe ** 

Defies the early fogs : but, by the tolls 

Ct wakeful day exhauſted and unſtrunp, 

Weakly reũſts the night's unwholeſome breat 

The grand diſcharge, th' effuſion of the {kin 

Slowly impair'd, the languid maladies 

Creep on, and thro' the ſick' ning functions fies. 

So, when the chilling Eaſt invades the (pring, 

The delicate Narciflus pines away 

In hectic languor; and a ſlow diſcaſe 


lis 


| Taints all the family of flow'rs, condemn'd 
| To cruel heavens. But why, already prone 


To fade, ſhould beauty cheriſh its own bare 3 
Oh ſhame ! oh pity ! nipt with pale Quadriile, 
And midnight cares, the bloom of Alhiva dies 
By toil ſubdued, the Warrior and the Hind 
Sleep faſt and deep: their active functions hn 
With generous ſtreams the ſubtle tubes ſupply, 
And ſoon the tonic irritable nerves 
Feel the freſh impulſe, and awake the ſoul, 
The ſons of indolence with long; repoſe 
Grow torpid ; and, with floweit Lethe drunk, 
Feebly and ling rivgly return to life, 
Blunt ev'ry ; ys; and pow'rleſs ev'ry limb. 
Ye prone to fleep (whom ſleeping molt anncys] 
On the hard matrafs or elaſtic couch - 
Extend your limbs, and wean vourtelves fromſlotty 
Nor grudge the lean projector, of diy brain 
And ſpringy nerves, the blaudiſhments of vv 
Nor enyy while the buried Bacchanal 
Exhales his ſurfeit in prolixer dreams, 
He without riot, in the balmy feaſt 
Of life, the wants of nature has ſupplied, 
Who riſes cool, ſerene, and full of toul. 
Bui pliant nature more or leſs demands 
As cuſtom forms her; and all ſudden charge 
She hates of habit, ev'u from had to good. 
If faults ia life, or new emergencies, 1 
From habi:s urge you by long time confirm d. 
Slow may the change arrive, and ſtage by Page! 
Slow as he ſhadow o'er the dial moves, 
Slow as the ttealing progreſs of the year. 
Obſer ve the circling year. How un perce! d 


or 


2 15 853 hy, Wen 
Her ſeafors change! Behold, by flow degrecs, 


Stern Winter tam'd into a rader Spring; 


The ripen'd Sprivg a milder Sunuber Zons; 
Departing Summer ſheds Pomona 5 ſtore : 
And aged Autumn brews the Winter ſto! 122 
Slow as they come, theſe changes come not 
Of mortal thecks-: the cold and torrid reigns, 
The two great periods of th' important ycar, 


Are in their farit approaches ſeldem * 
PFuncreal Autumn all the ſickly dread, 


! 5 vel Spring. N 
And the black fatcs dc form the levely Spring 


| 185 ho taucht viſer ſires 
He well advis'd, who taught our ue 


' * poils 
Early to borrow Muſcovy's warm ſpoils, 


Ere the firſt froſt has touch'd the tender blade z 


— 


Which others conk crete to mirth and wine; 


And late reſign them, tho the wanton 


Spring 
shon 
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rms with all her ſſter's rays. 
ce of the tkin maintains 
eaſure; tie plcuritic Spring 

Glides harmleſs by ; and Autumn, fick 4 death 
With allow quarta:'5, no puny gen cg es. 

I in propheric numbers could unto 
Thi: omens of the year : what ſeaſons teem 
With whit diſeaſes ; what the humid South 
Prepares, and what the Demon of the Eaſt: 

But you perhaps refule the tedious fon 4 
peldes, whatever plagues, in heat, or cold, 

Or drought, or moiſture dwell, they hurt not you, 
rd to correct the vices of the ſky, 

And taught already how to each extreme 

Jo bend your life. But thould the public bane 
Infect you; or ſome treſpals of your own, 

Or lau of nature, hint mortality: 

don as 2 not unplcaſing horror glides 

Along the ſpine, thro all your rorpid limbs; 
Vþen firſt the head throbs, or the ftomach fecls 
A ſickly load, a weary pain the loins, 

BW Celſus calid: the fates come ruſhing on; 
The rapid! fares admit of no delay. 

While wilful you, and Fataily ſecure, 

Expett to-morrow's mere auſpicious ſun, 

The growing peſt, whole infancy was weak 

Ard car var quith'd, with triumphant ſway | 
(emor'rs vour life. For want of timely care, 
Wilulous have died of medicable wounds. 

Ah! in what perils is vain life engag'd! | 
What light neglects, what trivial faults, deſtroy 
The hardieſt frame! Cf indol-nce, of toil, 

We die; of want, ef ſuperituity : _ 

be all- ſurrounding heaven, the vital air, 

F bg with death, And, tho' the putrid South 
Be ſhut ; tho” no convulſive agony | 

Shake, from the deep foundation of the world, 
1% impriſea'd plagues a ſecret venom oft 
Corrupts the air, the water, and the land. 

V: tat livid deaths has fad Byzantium teen ! 

How oft has Cairo, with a mother's woe, 

V/ept « er her flaugthtcr'd tons and lonely ſtreets! | 
Even Albion, girt with leſs malignant Kies, 
hien the ponon of the gods has drank, 


deck her cha 


ould 
Shoul ke effluen 


For whi 
Its native M 
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A felt the ſting of monſteis all her own. 
Their ane: | * 7 
4 Hel anc et ragt ut 3. WO 1-5 purple ncid 3 
*. vue, for Which tyrant England ſhould receive, 
And 1.1 | s 4 
65 Gally hortors; till the fates were drunk 
\ 1th bing. f 5 
id Emdted blood by kindred hands profus d : 
ct more gigantic arm 
Art: S R 
Þ; =y a a —4 
rd trom Cocytus its portentous head. 
Wer ' . 0 
ilued a graduai courlc, but in a day 
red: 4% a form oer half the aſtoniſh'd iſle, 
Aa trew'd wi 
P. A » . 
it thro the ſhouldere. or whatever part 
ge rid vapour fprung. 
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801 by . Nee tence the quiv r: 
e heart, and Kindled all within: 
tlurtace caug! adi 
OI race caught the ſpreading fircs. 
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Gufſh'd out in ſmoky {weats; but nought aſſuag'd 
The torrid heat within, nor aught reliev'd | 
The ſtomach's anguiſh, With inceflant toil, 
Deiperate of caſe, impatient of their pain, 
They tots'd from fide to fide. la vain the ſtream 
Ran full and clcar, they burnt and thirſted ſtill ; 
The reftieſs arteries with rapid blood 
Beat ſtrong and frequent. Thick and pantingly 
The breath was fetch'd, and with huge lab' rings 
At laſt a heavy pain oppreſs'd the head, [keay*d: 
A wild delirium came; their weeping friends 
Were ſtrangers now, and this no home of theirs, 
Haraſs'd, with toil on toil, the fivkiong pow'rs 
Lay proſtrate and o'erthrown ; a pond'rpus ſleep 
Wrapt all the ſenſes up: they ſlept and died. 

In ſome, 2 gentle horror crept at firſt 
Ocer all the limbs; the fluices of the ſkin 
Withhcld their moiſture, till by art provok'd 
The tweats orf d, but in a clammy tide : 
Norv free and copious, now reftrain'd and flow ; 


| Of tinctures various, as the temp'rature 


Had mix'd the blood, and rank with fetid ftcams: 
As if the pent-up humours by delay | 
Vere grown more fell, more putrid, and malign, 
Here lay their hopes (tho! little hope remain d), 
With full ctuſion of perpetual ſweats 
To drive the venam out. And here the fates 
Vere Kind, that long they linger'd not in pain. 
For who {urviv'd thc ſun's diarnal race, 
Role from the dreary gates of hell redeem'd: 
Some the fixth hour opprets'd, and fome the third. 
Of many rhoutanas few untainted ſcap'd; 
Of thote infected fewer 'ſcap'd alive; 
Of thole who liv'd foie felt a ſecond blow ; 
And whom the ſecond ſpar'd a third deftroy'd. 
Frantic with fear, they {ought hy flight to thun 
T he fierce contagion. O'er the mournful land 
Th' mfected city pour'd her hurrying ſwarms : 
Rous'd by the flames that fir'd her ſeats around, 


Th' infected cou ntry ruſſh'd into the town. 


Some, fad at home, and in the deſart ſome, 
Abjur'd the fatal commerce of mankind ; 

In vain: wherc'er they fled the fates purſued. 
Others, with hopes more ſpecious, croſs'd the main, 
To ſeek protection in far diſtant ſkies; 

But none they found. It ſcem'd che general air, 
From pole to pole, from Atlas to the traſt, 

Wes then at enmity with Englith blood. 


For, but the race of England, all were ſafe 


In foreign climes; nor did this fury taſte 
The foreign blood which England then contain'd. 
Where ſhould they fly? The circumambient 
heaven EE N 
Involv'd them fill; and ev'ry breeze was bane. 
Where find relief? The falutary art 
Was mute; and, ſtartled at the new diſeaſe, 
In fearful whiſpers hopelets omens gave. | 
Tollcarvenwichtuppliautrites they ſenttheirpray'rs; 
Heaven heard them not. Of ev'ry hope depriv'd; 
Fatigucd with vain rcfources; and ſubdued 
Witt woes rebſitleis and enfeebling fear; 
Pallive they ſunk beneath the weighty blow. 
Nothing but lamentable ſounds were heard, 


Er yet the fell Plantagenets had ſpent 
Her legions in inceitugus murders mix'd, 
Avother plague 
„a monſter never known before 
Tis rapid fury not, like other peſts, 
il 
th ſudden carcaſs the land. 
Fas leid the friſt, a: 
ro ſpark 

And ſoon the 

Gs Re | 

JIelting pores the melted blood 


; 


Nor aught was ſeen but ghaſtly views of death. 
| | | Infectious 
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Infectious horror ran from face to face, | 
And pale deſpair. "Twas all the bus'neſs then 
To tend the tick, and in their turns to die. 
In heaps they fell: and of. one bed, they ſay, 
The ſick' ning, dying, and the dead comain'd! 
Ye guardian gods, on whom the fates depend 
Of tott'ring Albion] ye eternal hres [ pow'rs 
That lead thro' heaven the wangd'nng.year ! ye 
That o'er th' encircling clements preſide 
May nothing worſe than what this age has ſeen 
Arrive! Enough abroad, enough at home, 
Has Aion bled. Here a diſtemper'd heaven 
Has thinn'd her cities; from thoſe lofty cliffs 
T tat awe proud Gaul, to Thule's wint'ry reign : 
While in the weſt, beyond th' Atlantic foam, 
Hor braveſt ſons, Ecen for the fight, have died 
The dcath of cowards and of common men: 
Sunk void of wounds, and fall'n withaut renown. 
But from theſe views the weeping Mules turn, 
And other themes invite my wand'ring ſong. 


Book IV. THE PASSIONS: 


THE choice of aliment, the choice of air, 
The vie of toil, and all external things, 
Already ſurg; it now remains to trace 
What good, what evil, from ourſelves proceeds, 
Aud how the ſubtle principle within 
Inſpires with heahh, or mines with ſtran 
The matte Ye poetic ſhades, 
Thai fnow the 1:crets of the world unſcen, 
Aſſiſt my ſong ! ( g u a doubtful theme 
Engag'd, 1 wander ug myſterious ways. 

There is, the fav. (aud I believe there is), 
A ſpar thin u of th immortal fire, 
That ning and ummuds the groſſer frame; 
And, waen ttt. body finks, eſcapes to heaven, 

ts ate ſear, and ges with the Gods. 

Meanwhile tis heavenly- particle pervades 
Tha mortal elements; in ev iy. nerve | 
Tt thriils with pleaiure, or grows mad with pain. 
And, in is ſecret conclave, as it feels 
The body's woes and joys, this ruling pow'r 
Wii) at is wil the dull material world, 
And is che body's health or malady. 

By its own toll the grofs corporcal frame 
Fatigue, extenuates, or deſtroys itſelf. 
Nor luſs the labours of the mind corrode 
The ſolid fabric: for by fubtle parts, 
And viewleſs atoms, fecret Nature moves 
Tre mighty wheels of this ſtupendous wortd, 
By ſubtle fluids pour'd thro' fubtle tubes 
The nat'ral, vital, fun ions are perform'd. 
By theſe the ſtubborn aliments are tam'd ; 
The toiling heart diſtributes life and ſtrength ; 
Theſe the ſtill- crumbling frame rebuild, and theſe 
Are loſt in thinking, and ditiolve in air. 

But 'tis not Thought (for ſtill the ſoul's em- 

ploy'd), 

Tis painful thinking, that corrodes our clay. 
All day the vacant eye without farigue 
Stravs o'er the heaven and earth, but long intent 
On microſcopic arts its vigour fails. = 
Juſt ſo the mind, with various thought amus'd, 
Nor aches itſelf, nor gives the body pain. 
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{ I he reſtleſs blood, which in una&tive days 


As nature prompts, is beſt. But o er your ices 


Quite unemploy'd, againſt its own repolc 
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[Wich anxious flutt'rings wal 
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and Care, 

ate Without revene⸗ 
5 .* 80 

fatigue the ſoul, 


But anxious Study, Diſcontent, 
Love without hope, and H 
And Fear, and Jealouſu, 
N= the ſubtle miniſters of life, 
nd ſpoil the lab ring functions of their ſhar 
Hence the lean gloom that Melancholy w 4 
TELE enLuoy. Wears, 
2. e Lover s paleneſs, and the ſatlou hue 
8 ond Jealouſy, the meagre ſtare 
ore Revenge; the canker'd body hence 
Betrays each fretful motion of the mind 
5 The ſtrong- built pedant, w 
ceds on the coarſeſt fare the ſchools beſtow, 
| And crudely fattens at groſs Burman's ſtall: 
O'erwheim d with pllesm ties ing dropſydron n'd 
Or finks in lethargy before tis time. 1 
With yourhful ſtudies you, and 
Empioy your mind; amuſe, but no fatious 
Peace to each drove ſy metaphyſic ſive ! D 
And ever may all heavy ſyſtems reſt ! 
Vet ſome there are, ev'n of elaſtic parts, 
Whom ſtreng and obftinate ambition leads 
1 N 1 , 
Turo' all the rugged roads of barten lore, 
And gives to rchth what their per'cons tae 
Would clic refuſe. But may nor thi of t 
Nor love of knowledge, re You to Fat vue 
| With conſtant drudgery the lib'rai fu. 
Toy with your books: and, as the various fits 
Of humour !-ize you, from Pilot phy 
To Fable ſhift, from ſerious Antonie 
To Rabelais ravings, and from profe co fore, 
While reading pleaſes, but no longer, road ; 
And lead aloud reioundng Homer's ftrain, 


1 
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arts that pleaſe, 


) 
ne, 
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And wicld the thunder of Demoshe nes, 
The cheſt ſo cx ercis'd improves its uren 
And quick vibrations thro' the bowels drive 


th . 


, 


Would loiter elle thro” unclaſtic tubes. 
Deem it nor triſting while I recommend 
What poſture ſuits: to ſtand and fit by turns, 


To lean for ever, cramps the vital parts, 
And robs the tine machinery of its play. 
'Fis the great art of life to manage v ell 
The reſtleſs mind. For ever on purſuit 
Of knowledge bent, it ſtarves the groſſer pow 15: 


Ir turns its fatal edge. and {harper pangs 
Than what the body knows embitter hte. 
Chic fly where Solitude, fad nuric or Care, 
To ſickly muſing gives the penfive mind, 
There Madncts enters; and. tlie dim-eyed bend, 
Sour Melancholy, night and day provokes , 

Her own eternal wound, The fun grows pat, 
A mournful viſtonary light oer{preads 
The cheerfal face of nature; earth; becomes 
A dreary deſart, and heaven trowns above. 
Then various ſhapes of curs d illuſion rue ; 
Whate'er the wretched fears, creating Fear 
Forms out of nothing; and with mouſters teens 
Unknown in hell. Phe praſtrate foul beneath 
A load of huge imagination heaves; 


And all the horrors that the murd'rer feels 
| te the guiltlefs breaft. 


Such phantoms Pride in ſolitary ſcenes, 
5 ba C * —_— 
Or Fear, on delicate Sell-tove Creates, 


From 


Book II. | | 
ares abſolv'd, the buſy mind 
ſelf a theme to pore upon; 


From other 


nds in YOU 
. 1 miſerable, or makes you ſo. 


For while yourſelf you pn gi a id 
Timorous Self- love, with ſic ning Fan y , 
mon e danger that you dread the moſt, 

Preſents the danger der part 
And ever galls you in your _ f P * 0 
Hence ſome for love, and ſome for jea = 7 
For grim religion ſome, and ſome for pri 6, 
Hare loſt their reaſon: ſome, for fear of want, 
Want all their lives ; and others, ev ry day, 
For fear of dying, ſuffer worſe than death, 
An! from your boſoms baniſh, if you can, 
Troſe fatal gueſts ; and firſt the Demon Fear, 
That trembles at impoſſible events, 
[of zved Atlas ſhould reſign his load, 
And heaven's eternal battlements ruſh down, 
I there an ev?l worſe than Fear itſelf ? 
And what avails it that indulgent Heaven 
um mortal eves has wrapt the woes to come, 
If we, ingenious to torment ourſelves, 
Grow pale at hidcous fictions of our own ? 
Enicy the preſent 3 nor with needleſs cares 
Ofwhat may ſpring from blind Misfortu ne's womb, 
Mypal the ſureſt hour that life beſtows. 
Sr, and maſter of yourſelf, prepare 
For what may come, and leave the reft to Heaven. 
Ott fron; the body, by long ails miſtun'd, 
Theſe evils ſorung, the moſt important health, 
That of the mind, deſtroy; and when the mind 
They firſt irvade, the conſcious body foon 
I {.mpathetic languiſhment declines. 
Thef chronic Paſſions, while from real woes 
Her rife, and yet without the body's fault 
I*teft the ſoul, admit one only cure; 
Drierton, hurry, and a reſtleſs life. 
Vun we the confolations of the wiſe ; 
In your friends would reaſon down your pain, 
0 ye, whoſe fouls relentleſs love has tam'd 
To foft diſtreſs, or friends untimely flain ! 
Court not the luxury of tender thought ! 
3: deem. it impions to forget thoſe pains 
lat huit the living, nought avail the dead. 
6, oft enthuſiaſt ! quit the cypreſs groves, 
Ir da the rivulet's lonely moanings tune 
Your ſad complaint. Go, ſeck the cheerful haunts 
1 wh, and mingle with the buſtling crowd ; 
wy Khemes for wealth, or pow'r, or fame, the 
wy wiſh | 8 
no ee minds, and puſh them night and day, 
me Caravan in queſt of ſcenes 
, 09 1 e and ſhifting ev iy hour, 
Gr. ade Po. eyond the Apcnnines. 
"hints ee ee into the field 
oleh. 4 oth A raging thro the {ky, 
Aud i Fr * wells the madd'ning foul ; 
* Al fore, camp and toilſome march 
n otter and leis manly cares. 
G | _ e, when the blood runs 
y indolent to ſtrive with pain 
And bravely by reſiſting con I; * 
Try Circe's arts and 5 | JOY 5 
Of peiſon'd nectar ſwwcet Oblici b howl 
Struck by ee i ect ot vion drink. ; 
Teak lr 3m charm, the gloom diſſolves 
A, Eh nun, opens round, | 
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A pleaſing phrenzy buoys the lighten'd ſoul, 

And ſanguine hopes diſpel your flectivg care 

And what was difficult, and what was dire, 

Yields to your proweſs and ſvperior ſtars: 

The happieſt you of all that e'cr were mad, 

Or are, or ſhall be, could this folly laſt. 

But ſoon your heaven is gone; a heavier gleoom 

Shuts o'er your head: and, as the thund'ring 
ſtream, | 

Swoln o'er its banks with ſudden mountain rain, 

Sinks froin its tumult to a ſilent brook ; 

So, when the frantic raptures in your breaſt 

Subſide, you languiſh into mortal man: 

You ſleep, and waking find yourſelf undone. 

For, prodigal of life, in one raſh night 

You laviih'd more than might ſupport three days. 

A heavy morning comes; your cares return 

With tenfold rage. An anxious ſtomach well 

May be endur'd ; ſo may the thrubbing heart: 

Bur ſuch a dim delirium, ſuch a dream, 

Involves you; fuch a daſtardly deſpair 

Urmans your {oul, as madd'ning Pentheus felt 

When, baited round Cuhzron's cruel ſides, 

He ſaw two ſuns, and double J hebes, aſcend. 

You curic the ſluggiſh Port; you curte the wretch, 

The felon, with unnat'ral mixture firſt 

Who dar'd to violate the virgin wine. 

Or on the fugitive Champaign you pour 

A thouſand curſes ; for to heaven it rapt 


| Your ſoul, to plunge you deeper in deſpair. 


Perhaps you rue ev'n that divineſt gift, 
The gay, ſerene, good- natur'd Buryundy, . 
Or the freſh fragrant vintage of the Rhine; 
And with that Heaven from mo: tals had withheld 
The grape, and all intoxicating Lowls, 

Beſides, it wounds you fore to recollect 
What follies in your loofe unguarded hour 
Eſcap'd. For one irrevocable word, 
Perhaps that meant no harm, you lole a friend; 
Or in the rage of wine your haſty hand 


{Performs a deed to haunt you to your grave, 


Add, that your means, your kealtt:, your parts 
decay; 


| Your friends avoid you; brutiſhly transform'd, 


They hardly know you : or, if one remains 


To with you well, he wiſhes you in heaven. 


Beſpis'd, unwept, you fall ; who mighit have left 

A ſacred, cheriſh'd, ſadly-plcaſing name; 

A name ſtill to be utter'd with a ſigh. 

Your laſt ungraceful ſcene has quite effac'd 

All ſenſe and mem'ry of your former worth. 
How to live happieſt ; how avyoit the pains, 

The difappointments; and diſguſts of thoſe 

Who would in pleaſure ali their hours employ z 

The precepts here of a divine old ma: 

T could recite. Tho? old, he fil retain'd 

His manly ſenſe and energy of mind. 

Virtuous and wife he was, but not tevere; 

He ſtill remember'd that he once was young ; 

His eaſy preſence check'd no decent joy. 


| Him ev'n the diffolute admir'd: for he 


A graceful looſeneſs, when he pleas'd, put on; 
And laughing could inſtruct. Much had he dead, 
Much more had ſeen; he ſtucicd from the li: 


Y 


And in th' original perus'd mankind. 


Vers d 
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Vers'd in the woes and vanities of life, 
He pitied Man: and much he pitied thoſe 
Whom falſely-{miling Fate has curs'd with means 
To dilfipate their days in queſt of joy. 

Our aim is happineſs : tis yours, tis mine, 
He ſaid; tis the purſuit of all that live: 
Yet few attain it, if 'twas c'er attain'd. 
But they the wideſt wander from the mark, 
Who thro' the flow'ry paths of ſaunt'ring joy 
Seek this coy goddeſs ; that from ſtage to ſtage 
Invites us ſtill, but ſhifts as we purſue, 
For, not to name the pains that plcaſure brings 
To counterpoiſe itſelt, relentleſs Fate 
Forbids that we thro' gay voluptucus wilds 
Should ever roam: and were the fares more kind, 
Our narrow luxurics would ſoon be ftale. 
Were theſe exhauſtleſs, Nature would grow fick; 
And, cloy'd with pleaſure, ſqucamiſily complain 
That ali was vanity, and life a dream. | 
Let nature reſt : be buſy for yourſelf, 
And for your friend; be buty ev'n in vain, 
Rather than teaze her ſated apperites. 
Who never faſts, no banquets e'er enjoys 
Who never toils or watches, never flecps. 
Let nature reſt : and when the taſte ot joy 
Grows keen, indulge; but ſhun ſatiety. 
Tis not for mortals always to be bleſt. 
But him the leaſt the dull or painful hours 
Of life oppreſs, whom ſober Senſe conducts, 
And Virtue, thro' this labyrinth we wad, 
Virtue and Senſe I mean not to disjoin; 
Virtue and Senſe are one: and, truſt me, till 
A faithleſs heart betrays the cad unſound. 
Virtue (for mere good- nature is a fool) 
- Fs Senſe and Spirit, with Humanity: 1 
Tis ſometimes angry, and its frown confounds; 
Tis ex'n vindictive, but in vengeance juſt. 
EKnaves fain would laugh at it; ſome great ones 
But at his heart the moſt undaunted ſon dare; 
Of fortune dreads its name and awful charms. 
To nobleſt uſes this determines wealth ; | 
This is the falid pomp of proſp rous days, 
The peace and ſhelter of adverſity. 
And, if you pant for glory, build your fame 
On this foundation, which the fecret thuck 
Deſies of Envy and all-ſapping Time. 
The gaudy gloſs of Fortune only ſtrikes 
The vulgar eve; the ſuffrage of the wile, 
The praiſe that's worth ambition, is attain'd 
By ſenſe alone, and dignity of mind. 5 

Virtue, the ſtreugth and beauty of the ſoul, 
Is the belt gift of Heaven ; a happinels 
That ev'n above the ſmiles and frowns of fate 
Fxalts great Nature's favourites; a wealth 
That nc'er encumbers, nor to bater hands 
Can be transferr'd ; it is the only good 
Man juſtly boaſts of, or can call lis own, 
Riches are oft by guilt and bafeneſs carn'd ; 

Or dealt by chance, to ſhicld a lucky knave, 
Or throw a crucl ſun-ſhine on a too], 

But for one end, anc much-veglected uſe, 

Are riches worth your care (for Nature s wants 
Are few, and without opulence fupphed) : 
This noble end is, to produce the foul ; 

To thew rhe virtucs in the faireſt light; 


by 
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} [LuYC 
In wanton and uninauly tendernels, 


Or to excels, and diſſipate the foul ; 


Book l. 
To make humanity the minifter 
- bounteous Providence; and teach the þ 
mod pee: luxury the gods enjoy, rex} 
us, is graver vein, tlie friend! {as 
Sometimes declaim'd, Of riglit and J E 
taught 8 8 
Truths as refin'd as ever Athens heard; 
Aud (ſtrange to tell ) he practis d ul 
prcach'd. NY 
Skill'd in the paſſions, how to check their ſug 
He knew, as far as reaſon can controul . 
The lawleſs pow'rs. But other cares are mine: 
Form'd in the ſchool of Pæon, I relate 2 
What patfions hurt the body, what improve; 
Avoid them, or invite them, as vau ms oy 
. Know then, whatever cheerful and crete 
Supports the mind, ſupports the body tco. 
Hence, the moſt vital movement mortals feel 
Is Hope, the balm and life-blood of the foul; 


ay, 


It pleaſes, and it laſts. Indulgent Heave: 


Seut down the kind deluſion, thro' the patiis 
Of rugged life to lead us patient on, © 
And make our happicſt ſtate no tedious this 
Our greateſt good, and what we lcaſt can ſpare, 
Is Hope; the laſt of all our evils, Fear, 

But there are paſſions grateful to the breaf, 
And yet no friends to life: perhaps they pleats 
clown, 
Or, while they pleaſe, torment. The i 
Ihc ill-tam'd ruſſian, and pale uſurer, 
(If love's omnipotence ſuch hearts can mould) 
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| May ſafely meliow into love; aud grow 


Retn'd, humane, and gen'rous, if they can. 
Love in ſuch boſoms never to a fault 

Or pains or pleaſes. But, ye finer fouls, 
Form'd to ſoft luxury, and prompt to thrill 
With ail the tumults, all the joys and pains, 
That beauty gives ; with caution and reſetve 
Indulge the ſweet deſtrover of repoſe, 

Nor court too much the Queen of charming carcs, 
For, while the cheriſh'd poifon in your breaſt 
Ferments and maddens; fick with jcalouly, 
Abſcuce, diſtruſt, or even with anxious joy, 
The wholcfome appetites and pow'rs of lite 
Diſſolve in languor. The coy ſtomach loaths 
The genial board; your checrtul days are gche; 
The gen rous bloom that fluſh'd your checks is flad. 
To highs devoted, and to tender pains, | 
Penſive vou fit, or ſolitary ftrav, g 
And walte your youth in muting. Muſing fiſt? 
Toy'd into care your unſuſpecting heart; 


It found a liking there, a ſportful fire, 


And that fomented into ſerious love; 
Mhich muſing daily ſtrengthens and unpe 
Thro' all the heights of fondneſs and romance: 
And you're undone, the fatal ſhaft has ſped, 


If once you doubt whether you love or ng: 


The body waſtes away; ut inſetted mind, 
JiGolv'd in female tendernels, targets | 
Each manly virtue, and grows dead to ſameè. 
Sweet Heaven from ſuch intozicating charms 
Defend all worthy breaſts! Not that J deem 
Love always dangerous; always to be unn d. 
well Tepaid, and not too weakly ſunk 


Add; 


Book Il, bf 


Adds blom w hetlth; o'er ev'ry virus ſheds 
, humane, and amiable gra F 
15 ghtens all the ornaments of man. 
* fruitleſs, ho leſs, diſappointed, rack'd 
Wh jealouſy fatigued re 1 98 
Too ferious, or too languiſhingl) Me Gon 
Conerves the body, and unmans the ſoul. 4 
And ſam ave died for love, and ſome run = ; 
A:dfomewith deſp'rate hand themſelves have lain. 
some to extinguiſh, others to prevent, 
\ mad devotion to one dang, rous Fair, 
Court all they mert; in hopes to diſſipate 
Tue cares of love among{ an hundred brides, 
Ti event is doubtful: for there are who find 
A cure in this; there are who find it not. 
'Tis no relief, alas! it rather galls 
% wound, to thoſe who are ſincerely ſick. 
Fr while from fev'riſh and tumultuous joys 
The nerves grow languid, and the ſoul ſubſides, 
Thc tender E ſinarts with ev'ry ſting, 
Ar) what was love before is madneſs now. 
I« heath your care, or luxury your aim? 
Be temperate ſtill : when Nature bids, obey ; 
Her wild impatient ſallies bear no curb : 
But when the prurient habit of delight, 
Or looſe imagination, ſpurs you on 
To &eds above your ſtrength, impute it not 
To Nature Nature all compulſion hatcs. 
Ah let nor luxury nor vain renown 
Ute you to feats you well might fleep without; 
To make what ſhould be rapture a fatigue, 
A tedious taſæ; nor in the wanton arms 
Ot wxintag Leis melt your manhood down. 
For from the colliquation of ſoft joys 
How chang d you rie! the ghoſt of what you was! 
Lzaguid and melancholy, gaunt and wan, 
Your veins exhaufted, aud your nerves uuſtrung. 
dall d of its balm and ſprightly zeſt, the blood 
(rows yapid phlegm; along the tender nerves 
Jo cach flight impulſe tremblivgly awake) 
A tubtle fiend that mimics all the plagues, 
Kid and reſtleſs, ſprings from part to part. 
liz blooming honours of your youth are fallen; 
Your vigour pines 3 your vital pow'rs decay; 
Pileatcs haunt you; and untimely age 
Creeps on, unfocial, impotent, and lewd. 
Intatuate, impious epicure ! to waſte 
e of pleaſure, caecrfuincls, and health! 
mon all who make deligit their tiade, 
and coy perdition ev'ry hour purſue. 
0 ' 110 pincs With love, or in laſcivious flames 
Kü wa luis own conſent undone ; 
And RP « hr hed, 5 be mad, 
dur chert cce s and wilful to his fate. 
"_ tre paſſion, whoſe tempeſtuous iway 
OT _ virtue planted in the breaſt, 
For pale we t a prove-Fileſog hy. 
Wi ue Anger ruſhes in, 
Fierce as he's Q 2 4 . 
elperate, „ e ra Page wet ch 
- "lar with more than human 
ow ſoon the calm 
"ec compurRtion 
bo pines in love 
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humane, and poliſh'd man 
„and farts up a fiend} 
er Waltts with ſilent cares, 


cen, and eyes that wildly ſtare; 
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Envy, or ignominy, or tender grief, 

Slowly deſcends, and ling' ring, to the ſhades. 

But he whom anger ſtings, drops, if he dies, 

At once, and ruſhes apopleCtic down; 

Or a fierce fever hurries him to hell. 

For, as the body thro' unnumber'd ſtrings 

Reverberates each vibration cf the ſoul; 

As is the paſſion, ſuch is ſtill the pain 

The body feels ; or chronic, or acute. 

And oft a ſudden ſtorm at once 0'erpow'rs 

The life, or gives your reaſ-n to the winds, 

Such fates attend the raih alarm of fear, 

And ſudden grief, and tage, and ſudden joy. 
There are, mcantime, to whom the boiſt'rous fit 

Is health, and only fills the fails of life; 

For where the mind a torpid winter leads, 

Wrapt in a body corpulent and cold, 

And cach clogg'd function lazily moves on, 

A generous ſally ſpurns th' mcumbent load, 

Unlocks tlie breaſt, and gives a cordial glow, 

But, if your wrathful blced is apt to boil, 

Or are your nerves too iriltably ſtrung, 


Wave all diſpute; be cautious if vou joke, 


Keep Lent for ever, and forſwear the bowl; 

For one raſh moment ſends you to the ſhades, 

Or ſhatters ev'ry hopeful ſcheme of life, 

And gives to horror all your days to come. 

Fate, arm'd with thunder, fire, and ev'ry plague 

That ruins, tortures, or diſtracts mankind, 

And makes the happy wretched, in an hour 

O'erwhelms you not with woes ſo horrible 

As your own wrath, nor gives more ſudden blows. 
While choler works, good friend, you may be 

wrong; 
Diſtruſt yourtelf, and ſicep before you fight, 


Tis not too late ro-morrow to be brave; 


| It honour bids, to-morrow kill or die. 


But calm advice agaiuſt a raging fit 

Avails too little; and it braves the pow'r 

Of all that ever taught in proſe or ſong, 

To tame the fiend that ſiceps a gentle lamb, 
And wakes a lion, Unprovek'd and calm, 
You reaton well, fee as you ought to ſee, 

And wonder at the madneſs of mankind ; 
Sciz d with the common rage, you ſoon forget 
The ſpeculation of your wiler hours. 

Beſet with furies of all deadly ſhapes, 


Fierce and inſidious, violent and flow, 


With all that urge or lure us on to fate, 

What refuge ſhall we {eck, what arms prepare k 

V here reaſon proves too weak, or void cf wiles, 

To cope with fubile or impetuous pow'rs, 

I would invoke new patlions to your aid; 

With indignation would extinguith fear, 

Wirh fear or generous pity vanquiſh rage, 

And love with pride; and force to force oppoſe. 
There is a charm, a pow'r that ſways the br 

Bids every paſſion revel or be ſtill; 

Inſpires with rage, or all your cares d'ſſolves; 

Can ſboth diſtraction, and almoft deſpair. 

That pow r is muſic ; far beyond the ſtretch 

Of thoie unmeaning warblers on our ſtage; 

Thoſe clumſy heroes, thoſe fat-headed gods, 

Who move no paſſion juſtly but contempr ; 

Who, like our dancers (ligłt indeed and ſtrong !), 

Sy | _ 
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Do wondrous feats, but never heard of grace. 

The ſault is ours; we bear thoſe monſtrous arts: 

Good Heaven ! we praiſe them; we with loudeſt 
cals | 

Applaad che fool that higheſt lifts his heels, 

And wich intpid ſhow of rapture die 

Of idiot notes impertinently long. 

But he che Muſe's laurel juſtly ſhares, 

A poet he, and touch'd with Heaven's own fire, 

Who with bold rage, or folemn pomp of ſounds, 

Inflamcs, cxalts, and ravitkes the ſoul 

Now tender, plaintive, ſweet almoſt to pain, 

In love diflolves you; now in ſprightly ſtrains 

Breathes a gay rapture thro” your thrilling breaſt, 

Or mcics the heart with airs divinely fad, 

Or wakes to horror the tremendous ſtrings. 

Such was the bard whoſe :cavenly ſtrains of old 

Appcas' d the fiend of melancholy Saul. 

Such was, if old and heathen fame ſay true, 

J he man who bade the Theban domes aſcend, 

And tam'd the ſavage nations with his ſong ; 

And ſuch the Thracian, whoſe harmunious lyre, 

Tun'd to foft woe, made all the mountains weep ; 

Sooth'd ev'n th' inexorable pow'rs of Hell, 

And half edeem'd his loſt Zurydice. 

Muſic exalts each joy, allays each grief, 

Expels diſeaſes, ſoktens ev ry pain, 

Subdues the rage of poiſon, and the plague; 

And hence the wiſe of ancient days ador'd 


One pow'r cf pliyſie, melody and ſong. 


$ 68. Ode on the Spring. GRAY. 
| ].® ! where the roſy-boſom'd hours, 


Fair Venus train, appear 
Diſcloſe the long- expected flow'rs, 
And wake the purple year! 

The Attic warbler pours her throat, 
Reſponſive to the cuckoc's note, 

The untaught harmony of ſpring ; 
While, whitp'ring pleature as they fly, 
Cool Zephyrs thro' the clear blue iky 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. 


Wherc'er the oak's thick branches ſtretch. 

A broader, browner ſhade; __ 
Where'er the rude and moſs-grown bcec 

O'ercanopies the gladez 

Befide ſome water's ruſhy brink 

With me the Mule ſhall fit, and think 
(At eaſe reclin'd in ruſtic ſtate) 

How vain the ardour of the crowd, 

How low, how little are the proud, 

Hou indigent the great! 


Still is the toiling hand of Care; 
The panting herds repoſe : 

Yet, hark, how thro' the pcopled air 
The buſy murmur glows ! 

The inſcct youth are on the wing, 
Eager to taſte the honey'd ſpring, 
And float amid the liquid noon : 
Some lightly o'er the current ſkim, 
Some thew their gaily-gilded trim 
Quick-glancing to the ſun, 


Nw" 


mh 


—_—__ 


| Her confcious tail her joy declar'd ; 


TNA on a lofty vaſe's gde, 


Their ſcaly armour's Tyrian hue, 
Thro' richeſt purple, to the view 


The hapleſs nymph with wonder faw ; 


| ; 


| Bo OK I; 
To Contemplation's ſober eye g 
BY 8 the race of man; 

nd they that creep, and th 
Shall end where 2 begin.” _—_ 
Alike the buſy and the gay 
But flutter thro' life's little day, 
In fortune s varying colours dreſt: 
Bruſh'd by the hand of rouga miſchance 
Or chill'd by age, their airy dance F 
They leave, in duſt to ref, 


Methinks I hear, in accents low 
The ſportive kind reply; i 
Poor moraliſt! and what art thou? 
A ſolitary fly 

Thy joys no glitt'ring female meets, 
No nive haſt thou of hoarded ſweets, 
No painted plumage to diſplay : 

On haſty wings thy youth is flown ; 
Thy ſun is ſer, thy ſpring is gone 
We frolic while 'tis May, 


PE 
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$ 69. Ode on the Death of 4 Favourite Cat, 
drowned in a Tub of Gold Fiſhes, 
| GRAY, 


Where China's gayeſt art had dycd 
The azure flow'rs that blow 
Demureſt of the tabby kind, 
The penſive Selima, reclin'd, 
Gaz d on the lake below, 


The fair round face, the ſnowy beard, 
The velvet of her paws! 

Her coat that with the tortoiſe vies, 

Her ears of jet, and em'rald eyes, 
She ſaw, and purr d applauſe. 

Still had ſhe gaz'd ; but ' midſt the tide 

Two angel forms were ſeen to glide, 
The Genii of the ſtream: 


Betray'd a golden glcim. 


A whiſker firſt, and then a claw, 
With many an ardent wih, | 
She ſtretch'd in vain to reach.the prize : 
What female heart can gold deſpiſc? 

What cat's averſe to fiſh ? 
Preſumptuous maid ! with looks intent 
Again the ftretch'd, again ſhe bent, 

Nor knew the gulph between: 
(Malignant Fate fat by and ſmil d); 
The ſlipp'ry verge her feet beguil d, 

She tumbled headlong in. 

Eight times emerging from the flood, 
She mew'd to ev'ry wat'ry god, 

Some ſpeedy aid to ſend. 

No dolphin came, no Nercid ſtirr d; 
Nor cruel Tom nor Suſan heard 
A fay rite has no friend! 


Book Il. 


uties, undeceiv'd, | 
From hen, Fe leg 1s ne er retriev'd, 
of he with caution bold. 5 
Not ali that tempts your wand'ring eyes, 
And hecdleſs hearts, 15 lawful prize; 
Nor all that glitters, gold. 


; 50, Ode on 0 diſtant Proſpect 


77, diſtant ſpires, ye antique tow rs, 
1 That crown the Wat ry glade, 
Where antun ben ſtill adores 

„ Heary's holy hade; 
op that rh the ſtately brow 
0 Windfor's heights th' expanſe below 
Ob vrove, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, 
Whoſe turf, whoſe ſhade, whoſe flow'rs among 
Winders the hoary Thames along 
Hs Her-winding way. — 
Ak happy hills ! ah pleaſing ſhade ! 


Ah ficlds belov'd in vain ! 


of Eton College. 
GRAY. 


% 
Where onot ay careleſs childhood ſtray , 
A franger yet to pain 
I feel the gales that from you blow 
Am mentary bliis beſtow ; 5 
A; waving freſh their gladſomie wing, 
My weary foul they ſeem to ſooth, 
And, redolent of joy and youth, 
To breathe a ſecond ſpring, 


Kr, ther Thames, for thou haſt ſeen 
Tull many a ſprightly race, i 
CÞi{portiug on thy margent green, 
The paths of pleaſure trace; 
Vho foremoſt now delight to cleave, 
With pliant arms, thy glafſy wave ? 
The captive linnet which enthral ? 
What idle progeny ſucceed 
To chaſe the rolling circle's ſpeed, 
Or urge the flying ball ? 


While ſome on earne{t buſineſs bent 

Their murmuring labours ply | 
Gainſt graver hours that bring conſtraint 
To ſuceten liberty: 
Some bold adventurers Aiſa 

Lhe ümits of their little reign, 
And unknou regions dare deſcry : 
dul as they run they look behind, 
They hear a voice in ev'ry wind, 
and ſnatch a fearful joy. 
Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed, 
Ls pleafing when poſſeſt; ; 
The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 
The ſunſhine of the breaſt : 
Theirs buxom health, of roſy hue, 
Wild wit, invention ever new, 

ad lively cheer, of vigour born ; 

he thoughtleſs day, the eaſy night, 

o ſpirits pure, the ſlumbers light, 
That fly th'approach of morn, 
Alas regardleſs of their doom, 
© little victims play ! x 

; Play! 
No ſenſe have they of ills to e 
Nr care beyond to-day; 
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Yet fee, how all around 'em wait | | 
The miniſters of human fate, 

And black Mistortune's baleful train! 

Ah, ſhew them where in ambuſh ſtand, 


To ſeize their prey, the murd'rous band! 
Ah, tell them they are men ! 


Theſe ſhall the fury paſſions tear, 
The vultures of the mind, 

Diſdainful anger, pallid fear, 

And thame that ſkulks behind; 

Or pining love ſhall waſte their youth, 
Or jealouſy with rankling tooth, 


That inly gnaws the ſecret heart; 


And envy wan, and faded care, 
G1im-viſag'd comfortleſs deſpair, 
And ſorrow's piercing dart. 

Ambition this ſhall tempt to riſe ; 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter {corn a ſacrifice, 

And grinving infamy. 5 
Tus ſtings ot falſchood thoſe ſhall try, 
And hard unkindneſs' alter'd eye, 
That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow ; 
And keen remorſe with blood defil'd, 


I And moody madneſs laughing wild 
Amid ſevereſt woe. 


Lo! in the vale of years, beneath, 

A gritly troop are ſeen, 

The painful family of Death, 

More hideous than their queen: 6 
This racks the joints, this fires the veingc, 
That ev'ry labouring fincw ſtrains, 

T hole in the deeper vitals rage: 


Lo! peverty, to fill the band, 


That numbs the ſoul with icy hand, 
Aud flow-conſuming age. 


To cach his Tuff 'rings : all are men, 
Condemn'd alike to groan ; _ 

The tender for another's pain, 

Th' unfecling for his own. _ | 
Vet, ah! why ſhould they know their fate“ 
Since ſorrow never comes too late, 


And happineſs too ſwiftly flies. 


Thought would deſtroy their paradiſe, 
No morce—where ignorance is bliſs, 
Tis folly to be wile, | 


=_— 


* 


$ 71. Ode to Adverſity. Gravy. 
_TRAUGHTER of Jove, relentleſs pow'r, 
Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 
Whoſe iron ſcourge and tort'ring hour 
The bad affright, afflict the bett ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain, 
The proud are taught to taſte of pain; 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before, unpiticd and alone, 


When firſt thy Sire to ſend on earth 

Virtue, his darling child, deſign'd, 

To thee he gave the heavenly birth, 
- And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stern rugged nurſe ! thy rigid lore 


Wich patience many a year the bore ; 


What 
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What forrow was, thou bad'ſt her know, 
And from her own the lcarnt to melt at others woe. 


Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly 
_ Self-pleaſing Folly's idle brood, 

Wild laughter, noiſe, and thoughtleſs joy, 
And leave us icifure to be good. 
Light they diſperſe; and with them go 
The ſummer- friend, the flatt'ring foe ; 
By vain proſperity recciv'd, 

To herthey vow their truth, and are again believ'd. 
Wiſdom in fable garb array'd, 
Immers'd in rapt'rous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, ſilent maid, | 
Witt leaden eye that loves the ground, 
Still on thy ſolemn ſteps attend; 
Warm Charity, the general friend, 
With Juſtice, to herlelf ſevere, 

And Pity, dropping foft the ſadly-pleaſing tear® 


Oh, gently on thy ſuppliant's head, 
Dread Goddeſs, lay thy chaſt'niug hand! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 
Nor cireled with the vengeful band 
(As by the impicus thou art ſecn) 
With thund'rivg voice, and threat'aing mien 
With ſcreaming Horror's fun'ral cry, 
Peſpair, and fell Diſcaſe, and ghaſtly Forerty. 
Thy form benign, O Goddeſs, wear, 
Thy milder influence jiapart; 
Thy philotophic train be there 
To foiten, not tu wound, my heart. 
The gen'rous ſpark extinct revive ; 
Teach me to lave, and to forgive ; 
Exact my own defects to ſcan ; 
VM hat others are, to fect; aud know myſelf a man. 


5 


1 
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$ 72. TheProgreſs rf Poeeſy, A Pindaric Ode. 
ET | e 

A WAKE, FTolian lyre, awake, 
£3 And give to rapture all thy trembling ſtrings, 
From Helicon's barmonious ſprings 

A thouſand rills their mazy progreſs take: 
The laughing flowers that round them blow, 
Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 
Now the rich ſtream of muſie winds along, 
Deep, majeſtic, ſmooth, and ſtrong, _ 
Thro' verdant vales, and Ceres golden reign : 
Nou rolling down the ſtœcp amain, 

Hcadlong, impetucus, fee it pour; 

The rocks and nodding grovesrebelicw tothe roar. 


| 1. 3. 
O O ſovereign of the willing ſoul, 
Parent of ſweet and folemn-breathing airs, 
Enchanting ſhell ! the ſullen cares 
And frantic paſſions hear thy ſoft controul. 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 
Has curb'd the fury of his car, 
And dropp'd his thirſty lanee at thy command, 
Perching on the ſceptred hand : 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 
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- abs in dark clouds of lumber lie 
le te 15 Wnt 
terror of his beak, and li ging of his eye, 
I. 3. 
- Thee the voice, the dance obey, 
emper d to tay warbled lay. 
Oer Idalia's velvet grecu 
| The roly-crowncd loves arc ſcen 
On Cytherea's day, 
With ahtic ſports, and blues 
Priſging light in frolic mcalures ; 
Now Purtuing, now retreats g, 
Now in circliag troups they meet; 
1 - U a ö 
To briſk notes in Cadence beating, 
Glance their many-twinkling fert. 
Slow melting ſtrainstheirOuccn's aw 
1 Sung ſtrains their Ceen's approach declatt: 
acre cr ihe turns, the Graccs GORUUEE pay 
o * . : 0 
Wich ams ſublime, that font upon the air, 
In gliding ſtate the wins her caly Way © 
Ocr her warm check, and ri, ba.om, Mor: 
41 * _—_ _ ES RT , 1 5 : 
The VION 0! young GciCand purplelightef lo 


II. 


ved pleaſures, 


(y 
+. 
* 


e. 
4 
1 * 
7 


2 * 


- ' 
Man's fcebie race what ilis. a wait? 
Labour, and pen, the racks of pain, 
Diſcaſc, and forrow?s wecgüngz train; 

And death, fad refuge from the ferns of fate! 

The fond complaint, my ſon v4 NRiprove, 

And juſtify the jaws of love. 

Say, has he given in vain the heaven! 

Night. and all her fickly dews, 

Her ſpettres wan, ard birds of ding cry, 

He g:vcs to rang: the dreary ky : f 

Till down the caſtern cliſts afar 

Hypcrion's march they ſpy, and glitt 
Ci war. 


NI. 7 
y Muſc 


Ting (nafrt 


The ©, 
In climes beyond the feu rand, 

Where ſnaggy torms o'r ice-afitanbuntains roam, 
he Mfc has broke the twilight. gun, 
To cheer the ſhiv riny n#tive's dull abode, 

And cit, bencath thc od'rous ſhade = 
Gf Chili's boundleſs furcts law, 
She deigns to hear the ſavige youth repeat, 
In loofe numbers, $11 My freer 
Their feather=cin@ur'd chicts, and dwky loves. 
Her track, witerc'er the geddes ge, 
Glory pur{ucs, and gen rous rand 
| Th'uuconguerable mind, and freeduam. ohe 
II.. 3. 

Woods, that wave o'er Delplei's ſtecp; 
Iſles, that crown th Excan deep ; 
Ficld: , that cool Tiiftus laves, 
Or where Mzander's amber waves 
In ling ting lab rinths creep, © 
How do your tuneful echoes languiſh,. 
Jute but to the voice of ang. tth ! 
Were each old poctt” mounsun 
Inſpiration breath d around; 
Ev ry ſhade zud hallow'd 
Murmur d deep a foiemn found J 
Til the fad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 
Lott their Parnaſſus for the Latian plaias, 
Alike they ſaorn rbe pomp 0f-tyrant pow Ty 


| 


\ 


* 


wes 


* 
F<. 
i) Is 

* 


aine 


- 


run 


With ruffled plumes, and tagging wing: 


5 7 Ha oval in her chains. 
Aud coward vice, that revelhin! ben 


Book 1 


ing auch, 0 Albion ! next thy 


III. 1. | 

ſun and ſummer gale, | 
ih —＋. was Nature's darling laid, 
2 where lucid Avon ſtray g a 
To him the mighty mother did unveil 
Her awful face: the dauntleſs child i 
Srerch'd forth his little arms, and fmil'd, 
This pencil take (ſhe __y whoſe. colours clear 

-hly paint the vernal year. 

2 theſe golden "oak immortal boy! 
This can unlock the gates of joy 3 | 
Of horror that, and thrilling fears, 
or ope the ſacred ſource of ſympathetic tears. 


III. 2. 

Nor ſecond he, that rode ſublime 
Upon the ſeraph-wings of ecſtaſy, 
The ſecrets of th' abyſs to ſpy : 
He paſs'd the flaming bounds of — and time. 
The living throne, the ſapphire blaze, 
Where angels tremble while they gaze, 
He ſaw ; but, blaſted with excels of light, 
Clos'd his eyes in endleſs nighi 
Behold, where Dryden's leſs preſumptuous car 
Wide o'er the helds of glory bear 
Two courſers of ethereal race, [ſounding pace. 
With necks in thunder cloth'd, and long re- 


| III. Zo 

Harb, his hands the lyre explore 3 
Bright-eyed fancy, hov'ring per, 
Nuers from her pictur'd rn | 

Thoughts that breathe, and words that 

But, ah] tis heard no more BE 
O hre divine! what daring ſpigit 
Wakes thee now? tho he inherit 
Nor the 
That the Theban eagle bear, 
daling with ſupreme dominion 
Thro' the azure deep of air; , \ 
Va oft before his infant eyes would run 


lofty ſpirit loſt coaſt, 
had her lofty f On 


burn. 


With orient hues, unborrow'd of the fun : 

Jer ſhall he mount, and keep his diſtant way | 
ROY the limits of a vulgar fate, TFGreat! 
Beneath the Good how far—but far abbve the 


Ju. The Bard, A Pindaric Ode. GRav. 


| LE * | 
RN ſeize thee, ruthleſs king ! 
. onfuſion on thy banners wait! 
0 fann'd by conqueſt's crimſon wing, 
x mock the air with idle ſtate! 
; * m, nor Hauberk's twiſted mail, 
170 Dar thy virtues, T rant, ſhall avail 
_ 6 thy ſecret ſoul from nightly fears, 
* ambria's curſe, from Cambria's tears 
of = the ſounds that o'er the creſted pride 
* 1 ſcatter'd wild diſmay, 
— ſteep of Snowdon's ſhaggy ſide 
ud with toilſome march his long array. 


haſt 
| cried Mors in ſpeechleſs trance! 
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| And with a maſter's hand, and prophet's fire, 


| | © Cold is Cadwallo's 


Ve died amidſt your dying country's e 


[With me ins 
pride, nor ample pinion , "of 


Such forms as glitter in the Muſe's ray, 


„ And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 


| « Mighty Victor, 


"ering lance, 


imer, ar d couch'd his qui- | 
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Io I. 2. 
On a rock whofe haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 
Rob'd in the ſable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the poet ſtood 
(Looſe his beat, and hoary hair 
Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air); 


Struck the deep ſorrows of his lyre. 

Hark, how each giant-oak and deſart- cave 

« Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath 

© Ofer thee, O king! their hundred arms they 
© wave, 

Revenge on thee in hoarſer murmurs breathe 

Vocal no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, (ay. 

© To high-born Hoel's harp, or ſoft Llewellyn's _ 


1. 3. 

tongue, 

That huſh'd the ſtormy main: 

Brave Urien ſleeps upon his craggy bed: 
Mountains, ye mourn in vain 
Modred, whoſe magic ſong 1 
Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topp'd . 
On dreary Arvon's ſhore they lie, head. 

* Smear'd with gore, and ghaſtly pale; 

Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens fail : 

The famiſh'd eagle ſcreams, and paſſes by. 

Dear loſt companions of my f. 

Dear, as the light that viſits theſe ſad eyes, 
Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my, heart, 


No more I weep, They do not ilcey 
On yonder cliffs, a griſly band, 
© I ſee them fit: they linger yet, 
* Avengers of their native land: | 
dful harmony they join, Cline.“ 
And weave with bloody hands the tiſſus of thy 


II. 1. 

« Weave the warp, and weave the wo 
The winding-ſheet of Edward's race. 
« Give ample room, and verge enough - 
The characters of hell to trace. "4 
«© Mark the year, and mark the night, . 
« When Severn ſhall re- echo with affright 
« The ſhrieks of death, thro! Berkley's roofs that 
« Shrieks of an agonizing king! [ring ; 
« She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 

« That tear'ſt the bowels of thy mangled mate, 
© Fram thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs 


» © 
— 


„The ſcourge of Heaven, What errors round 


„him wait 
« Amazement in his van with flight combin'd, 


rr 
mighty Lord, 
« Low on his funeral couch he lies 
No pitying heart, no eye, afford 


% A tear to grace his obſequies. 


Is the ſable warrior fled ? 


* 


« Thy ſon is gone. He reſis among the dead. 
| © The ſwarm that inthy noon-tide beamwere born? 
« Gone to ſalute the riſing morn. Ee” 
Fair laughs the morn, and ſoft the zephyrblows, 
. | 


« While 
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« While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded veſſel gocs; 
« Youth on the prow, and pleaſure at the helm; 
„ Regardleſs of the ſweeping whirlwind's ſway, 
That, huſh'd in grim repole, expects his even- 
6« ing prey. 
Il. 3. 
4c Fill high the ſparkling bowl, 
The rich repaſt prepare, 
„ *Reft of a crown, he yet may ſhare the feaſt : 
« Clote by the regal chair 
Fell thirſt and famine {cowl 
« A balcful ſmile upon their baffled gueſt. 
« Heard ye the din of battle bray, 
Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe ? 
Long years of havoc urge their deſtin'd courſe, 
& And thro' the kindred ſquadrons mow their 
© way. 
& Ye tow'rs of Julius, London's laſting ſhame, 
& With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 
« Revere his confort's faith, his fatlier's fame, 
And ſpare the meek uſurper's holy head. 
% Above, below, the roſe of ſnow, 
„ Twin'd with her bluſhing foe, we ſpread; 
« The briſtled boar in infant gore | 
„ Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade, 
« Now, Brothers, bending o'er th' accurſed loom, 
„ Stamp we our vengcance deep, and ratify his 
* doom. | 


. 


« Edward, lo! to ſudden fate 

% (Weave we the woof. The thread is ſpun.) 

« Half of thy heart we conſecrate. 

% (The web is wove. The work is done.)“ 

« Stay, oh ſtay! nor thus forlorn, F 

Leave me unbleſs'd, unpitied, here to mourn : 

In yon bright track, that fires the weſtern ſkies, 

« They melt, they vaniſh from my eyes. 

But, oh! what ſolemn fcenes on Snowdon's 

| « height; TON a 

- £ Deſcending flow: their glitt'ring ſkirts unroll; 

« Viſions of glory, ſpare my aching fight! 

Ve unborn ages, crowd not on my foul ! 

No more our long-loſt Arthur we bewail. 

* All-hail, ye genuine Kings, Britannia's iſſue, 
+ hail! 1295 


| III.. 3 
* Girt with many a baron bold 
© Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear; 
And gorgeous dams, and ſtateſmen old 
In bearded majeſty, appear, 
6 In the midft a form divine! 
Her eye proclaims her of the Briton- line; 
* Her lion- port, her awe-commanding face, 
Attemper'd ſweet to virgin grace. | 
What firings ſymphonious tremble in the air! 
« What ſtrains of vocal tranſport round her play 
Hear from the grave, great Talieſſin, hear; 
They breathe a ſoul to animate thy clay. 
Bright Rapture calls, and, ſcariug as ſhe ſings, 
Waves in the eye of Heaven her many- colour d 
wings. | „ 
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. | 
| © A voice, as of the cherub-choir, 


|] © That loft in long futurity 


8 74. The Fatal Siflire. An Ode, Gray, 


| Glitt'ring lanccs are the loom 
4 


] Sangrida, and Hilda, fee! 


| Ere the ruddy ſun be fet, 


| Hauberk craſh, and helmet ring. 


Book II. 
III. z. 
* The verſe adorn again 
2 N e faithful Love, 
nd J ruth ſevere, by fairy Fi&; j 
In buſkin'd at eee os 
* Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain, 
* With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breaſt, 


* 


Gales from blooming Eden bear; 
And diſtant warblings leſſen on my ear, 
| expire. 
Fond impious man ! think'ſt hob yon Le 
Rais d by thy breath, has quench d the cb af 
* To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, day! 
* And warms the nations with regoubled ray. 
Enough for me: with joy [ ſee - 
The dift'rent doom our fates aſſign. 
* Be thine Deſpair, and ſceptred Care; 
To triumph, and to die, are mine.” [ height, 
He ſpoke; and, headlong from the mountain” 
Deep in the roaringtide he plung'dtocndleſsnight, 


OW the ſtorm begins to low'r 
(Haſte, the loom of hell prepare); 

Iron fleet of arrowy ſhow'r 

Hurtles in the darken'd air. 


WW here the duſky warp we ſtratn, 


Weaving many a foldicr's doom, 
Orkney's woe, and Randver's bane. 
See the griſly texture grow | 

(Tis of human entrails made) 
And the weights that play below, 
Each a gaſping warrior's head. 
Shafts for ſhutt!es, dipt in re, 
Shoot the trembling cords along: 
Sword, that once a monarch bore, 
Keep the tiſſuc choſe and frrong. 


Miſta, black terrific maid, 


Join the wayward work to ald: 
Tis the woof ot victory. 


Pikes muſt ſhiver, jav'lins ſing, _ 
Blade with clatt'ring buckler meet, 


(Weave the crimſon web of war) 
Let us go, and let us fly, _ 
Where our friends the conflict ſhare, 
| Where they triumph, where they die. 
As the paths of fate we tread, 
Wading thro! th' enſanguin d ſield, 
Gondula, and Geira, ſprcad 
G'er the youthful king your ſhield. 


We the reins to ſlaughter give, 
Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare: 
Spite of danger he ſhalt live. 


Ther; 


n erimſon web of war.) 


2. 


Book Il. 


tom once the defart beach 


bleak _—_ 5 I 
ir ample ſway ſhall ſtreteh 
= blen of the plain. 
Low the dauntleſs earl is laid, 
Gor'd with many 2 gaping wound 
pate demands a nobler head.; | 
$900 à king ſhall bite the ground. 
his loſs ſhall Eirin weep, 
* again his likeneſs ſee; 
Long her ſtrains in ſorrow ſteep, 
Strains of immortality ! | 
gor covers all the heath, 
— of carnage blot the ſun. 
viters, weave the web of death. 
Sifets, ceaſe: the work is done. 


Hil the taſk, and hail the hands! 
Songs of joy and triumph ſing: 

oy to the victorious bands; 

numph to the younger king. 
Mortal, thou that hear'ſt the tale, 
Learn the tenour of our ſong. 
Scotland, thro' each winding vale, 
Fer and wide the notes prolong. 
Siſters, hence with ſpurs of ſpeed ! 
Eich her thund'ring faulchion wield ; 
Each beſtride her ſable ſteed. 
Hurry, hurry, to the field! 


1 
pent within its 


tt. tt 


6 14, The Deſcent of Odin. An Ode. GRAY. 
[JPROSE the king of men with ſpced, 
And ſaddled ſtraight his coal-black ſteed: 

Down the yawning ſeep he rode, | 
That leads to Hela's drear abode. 
Him the dog of darkneſs ſpied : 
His ſhaggy throat he open'd wide; 
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 
Foam and human gore diſtill'd. 
Hoarſe he bays with hideous din, 
Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin; 
And long purſues, with fruitleſs yell, 
The father of the powerful ſpell, 
Onward ftill his way he takes | 
(The groaning earth beneath him ſhakes), 
Till full before his fearleſs eyes 

be portals nine of hell ariſe. 

Right againſt the eaſtern gate, 

7 the mols-grown pile he ſat, 
Where long of yore to ſleep was laid 
The duſt of the prophetic Maid. 

ing to the northern clime, 

rice he trac'd the Runic rhyme ; 

mice pronounc'd, in accents dread, 

he thrilling verſe that wakes the dead; 

from out the hollow ground | 
Siowly breath'd a fallen ſound. 


PROPHET ES 3. 


What call unknown, vs 
vrhat charms, preſume 
To break the quiet of the tomb? ; F | 


thus afflicts my troubled ſprite, 


Tags ws from the realqus ef night? 


D 


| 


4 


1 


| Who th avenger of his 


ESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


Long on theſe mould'ring bones have beat 


| The winter's ſnow, the ſummer's heat, 
| The drenching dews, and driving rain! 


Let me, let me ſleep again. 
Who is he, with voice unbleſt,-- 
That calls me from the bed of reſt ? 


ODIN. 
A traveller to thee unknown 
Is he that calls, a warrior's ſon. 
Thou the deeds of light ſhalt know; 
Tell me what is done below, | 
For whom yon glitt'ring board is ſpread, 


Dreſt for whom yon golden bed? 


PROPHETESS. 
Mantling in the goblet ſee 


| The pure bev'rage of the bee; 


O'er it hangs the ſhield of gold: 
Tis the drink of Palder bold. 
Balder's head to death is given. 
Pain can reach the Sons of Heaven! 
Unwilling I my lips uncloſe : 


| Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


ODIN. 
Once again my call obey ; 


| Prophetels, ariſe, and ſay 


What dangers Odin's child await, 


4 Who the author of his fate. 


PROPHETESS. 


In Hoder's hand the hero's doom; 


| His brother ſends him to the tomb. 


Now my weary lips I cloſe: 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


ODIN. 

Propheteſs, my ſpell obey 
Once again ariſe, and ſay 
ilt, 
By whom ſhall Hoder's blood be fpilt ? 

PROPHETESS. 
In the caverns of the Weſt, 
By Odin's fierce embrace compreſt, 
A wondrous boy ſhall Rinda bear, 
Who ne'er ſhall comb his raven hair, 
Nor waſh his viſage in the ſtream, 
Nor fee the ſun's departing beam, 
Till he on Hoder's corſe ſhall ſmile 
Flaming on the funeral pile. 
Now my weary lips I cloſe: 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


Vet awhile my call obey ; 
Propheteſs, awake, and fay : 
What Virgins theſe, in ſpeechleſs woe, 
That bend to earth their ſolemn brow, 
That their flaxen treſſes tear, © 

And ſnowy veils, that float in air. 


| 


Tell me whence their forrows roſe ; 


Then I leave thee to repoſe, 
PROPHETESS, 


"$M! no traveller art thou, 
King of Men, I know thee now! 


| | Mightieft of a mighty 


line 
E e 2 | = 
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No bodiag maid of {kill divine 
Art thou, ar propherets of good, 
But mother of the giant-brood ! 
PROPHETESS. 
Hie thee hence, and boaſt at home 
That vcver mall enquirer come 
To break my iron flecp again, 
Tiil Lok has burſt his tenfold chain: 
Never, til ſubſtantial! Night 
Has re-afjom'd herencicnt right; 
Till wrapt in flames, in rum hurl'd, 
Sinks rhe fabric of the world. 


- 


* 


& 70. The Triumphs of Oxwen. A Fragment. 


GRAY. 

OVEN: praiſe demands my ſong, 

— Owen Lift, and Owen ftrong 
Fareft gow'r of Roderic's fem, 
Guwuvneth's ſhield, and Britain's gem. 
.. He nor heaps his brooded ſtores, 

Nor on alt profuſely pours : 

Lord of ev'ry regal art, 

Liveral hand, and open heart. 

Big with hoſts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againſt him came; 
This the force of Kirin hiding; 
Side by fide as proudly riding, 

On het thadow long and gay 
Lochlin plows the wat'ry way; 
There the Norman fails afar 
Catch the winds, and join the war : 
Black and huge along they ſweep, 
Burthens of the angry deep. 
Dauntleſs on his native ſands 
The dragon-ſon of Mona ſtands ; 
In glitt'ring arms and glory dreſt, 
High he rears his ruby crett. 
There che thund'ring ſtrokes begin, 
There the preſs, and there the din; 
Talymaltra's rocky ſhore 
Echoing to the battle's roar, 
Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 
Thou!t:nd banners round him burn: 
Where he points his purple ſpear, 
Hay, haty Rout is there; 
Marking wich mdigaant eye 
Fear to ſtop, and ihame to fly. 
There Contuſion, Terror's child; 
Conflict fierce, and Ruin wild; 
Agony, that pants for breath 
Peipair, and honourable Death, 

2s 


3 2 


$ 7. Ode on the Inftallation of the Duke of 
Crafton. Irregular, GRAY. 


& TY ENCE, avaunt (tis holy ground)! 
« 1 = Comus, and his midnight crew, - 
And Ignorance with looks profound, 
% And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue, 


| 


— -—— —- 


The ſtill ſmall voice of Gratitude.” 


EXTRACTS, 


Mad Sedition's cry profane, 

* Servit1de that hugs her chain; 

Nor iu theſe conſecrated bow'rs 

„Lat painted Flatt'ry h 
„ fow'rs. 

„Nor ny vaſe, nor creeping Gain, 


1“ Dare che Muſe's walk to ſtain, 


* While brizht-cyed Science watches round: 
{© Hence. away, tis holy ground!“ 


com yoacer realms of empyrean day 
Burſts on my ear th' iundignant lay: 

There fir the fainted Sage, the Bard divine 
The few whom Genius gave to ſhine 


Boox I, 


de her ſerpent-train in 


Thio'ev*ry unborn age, and undiſcover'd clime, 


Rapt in celcitial tranſport they; 
Yec hither oft a glance from high 
They ſend of tender ſympathy, 


To bleſs the place where on their op'ning ſoul 


Firſt rhe genuine ardour ſtole. 
'TI'was Milton ſtruck the deep-ton'd ſhell; 


And, as the choral warblings round him {well, 


Ve brown o'cr-arching groves, 


That contemplation loves, 


| Meck Newton's ſelf bends from his ſtate fublime, 
And nods his hoary head, and liſtens to the rhyme, 


„ Where willowy Camus lingers with delight! 


Oft at the bluſh of dawn 
« I] trod your level lawn, 


Oft woo'd the gleam of Cynthia filver-bright 
In cloifters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, 


Melancholy.“ 


„With Freedom by my ide, and foft-eycd 


But, hark! the porrals ſound, and pacing forth, 


{ With folemn ſteps and flow, 


High Potentates, and Dames of royal birth, 


And mitred Fathers, in long order go: 


Great Edward, with the lilies on his brow 
From haughty Gallia torn ; | 
And fad Chatillon, on her bridal morn 


That wept her bleeding love; and princely Clare; 


And Anjou's heroine; and the paler Role, 
The rival of her crown and of her woes; 
And cither Henry there, 


| The murder'd Saint, and the majeſtic Lord 


That broke the bonds of Rome = 


; . . . bl 
(Their cears, their little triumphs o er, 


Their human paſſions now NO more, 
Save Charity, that glows beyond the 
All that on Granta's fruitful plain 
Rich ftreams of regal bounty pour d, 
And bade theſe awful fanes and turrets vie, 
To hail their Fitzroy's feſtal morning come 
And thus they ſpeak in ſoft accord 


The liquid language of the ſkies: 


% What is grandeur > what is pow'r ? 

c Heavier toil, ſuperior pain. 
„What the bright reward we gain? 

« The grateful memory of the Good. 

e Sweet is the breath of vernal ſhow r, 
The bee's collected treaſures ſweet, 

« Sweet muſic's melting fall, but {weeter yet 


Fore 


tomb). 


mo% 


Book ll, D 
Foremoſt, and leaning from her golden cloud, 
The venerable Marg ret ſee ! 
« Welcome, my noble Son (ſhe cries aloud), 
« To this thy kindred train, and me : | 
« Pleas'd in thy lineaments We trace 

« A Tudor's fire, a Beaufort s grace. 

« Thy lib'ral heart, f judging eye, 

« The fſow 'r unheede ſhall deſcry, 

« And bid it round heaven's altars ſhed 

« The fragrance of its bluſhing head : 

« Shall raite from earth the latent gem 
Jo glitter on the diadem. 


« Lo, Granta waits to lead her blooming band, 
Not obvious, not obtruſive, the | 

« No vulgar praiſe, no venal incenſe flings; 

« Nor dares with courtly tongue rehn'd 
« Profane thy inborn royalty of mind: 
« Ge reveres herſelf and thee. | 

« With modeſt pride to grace thy youthful brow 
a Thelaureate wreath, thatCecil wore, ſhe brings, 
« And to thy juſt, thy gentle hand 

« Submits the faſces of her ſway, 

While ſpirits bleſt above, and men below, 
Join with glad voice the loud ſymphonious lay. 
« Thro' the wild waves, as they roar, | 
„Wich watchful eye and dauntleſs mien 

« Thy ſteady courſe of honour kecp, 

& Nor fear the rocks, nor ſeek the ſhore: 

The Star of Brunſwick ſmiles ſcrene, - 

« And gilds the horrors of the deep. 


75. A Prayer for Indifference. GrEVILLE. 


Orr T've implor'd the gods in vain, 4 

And pray'd till I've been weary ; 

For once I'll try my wiſh to gain 2 
Of Oberon the Fairy. 


dweet airy being, wanton ſprite 
That ark ft in woods 3 
Ard 2 Cynthia's filver light 
Tripp'ft gaily o'er the green; 
ter thy pitying heart was mov'd, 
As ancient ftories tell, 
And for th Athenian maid who lov'd. 
Thou ſought' ſt a wondrous ſpell ; 


Oh deign once more t'exert thy pow'r ! 
Haply ſome herb or tree, 1s 
"reign as juice of weſtern flow'r 
Conceals a balm for me. 


I ak no kind return of love, 
A. tempting charm to pleaſe 3 
7 ny the heart thoſe gifts remove 
: a ſighs for peace and eaſe: 
peace nor eaſe the heart e 
Which, like the e 22 
ebe ar the touch of joy or woe, 
ut, turning, trembles too. 


Far as diſtreſs the ſoul can wound, 


Is pain in each d ! 
15 blits but to a 3 
Jond, is agony, . 


- 


IDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 
| Take then this treacherous ſenſe of mine, 


Þ} 


3 
* 


Which dooms me ſtill to fmart; 
Which pleafure can to pain refine, 
To pains new pangs impart. 


Oh hafte to fhed the facred balm ! 
My ſhatter d nerves new ftring ; 

And for my gueſt, ſerenely calm, 
The nymph Indifference bring. 


At her approach, fee Hope, fee Fear, 
See Expectation fly ? 2 

And Diſappointment in the rear, 
That blafts the promis'd joy. 

The tear which pity taught to flow 

The eye ſhall then dhiſown ; 


The heart that melts for others woe 


Shall then ſcarce feel its own. 


The wounds which now each moment blced, 
Each moment then fhall cloſe; 
And tranquil days ſhall ſtilb ſucceed 

To nights of calm repoſe. 
O fairy elf but grant me this, 
This one kind comfort fend ; 
And fo may never-fading bliſs 
Thy flow'ry paths attend ? 
So may the glow-worm's glirnm ring light 
Iny tiny footſteps lead i 


To ſome new region of delight, 


Unknown to mortal tread. 
And be thy acorn goblet fill d 
With heaven's ambroſial dew ; 
Frora ſweeteſt, freſheſt, low*ss diſtili'd, 
Pbat bed freſh ſweets for you. 
And what of life remams for me 
I'll paſs in ſober caſe ; 


| Half-plcas'd, contented will I be, 


Content but halt to pleaſe. 


$ 79. The Fairy's Anjwer to Mrs. Grewville's 
Prayer for Indifference. 
By the Counteſs of . 


W ITHOUT preamble, to my friend 
Theſe haſty lines I'm bid to ſend, 
Or give, if Jem able: | 
I dare not hefitate to ſay, | 
Tho' I have trembled all the day 
It looks ſo like a fable. 


Laſt night's adventure is my theme; 
And ſhould it ſtrike you as a dream, 
Let ſoon its high import | 
Muſt make you own the matter ſuch, 
So delicate, it were too much 


To be compos d in ſport. . - 


. | The moon did ſhine ſerenely bright, 


And ev'ry tar did deck the night, 


While Zephyr fann'd the trees; 
Neo more affail'd my mind's repoſe, 
| Save that yon ſtream, which murmuring flows, 


Did echo to the breeze, 


\Enwrapt in ſolemn thoughts I fate, 


Ye 


Revolving o'er the turns of fate, 
23 
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But ſure I am, the little ſprite | | 
Theſe words, before he took his flight, 


422 ; 
Yet void of hope or fear ; 

When, lo! behold an airy . 

With lighteſt ſteps, and jocund ſong, 
Surpris'd my eye and ear. 

A form ſuperior to the reſt 

His little voice to me addreſs'd, 


of 4 And gently thus began: 


« T've heard ſtrange things from one of you, 
% Pray tell me if you think 'tis true; 
&« Explain it if you can, | 


« Such incenſe has perfum'd my throne ! 
% Such eJoquence my heart has won! 
4 I think I gueſs the hand: 
«© know her wit and beauty too, 
« But why ſhe ſends a pray'r fo new 
& I cannot underſtand. 


Lo light ſome flames, and ſome revive, 


keep ſome others juſt alive, 


Full oft I am implor'd 


1 
„But, with peculiar pow'r 1 
„To ſupplicate for nought” 


« Tis odd, upon my word ! 


6 Tell her, with fruitleſs care I've fought ;. 
% And tho' my realms, with wonders traught, 
& In remedies abound, 
& No grain of cold Indifference 
Was ever yet allied to ſenſe 
„In all my fairy round. 


% The regions of the ſky I'd trace, 
I'd rantack every earthly place, 
„Lach leaf, each herb, each flow'r, 
To mitigate the pangs of fear, 
« Diſpel the clouds of black deſpair, 
& Or lull the reſtleſs hour. 


J would be generous as I'm juſt; 


Rut I obey, as others muſt, 


& "Thoſe laws which fate has made. 


« My tiny kingdom how defend, 


% And what might be the horrid end, 
„ Should man my ſtate invade ? 


« Twould put your mind into a rage, 

% And ſuch unequal war to wage 
“ Suits not my regal duty! 

& dare not change a firſt decree : 

& She's doom'd to pleaſe, nor can be free; 
“ Such is the lot of Beauty!“ 


This ſaid, he darted o'er the plain, 
And after follow'd all his train; 
No glimpſe of him I find: 


Imprinted on my mind. 


ä — 


— 


* 
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9 80. Tbe Beggar's Petition. ANON. 
ITY the forrows of a poor old man, 


+ Whoſe trembling limbs have borne. him to 


your door, 1 "JO8 | | 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan 


Oh give relief, and Heaven will bleſs your tore ! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
|| Theſe tatter'd clothes my poverty beſpeak, 


; Here, as I crav'd a morſel of their bread, 


3 Where ſpreading poplars ſhade the cottage- door, 


And many a furrow in my grief. worn check 


Heaven ſends misfortunes; why ſhould we re. 


| 


Book Il. 


Theſe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen'd years; 
J 


Has been the channel to a flood of tears, 


Yon houſe, erected on the riſin ound 
With tempting aſpect drew me from my road: 
For Plenty there a reſidence has found, * 
And Grandeur a magnificent abode, 


Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor ! 


A pamper'd menial drove me from the door 
To ſeek a ſhelter in an humbler ſhed. 


Oh take me to your hoſpitable dome! 

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold 
Short is my paſſage to the friendly tomb, 
For I am poor, and miſerably old. 


Should I reveal the ſources of my grief, 

If ſoft humanity c'er touch'd your breaſt, _ 
Your hands would not witkhold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity would not be repreſs'd, 


ine; 
Tis Heaven has brought mg to the ſtate you ſee; 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 
The Child of Sorrow and of Miſery, 


A little farm was my paternal lot, 

Then like the lark I ſprightly hail'd the morn; 
But, ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot; 
My cattle died, and blighted was my corn, 


My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 
Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 
Is caſt abandon'd on the world's wide ſtage, 
And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 


My tender wife, ſweet ſoother of my care! 
Struck with ſad anguiſh at the ſtern decree, 
Fell, ling'ring victim to deſpair, 
And left the world M wretchednels and me. 
Pity the ſorrows of a or old man, = {door, 
Whoſe trembling lim have borne him to your 
W hoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan; 
Oh give relicf, and Heaven will bleſs your ſtore! 


* 
— 


— * 


$ 87. Pollio. An Elegiac Ode; written in te 
Mood near R-— Caſile, 1762. M1CKLE, 


Haec Jovem ſentire, Deoſque cunts, 
Spem bonam certamque domun reports, HOR. 


PHE peaceful evening breathes her balm 
; ſtore, — | 
Tphe playful ſchool-boys wanton o'er the green: 


The villagers in ruſtic joy convenc. 


Amid the ſecret windings of the wood, 
With ſolemn Meditation let me ſtray; 

This is the hour when to the wiſe and good 
The hcavenly maid repays the toils of day, 


The river murmurs, and the breathing gale 4 
Whiſpers the penny aria boughs aniong : 

The ſtar of evening glimmers o er the dale, 
And leads the filent hoſt of Heaven . 


How bright, emergi 

. height, G 1 

mpreſs of the night appears 

yoke ia pool rect a ſtream of light, 
And faintly in its breaſt the woodland bears. 

tmbling o'er their rocky bed, 

* — from yon dell reſound; 

The lonely hearths blaze o'er the diſtant glade ; 

The bat, low-wheeling, ſeims the duſky 


ground. 


d hoary, o'er the ſloping dale, 
A Gad abbey rears 1ts ſculptur'd tow rs; 
Dull through the roofs reſounds the whi ſtling gale, 
Dark ſolitude among the pillars low rs. 


| Where yon old trees bend o'er a place of graves, 
And folemn ſhade a chapel's ſad remains, 
Where yon ſeath d poplar through the window 
waves, 5 
And, twining round, the hoary arch ſuſtains; 


There oft, at dawn, as one forgot behind, 

Who longs to follow, yet unknowing where, 
dome hoary ſhepherd, o'er his ſtatf reclin d, 

Pores on the graves, and ſighs a broken pray”r, 


ng o'er yon broom-clad 


Higho'er the piaes, that with their dark ning ſhade 
Surround yon craggy bank, the caſtle rears 

Its crumbling turrets ; till its tow'ry head 
A warlike mien, a ſullen grandeur wears. 


80, midſt the ſnow of age, a'boaſtful air, 
Still on the war-worn veteran's brow attends ; 
drill his big bones his youthful prime declare, 
Tho' trembling o'er the feeble crutch he bends, 


Wild round the gates the duſky wall-flow'rs creep, 
Where oft the knights the beauteous dames 
have led, 
Gone is the bow'r, the grot a ruin'd heap, 
Where bays and ivy-o'er the fragments ſpread. 


Tas here our fires, exulting from the fight, 
Great in their bloody arms, march'd oer the lea, 
Lang their reſcued fields with proud delight! 
Now loſt to them! and, ah ! how chang'd 
to me! 


T bis bank, the river, and the fanning breeze, 
The dear idea of my Pollio bring; 

80 ſhone the moon thro' theſe ſoft nodding trees, 
When here we wander'd in the eves of ſpring. 


When April's ſmiles the flow'ry lawn adorn, 
and modeſt cowlips deck the ſtreamlet's ſide; 
* ea fragrant orchards to the roſcate morn 
8 ori bloom, in heaven's own colours 
yed ; 
do fair a bloſſom gentle Pollio wore, -- 
Theſe were the emblems of his heat 
To him the letter d page diſplay'd its lore, | 
00 lum bright Fancy all her wealth reſign'd; 
wa with her pureſt flames the Muſe endow'd 
des never to thi illiberal thought allied: 
: acred filters led where Virtue glow'd 


lu al ber charms ; he law, he felt, and died. 


ind; 
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But now the hill, the river crown'd wi 


DID ACTIS, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


| 
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O partner of my infant griefs and joys ! | 
Big with the ſcenes now paſt, my heart o'erflows; 


Bids each endearment, fair as once, to riſe, 
And dwells luxurious on her melting woes. 


Oft with the riſing ſun, when life was new, 
Along the woodland have I roam'd with thee; 

Oft by the moon have bruſh'd the evening d&w, bs. 
When all was fearleſs innocence and glee. * | 


The fainted well, where yon bleak hill declines, 
Has oft been conſcigus of thoſe 1 
th pines, 
And fainted well have loſt their cheering 
pow'rs; 
For thou art gone. My guide, my friend! oh 
where, 
Where haſt thou fled, and left me here behind? 
My tend'reſt wiſh, my heart to thee was bare; 
Oh now cut off cach pallage to my mind! 


How dreary is the gulph! how dark, how vcid, 
The trackleſs ſhores that never were repaſs'd ! 
Dread ſeparation ! on the depth untried, 
Hope faulters, and the ſoul recoils aghaſt ! 


Wide round the ſpacious heavens I caſt my eyes: 
And ſhall theſe ſtars glow with immortal fire? 
Still ſhine the lifeleſs glories of the ſkies ? 
And could thy bright, thy living ſoul expire 


Far be the thought! The pleaſures moſt ſublime, 

The glow of friendſhip, and the virtuous tear, 
The tow'ring wiſh that ſcorns the bounds of 
time, 


Chhill'd in this vale of death, but languiſh here. 


So —u_ the vine on Norway's wint'ry land, 
The languid firanger fcebly buds, and dies: 
Yet there's a clime where Virtue ſhall expand 
a? godlike ſtrength beneath her native 
ies | | 


The lonely ſhepher on the mountain's ſide 
With patience waits the roſy opening day; 
The mariner at midnight's darkfome nde 
Wit cheerful hope expects the morning ray: 


Thus I, on life's ſtorm- beaten occan toſs' d, 


In mental viſion view the happy ſhore, 
Where Pollio beckons to the peaceful coaſt, 
Where fate and death divide the friends no 
more ! | | 


Oh that ſome kind, ſome pitying kindred ſhade, 
Whonow perhapdFequents this ſolemn grove, . 
Would tell the awful ſecrets of the dead, 
And from my eyes the mortal film remove! 


Vain is the wiſh—yet ſurely not in vain 


Man's boſom glows with that celeſtial fire 
Which ſcorns earth's luxuries, whjch ſmiles at 
Pain : 
And wings his ſpirit with ſublime deſire! 
To fan this ſpark of heaven, this ray divine, 
Still, O my foul ! till be thy dear employ; 
Still thus to wander thro' the ſhades be thine, 


And ſwell thy breaſt with vikonary joy ! 
Ne | | | 


— 
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So to the daxk-brow'd wood, or ſacred mount, 
In ancient days, the holy ſeers retir'd; | 

And, led in viſion, drank at Siloë's fount, 
While riſing ecſtaſies their boſoms fir'd. 


Reſtor'd creation bright before them roſe, 

The burning deſarts ſmil'd as Eden's plains : 
One friendly ſhade the wolf and lambkin choſe; 
The flow'ry mountain ſung, © Meſſiah reigns!” 


Tho? fainter raptures my cold breaſt inſpire, 
Vetꝰ let me oft frequent this ſolemn ſcene; 
Oft to the abbey's ſhatter'd walls retire, 


What time the moouſhine dimlygleams between. 


There, where the croſs in huary ruin nods, 
And weeping yews o'erſhade the letter d ſtones; 
While midnight ſilence wraps theſe drear abodes, 


And ſoothes me wandering o'er my kindred 


bones 
Let kindled Fancy view the glorious morn, 


When from the burſting graves the juſt ſhall riſe» 


All Nature Boiling; and, by angels borne, 
Mefliah's croſs far blazing o'er the ſkies ! 


8 82. The Tears of Scotland. SMOLLET. 
MeuRN, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 

Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn ! 
Thy ſons, for valour long renown'd, 
Lie ſlaughter'd on their native ground 
Thy bal ende roofs no more 
Invite the ſtranger to the door; 
In ſmoky ruins ſunk they lie, 
The monuments of cruelty. 


The wretched owner ſees, afar, 

His all become the prey of war: 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife; 
Then ſmites his breaſt, and curſes life. 
Thy ſwains are famith'd on the rocks, 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks: 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain; 
Thy infants periſh on'the plain. 

What boots it, then, in ev'ry clime, 
Thro' the wide- ſpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 
Still ſhone with undiminith'd blaze? 
Thy tow'ring ſpirit now is broke, 

Thy neck is bended to the yoke ; 
What foreign arms could never quell, 

By civil rage and rancour fell. 


The ruy „and merry lay, 
No novel cheer the happy day: 
Nofoc cs of gay delight 


Wray winter night: 
but thoſc of forrow flow, 
ht be heard but ſounds of woe; 
hc pale phantoms of the ſlain 
—_ nightly o'er the filent plain. 
aneful cauſe, oh fatal morn, 

BF urs'd to ages yet unborn ! 

The ſons againſt their fathers ſtood ; 
The parent ſhed his children's blood, 
Yet, when the rage of battle ceas d, 
The victor's ſoul was not appeas'd : 
The naked and forlorn mutt feel 


Devouring flames, and murd'ring ſteel ! bl 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| | g / Thy glitt'ring colours gay 


| Shine, Goddeſs, ſhine with unremitted ray, I dayt 


4 


That guiltleſs ſtrikes the willing heart, 


| + Fear not-now wild Paſſion's rage; 


Book II. 
The pious mother doom'd to death | 
Forſaken, wanders o'er the heath; 
The bleak wind whiſtles round her head 
Her helpleſs orphans cry for breaq ; * 
Bereft of ſhelter, food, and friend, 

She views the ſhades of night deſcend: 
And, ftretch'd beneath th' inclement Cie 
Weeps o'er her tender babes, and dies, 


Whilſt the warm blood bedews my veins 
And unimpair'd remembrance reigns ; ; 
Reſentment of my country's fate, 
Within my filial breaſt ſhall beat; 
And, ſpite of her inſulting foe, 

My ſympathizing verſe ſhall flow: 
Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn !” 


XF 8 83. Ode to Mirth. SMOLLET. 


PARENT of joy]! heart-eaſing Mirth? 

Whether of Venus or Aurora born!“ 

Vet Goddeſs ſure of heavenly birth, 
Viſit benign a ſon of Grief forlorn ; 


Around him, Mirth, diſplay ; 
And o'er his raptur'd ſeuſe 
- Diffuſe thy living influence; 
So ſhall each hill, in pure: green array'd 
) * : 
And flower-adorn'd in new-born beauty glow; 
The groye ſhall ſmooth the horrors of the 
fade, | | 
And ſtreams in murmurs ſhall forget to flow; 


And gild (a ſecond ſun) with brighter beam our 
Labour with thee forgets his pain, 
And aged Poverty can ſmile with thee; 
If thou be nigh, Grief s hate is vain, 
And weak th' uplifted arm of tyranny. 

The morning opes on high 

His univerſal eye; 

And on the world doth pour 

| His ghorics in a golden ſhowr. 
7 Lo! Darkneſs trembling fore the hoſtilerar, 
Shrinks to the cavern deep and wood forlorn: 

The brood obſcene, that own her gloomy 
| ſway, | 
| Troop in her rear, and fly th' approach of morn. 
Pale ſhiv'ring ghoſts, that dread th all-cheering 
5 light, | | [night, 
Quick as the lightning's flaſh glide to ſepulchral 


But whence the gladd'ning beam 
That pours his purple ſtream 
Oeer the long proſpect wide? 

Tis Mirth. I fee her fit. 
In majeſty of light, | 
With Laughter at her fide. 
Bright-eyed Fancy hovering near | 
Wide waves her glancing wing in aur; 
And young Wit flings his pointed dart, 


Fear not now Afffiction's pow r, 


Nor fear ye aught, in evil hour, 


Save the tardy hand of Age. 


Now 


BooKk ll. 


heard the ſuppliant Poet's pray r: 
acre? 3 the blaſt Mal vex the Goubled 
m_ 
— ro | 
84. Ode to Leven Water. SMOLLET, 
Leven's banks, while free to rove, 
And tune the rural pp. wo love, 
| envied not the happieſt iwain | | 
That ever trod th' Arcadian plain. 
Pure ſtream ! in whoſe tranſparent wave 


My youthful limbs I wont to lave ; 
No torrents 


| 


ſtain thy limpid ſource, 
No rocks impede thy dimpling courſe, 
That ſweetly warbles o'er its bed, 
With white, round, poliſh'd pebbles ſpread; 
While, lightly pois d, the ſcaly brood | 
In myriads cleave thy cryſtal flood: 
The ſpringing trout, in ſpeckled pride; 
The ſalmon, monarch of tite tide z 
The ruthleſs pike, intent on war; 
The filver eel and mottled par. 
Derolring from thy parent lake, 
A charming maze thy waters make, 
By bow'rs of birch, and groves of pine, 
And hedges, flower'd with eglantine. 

Still on thy banks, ſo gaily green, 
May num'rous herds and flocks be ſeen; 
And lafſes, chanting o'er the pail 3 
And ſhepherds piping in the dale; 
And ancient faith, that knows no pulle 
And induſtry, imbrown'd with toil; 
And hearts refolv'd, and hands prepar'd, 
The bleſſings they enjoy to guard. 


( 8s. Songe to Alla, Lorde of the Caflel of Bry- 
fee yune daies of yore. From CHATTER- 
TON, under the name of ROW LEY. 


0! thou, ort what remaynes of thee, 
Ella, the darlynge of futurity, 
Len thys mie ſonge bolde as thic courage be, 


As everlaſtynge to poſteritye. | | 
Whanne Dacya's ſonnes, whoſe hayres of bloude- 
e hue 5 (ing duc, 
Lyche kynge· cuppes braſtynge wythe the morn- 
Taung'd ynne dreare arraie, Sage 
Upponne the lethale daie, ; 


Spredde farre and wyde onne Watchets ſhore 
Than dyddſt thou furiouſe ſttande, 
And bie thie valyante hande 

Beeſprengedd all the mecs wythe gore. 
Drawne bie thyne anlace felle, 

Downe to the depthe of helle 

landes of Dacyanns went ; 
Thrane, menne of myghte, 
Ydar'd the bloudie fyghte, 
And actedd deeds ful quent, | 
> thou, whereer (chie bones att reſte) 

Wien e Spryte to haunte delyghteth beſte, 

0 "TUpponne the bloude-embrewedd pleyne, 
bare thou kennſt from farre 
bngeg ll crye of warre, _ | 
n lomme mountayne made of corſe of ſleynez 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


Orr ſeeſt the hatchedd ſtede, 
Ypraunceynge o'er the mede, 

And neighe to be amenged the poynctedd ſpeeres; 
Orr yune blacke armoure ſtaulke arounde 
Embattel'd Bryſtowe, once thie grourde, 

And glowe ardurous onn the Caſtle ſtecres ; 


Or fierye round the mynſterr glare 


Let Bryſtowe ſtylle be made thie care; 


Guardeytt fromme ſoemenne & conſumynge fyre; 
Lyche Avones ſtreme enſyrke ytte rounde, 
Ne lette a flame enharme the grounde, 


— 
» 


Tragedie; or, The Dethe of Syr 
Charles Bawain. 
CHATTERTON, ander the name of Row LEY. 


FHE featherd ſongſter chaunticleer 
Had wounde hys bugle horne, 


$ $6. Briflowwe 


þ 


| And told the earlie villager 
| The commynye of the morne; 


[Ky Edwarde ſawe the rudie ſtreakes 


Ot lyghte edlypſe the greie; 

And herde the caven's crokynge throte 
Proclayme the fated daie. a 

Thou rc ryght,“ quod hee, (for, by the Godde 
„That ſyttes enthron'd on hyghe, 


Charles Eawdin, and his fellowes rwaine 


« To- daie ſhall ſurelie die.“ 5 


| Then wythe a jugge of navpy ale 


His Kryghtes dydd onne hymm waite; | 


IJ Goes cell the traytour thatt-to-daic 


« Hee leaves thys mortall ſtate,” 


Syr Canterlone thenne bendedd lowe, 

'Wythe hart brymm-fulle of woe; 

Hee journey d to the caltle-gate, 

And to Syr Charles dydd gore. g 
But wheune hee came, his children twaine, 
And eke hys lovynge wyfe, 

Wythe brinic tears dy dd wett the floore, 
For goode Syr Cuarleses lyfe. 


O goode Syr Charles!” ſayd Canterlone, 
6 Badde tydyng: I doe brynge.” 5 
6 cSpeke boldlie, manne,” fad brave Syr Charles, 
„ Whatte ſays thie troyter Kyage ?” 
« I greeve to telle, before yonne ſonne 
Does fromme the welkinuc he, 
« Hee hath uponne hys honour ſworne 
«© Thatt thou ſhalt ſurelic die.“ 


Tm Wee all muſt die,” quod brave Syr Charles; 


O Of thatte I'm not affcari- : 


I « What bootes to iyve a little hace? 


| * Thanke Jeſu, ['m prepar'd. 

Butt telle thye kvnge, for myne hee 's not, 
« I'de ſooner die to-dud 
T hanne lyve !:ys tleve, as manic are, 
„ Tho' 1 ſhould lyve 17 aic,” 
Thenne Canterlone hee dedd goe out, 

To telle the manor ſtraite 
To gett all thynges yune reddyreſs 


Lad 
A 


* 


For goode Syr Charleses fate. 


Thenne 


425 


Tylle ynne one flame all the whole worlde expyre. 


426 
Thenne Maifterr Canvnge ſaughte the kynge, 


And felle down onne hys knee; 
® I'm come,” quod hee, “ unto your grace 
„To move your clemencye.“ 


| Thenne quod the kynge, “ Your tale ſpcke out, 


„ You have been much oure friende; 
Whatever youre requeſt may bee, 
« We wylle to ytte attende,” 


6 


My nobile liege! all my requeſt 
« Ys for a nobile knyghte, 
&« Who, tho' may hap he has donne wronge, 


He thoghte ytte ſtylle was ryghte : 


Hee has a ſpouſe and children twaine, 
« Alle rewyn'd are for aie; 

Vff thatt you are reſolv'd to lett 

« Charles Bawdin die to daie.” 


« Speke nott of ſuch a traytour vile, 
„The kynge ynne fury fayde; _ 
Before the ev'ning ſtarre doth ſheene, 
% Bawdin ſhall looſe hys hedde : 


Juſtice does loudlie for hym calle, 

And hee ſhall have hys mcede : | 
66 Speke, Maiſter Canynge ! whatte thynge elſe 
« Att preſent doe you neede?“ 1 
« My nobile liege!“ goode Canynge ſayde, 

« Leave juſtice to our Godde, | 
And laye the yronne rule aſyde; 

«-Be thyne the olyve rodde. 


„Was Godde to ſerche our hertes and reines, 
« The beſt were ſynners grete; 

1 Chriſt's vycarr only knowes ne ſynne, 
« Ynne alle thys mortall ſtate. 


co 


6. 
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« Lett mercie rule thyne infante reigne, 
« *Twylle faſte thye crowne fulle ture 
From race to race thy familie 

« Alle fov'reigns ſhall endure: 


66 


„ But yff wythe bloode ann ſlaughter thou 
„ Beginne thy infante reigne, 
« Thy crowne uponne thy childrennes brows 
„ Wye never lonng remayne.”” 
% Canynge, awaic ! thys traitour vile 
„Has ſcorn'd my pover and mec; 
% Howe canſt thou thenne for ſuch a manne 
% Intreate my clemencve?“ 
« My nobile liege! the truly brave 
« Wylle val'rous actions prize, 
« Reſpect a brave and nobile mynde, 
« Altho' ynne enemies. 1 
Canynge, awaie ! By Godde ynne Heav'n 
„That dydd mee beinge gyve, 
I wylle nott taſte a bitt of breade 
% Whilk thys Syr Charles dothe lyve. 
By Marte, and all Seinctes ynne Heav'n, 
« Thys ſunne ſhall be hys laſte. 
Thenne Canynge dropt a brinic tcare, 
And from the preſence paſte. | | 
With herte brymm-fulle of gnawynge grief, 
Hee to Syr Charles dydd goe, 5 
And ſatt hymm downe uponne a ſtoole, 
And tgaics beganne to flowe. 


- 


o 


— * 
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Lay 
* 


Boo x n 


yr Charles; 
whenne? 
fate 


* We all muſt die,” quod brave 8 

Watte bootes ytte howe or 

Dethe ys the ſure, the certaine 
© Of all wee mortal] menne. 


c . " . . 
; dare why, my friend, thie honeſt ſoul 
Runns overr att thyne cye; 


Is ytte for my moſt welcome doome 


„ Thatt thou doſt child-lyke crye?” 


Quod godlie Canynge, „I doe weepe, 


„ "Thatt thou ſoe loone muſt dye, 
And leave thy ſonnes and helplets wyfe; 
« *Tys thys thatt wettes myne eye.“ : 
« Thenne drie the teares thatt out thyne eye 
From godlic fountaines ſprynge; 
Dethe J deſpiſe, and alle the pow'r 
„Of Edwarde, traytor kynge. 


Whan throgh the tyrant's welcom means 
I ſhall rebgne my lyfe, 

The Godde ] ſerve wrllc ſoon provyde | 
For bothe myc ſonnes and wyte. 
Before I ſawe the lyghtſome ſunne, 

« Thys was appointed mee; 

Shall mortal manne repyne or grudge 

* Whatt Godde ordeyncs to bee; 
Howe oft ynne battaile have I ſtoode, 
“Wuhan thouſands dy'd around; 
Whan ſmokynge ſtreems of crimſon bloode 
Imbrewꝰd the fatten'd grounde! 


How dydd I knowe that ev'ry darte, 
That cutte the airie waie, | 
Myghte nott finde paſſage toc my harte, 
And cloſe myne eyes tor aie ? 

And ſhall I now, for feere of dethe, 

« Looke wanne and bee dyſmayde ? 


c 


LS 


c 


c 
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** 
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— 
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1 


* 


“Ne! fromm my herte flic childyſhe feerg 


ge alle the manne diſplay'd. 


Ah, goddelyke Henrie ! Godde forefende, 
& And guarde tacc and thye ſonne, 

«© Yf'tis hys wylle; but yff tis nott, 

« \hy thenne hys wylle be donne. 

My honeſte friende, my faulte has beene 
Po ferve Godde and mye prynce; 
And thatt I no tyme-ſerver am, 

« My dethe wylle foone convynce. 


c 


LS 


LS 
LS 


* 
* 


„ 
LAY 


Ynne Londonne citye was I borne, 
Of parents of grete note; 

« Ny fadre dydd a nobile arms 

» Emblazon onne ys cote: 


«© I make ne doubte butt hee ys gore 

« Where foone I hape to yore; 
„M' here wee for ever ſhall bes bleſt, 

« From oute the reech of wor : 
« Hee taught mee juſtice and the Jaws 
« Wyrth pitic to unite; 3 
And cke hee taughte mee howe to Rs 
„The wronge caute fromm the ryghte: 
Hee taughte mee wythe a prudent hande 
« To feede the hungric pocre, | 
Ne lette mye ſervants drive awate 
The hungric fromme my 6907s 3 


«6 


* 


0 
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11 Ani! 


Book II. 


And none can faye, butt all mye lyfe 
4% have hys wordyes kept; 8 
« And ſumm'd the actyonns of the daie 

« Eche nyghte before 1 ſlept. 


bare a ſpouſe, goe aſke of her 
y Ie her bedde ? 
« | have a kynge, and none can laie 
« Blacke treaſon onne my hedde. 
Lent, and onne the holie eve, 
6 3 fleſhe I dydd refrayne; _ 
« Whie ſhould I thenne appeare diſmay'd 
« To leave thys worlde of payne ? 
« Ne! hapleſs Henrie ! I rejoyce, 
1 tall ne ſee thye dethe; 
« Moſte willynglie in thye juſt cauſe 
« Doe I reſign my brethe. | 


„oh fickle people! rewyn'd londe 


Thou wylt kenne peace ne moe; 


« Saie, were ye tyr'd of godlie peace, 
« And godlie Henrie's reigne, 


« For thoſe of bloude and peyne ? 


« And mangled by a hynde, 
do defye the traytor's pow'r, 
« Hee can ne harm my mynde z 
# Whatte tho', uphoiſted onne a pole, 
« Mye lymbes ſhall rotte ynne ayre, 
And ne ryche monument of braſſe 
Charles Bawdin's name ſhall bear; 


„Vet ynne the holie booke above, 
« Whyche tyme can't cate awai, 

« There wythe the ſcrvants of the Lorde 
« Mye name ſhall lyve for aie. 


„ Thenne welcome dethe ! for lyfe cterne 


« I leve thys mortall lyfe ; 


* 


* Mye ſonnes and lovynge wyfe! 


* Farewell, vayne worlde, and a!le that's deare, 


Now dethe as welcome to mee comes, 
As Cer the month of Maie ; 15 
Nor woulde I even wyſhe to lyve, 
* Wyth my dere web to ſtate.” 


Gad Canynge, « Tys a goodlie thynge | 


* To bee prepar'd to dic; 


* And from thys worlde of peyne and grefe 


To Godde ynne heaven to flie.“ 


And nowe the bell beganne to tolle, 
nd claryonnes to ſounde; 

byr Charles hee herde the horſes feete 

A prauncying onne the grounde : 

And juſte before the officers, 

IN lovynge wyfe came ynne, 

V oge unfeigned teeres of woe, 
Vythe loude and dyſmalle dynne. 

Sweet Florence! 


„ Ynne qui 8 . 
inne quiet lett mee die: 
# Praie G 4 


# F Maye locke onne dethe as 


DIDACTI C, 


« Whyle Richard's ſonnes exalt themſelves, 
« Thye brookes wythe bloude wylle flowe. 


« Thatt you dydd choppe youre eaſie daics 


« Whatte tho' I onne a fledde bee drawne, 


nowe I praie forbere, 


odde, that ev'ry Chriſtian ſoule 


DESCRIPTIVE, Kc. 


22 


« Sweet Florence ! why theſe brinie teeres? 
« Theye waſhe my ſoule awaie, 
« And almoſt make mee wyſhe for lyfe, 
©« Wyth thee, ſweete dame, to ſtaie. , 
« ”Tys but a journie I ſhalle goe 
6 Ces the lande of blyſſe; 
© Nowe, as a proofe of huſbande's love, 
« Receive thys holie kyſſe.“ 


Thenge Florence, fault'ring ynne her ſaie, 

Trgnblynge theſe wordyes ſpoke, x 
cruele Edwarde |! bloudie kynge ! 
herte ys welle nyghe broke : 


weete Syr Charles! why wylt thou gae, 
Fythoute thye lovynge wyfe! \ 

cruelle axe that cuttes thye necke, 

it cke ſhall ende mye lyfe.“ 


And we the officers came ynne 
TEBrynge Syr Charles awaie, 


Etarncdd toe his lovyoge wyfe, 

thus toc her dydd fate ; 

to ly fe, and nott to dethe 

ruſte thou ynne Godde above, 

ad tcache thye ſonnes to feare the Lorde, 
«© And ynne theyre hertes hym love: 


© Teache them to runne the nobile race 
« 'Thatt I theyre fader runne: 
„Florence! ſhould dethe thee take—adicy ! 
« Yee offieers, lead onne.“ 


Thenne Florence rav'd as anie madde, 
And dydd her treſſes tere; 


„Oh! ſtaic, my huſbande ] lorde! and lyfe!“ 


Syr Charles thenne dropt a teare. 


Tyll tyredd oute wyth ravynge loud, 
Shee fellen onne the flore; 


| Syr Charles exerted alle hys myghte, 


And march'd fromm oute the d.re, 


Uponne a ſledde hee mounted thenne, 
Wythe lookes fulle brave and ſwete; 
Lookes, thatt enſhoone ne moe concern 
| Thanne anic ynne the ſtrete. 


Before hym went the council-menne, 
Vnne ſcarlette robes and polde, 

And taſſils ſpanglynge ynne the ſunne, 
Muche glorious to bcholde :. 


The Frecrs of Seincte Auguſtyne next 
Appeared to the ſyghte, 


Alle cladd ynne homelie ruſſett weedes, 


Of godlic monkyth plyglite: 


| Ynne diffraunt partes a godlic pſaume 


_ Mokte ſweetlic theye dydd chaunr ; 
Behynde theyre backes ſyx mynſtrelles came, 
Who tun'd the ſtrunge bataunt. 


Thenne fyve-and-twentye archers came; 
Echone the bowe dyyd bende, 

From reſcue of kynge Henries friends 
Syr Charles forr to defend. 


Bold as a lyon came Syr Charles, 
Drawne onne a clothe-layde ſledde, 


Bye two blacke ſtedes ynne trappynges white, 


N 


Wyth plumes uponne theyre hedde: 


. 


Behynde 
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ELEGANT 


Behynde hym five-and-twentye moe 
Of archers ſtronge and ſtoute 
as Ho bended bowe cchone ynne hande, 
arched ynne goodhe rqute: 


Seincte Jameses Freers marched next, 


Echone hys parte dydd chaunt ; 
Behynde theyre backes ſyx mynſtrelles came, 
Who tun'd the ſtrunge bataunt: 


Thenne came the maior and eldermenne, 
Ynne clothe of ſcarlett deckt; 

And theyre attendvng menne echone, 
Lyke Eaſternę princes trickt : 


And after them a multitude ' 
Of citizens dydd thronge ; | 
The wyndowes were all full of heddes, 
As hee dydd paile alonge. 


And whenne hee came to the hyghe croſſe, 
Syr Charles dydd turne and fate, 

O Thou, thatt ſaveſt manne fromme ſynne, 
« Wathe mye ſoule clean thys daie.“ 


Att the grete mynſter windowe ſat 
The kynge ynne mycle ſtate, 
To ſee Charles Bawdin goe alonge 

To hys moſt welcom Gre . 


Soon as the ſleede drewe nvghe enowe, 
Thatt Edwarde hee myghte heare, 

The brave Syr Charles hee dydd ſtande uppe, 
And chus hys wordes declare: 


« Thou ſceſt mee, Edwarde ! traytour vile 
« Expos'd to infamie ; 

c But be aſſur d, diſloyall manne ! 
I'm greaterr nowe thanne thee, 


& Bye foule proceedyngs, murdre, bloude, 
„Thou weareft nowe a crowne ; 

«@ And haſt appoynted mee to dyc, 
„By power nott thyne one. 


% Thou thynkeſt I ſhall dye to-daic; 
J have beene dede 'till nowe, 

“ And ſoone fhall lyve to wearc a crowne 
« For ale uponne my browe : 


« Whylſt thou, perhapps for ſome few yeares, 


« Shalt rule thys fickle lande, | 
& To lett them knowe howe wyde the rule 
« *'Twixt kynge and tyrant hande : 


“% Thye po unjuſt, thou traytour ſlave ! 
% Shall falle onne thy owne hedde.” 

Fromm out of hearyng of the kynge 
Departed thenne the ſledde. | 


| Kynge Edwarde's ſoule ruſh'd to hys face 


Hee turn'd his head awaie, 


And to hys broder Glouceſter 


Hee thus dydd ſpeke and faic : 


To him that foe-much-dreaded dethe 
Ne ghaſtlie terrors brynge, 

* Beholde the manne ! hee ſpake the truthe, 
« Hee's greater than a kynge ! | 


——_ — — — — 


EXTRACTS, Book Il. 


* So lett hym die! Duke Rich 
| ard ſayde; 
And maye echone our focs * 
* Bende downe theyre neckes to bloudie exe 
“And feede the carryon erowes.“ : 


And now the horſes gentlie drewe 
Syr Charles uppe the hyghe hylle! 

The exe dydd glyſterr ynne che unne, 
Hys pretious bloude to ſpylle. 


Syr Charles dydd uppe the ſcaffold goe, 

As uppe a gilded carre 

Of victorye, bye val'rous chiefs 
Gayn'd in the bloudie warre: 


And to the people hee dydd ſaie, 
* Beholde you ſee mee dye, 

“ For 44 loyally mye kynge, 
% Mye kynge moſt rightfuſlic, 

« As longe as Edwarde rules thys lande, 
„Ne quiet you wylle knowe ; 

« Your ſonnes and huſbandes ſhall be ſlayne, 
And brookes wythe bloude ſhalle flowe, 


% You leave youre goode and lawfulle kynge, 
„ Whenne ynae adverſitye; 

“ Lyke mee, untoe the true cauſe ſtycke, 
And for the true cauſe dye.“ 


Thenne hee, wyth precſtes, uponne hys knec, 
A pray'r to Godde dydd make, 

Beſeechynge hym unto hymſelfe 
Hys partynge ſoule to take. 

Then kneelynge downe, he layd hys hecde 
Moſt ſeemlic onne the blocke ; 

Whyche fromme hys bodie fayre at once 

| The able heddes- manne ftroks ! 


And oute the bloude beganne to flowe, 
And rovnde the ſcaffolde twyne ; 

And tearcs, enow to walhe't awaie, 
Dydd flowe fromme each mann's eyne. 


The bloudie exe hys bodic fayre 
Ynnto foure parties cutte ; 

And ev'rye parte, and eke hys hedde, 

Uponne a pole was putte. 

One parte dydd rotte onne Kynwulph-hylle, 
One onne the mynſter-tower, 

And one from off the caſtle- gate 
The crowen dydd devoure : 


The other onne Seyncte Powle's goode gate, 
A dreery ſpeQtacle; _ 

Hvs hedde was plac'd onne the hyghe croſſe, 
Ynne hyghe-ftreete moſt nobile. 


Thus was the end of Bawdin's fate: 
Godde proſper long our kynge, 

And grant hee may, wyth Bawdi 5 ſoule, 
Ynne heaven Godd's mercie ſynge ! 


$ 87. The Mynſtrelles Songe in Alla, a Tra- 
| gycal Enterlude, CHAT TER TOR, &c. 
O Synge untoe my roundcelaie, | 

O] droppe the brynic teare wythe mee, 
Daunce ne moe atte hallie date, 


Lycke a reynynge 1 ryver bee; 


1 Running. Mie 


or U. DIDACTIC, 


love dedde, . 
— ad, wv deathe-beddey 


Al under the wyllowe tree, 


ne 2 as the wyntere nyght, 
ny z as the ſommer ſnowe, 
Rodde hys face as the mornynge lyghte, 
Cale he [yes yane the grave belowe ; 
ie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Bo 


dwote hys tongue as the throſtles note, 
Quycke ynne daunce as thought cann bee, 
Vene hys taboure, codgelle ſtote, 
0! hee lys bie the wyllowe tree: 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys deathe bedde, 

Al under the wyllowe tree ; 


Harke! the ravenne flappes hys wynge, 
In the bricred dell belowe ; 


DESCRIPTIVE; &c. 


Harke! the dethe-owle loude dothe ſynge, | 


To the nyghte-mares as heie goe ; 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree : 


dee! the whyte moone ſheenes onne hie; 
Whyterre ys mie true loves ſhroude ; 
Whyterre yanne the mornynge ſkic, 
Whyterre yanne the evenynge cloude; 
Mie love ys dedde, : | 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 
Heere, upon mie true loves grave, 
Schalle the baren fleurs be layde, 
Nee one hallie ſeyncte to ſave 
Al the celneſs of a myade. 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


VWythe mie hondes I'll dent the brieres 
Kounde hys hallie corſe to gre, 
Oupnante fairic, lyghte your fyres, 
llcere mic boddie ſtylle ſchalle bee. 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Comme, wythe acorne-c and thorne 
Drayne mie hartys blolde s ; 
Lyle & all yttes goode I ſcorne, 
Daunce bie nete, or feaſte by daie. 
Mie love ys dedde, | 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Water wytches, crownede wythe reytes 4, 


[© mee to yer leathalle tyde. 


Te comme; mie true love waytes, 


4 


— 
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$ 88. Chorus in Goddwyn, a Tragedie. 


HATTERTON, &c. 
WHAN Freedom, dreſte yn blodde-ſteyned 
veſte, 
To everie knyghte her warre-ſonge ſunge, 
U ponne her hedde wylde wedes were ſpredde; 
A gorie anlace by her honge. h 
She daunced onne the heathe ; 
She hearde the voice of deathe; 
| Pale-eyned affryghte, hys harte of ſylver hue, 
In vayne aſſayled 5 her boſome to acale 63 
Spc hearde onflemed 7 the ſhriekynge voiceof woe, 
And ſadneſſe ynne the owlette ſhaks the dale. 
| She ſhooke the burled 8 ſpeere, 
On hie ſhe jeſte 9 her ſheelde, 
Her foemen 10 all appere, 
And flizze 11 along the feelde, 
Power, wythe his heafod 12 ſtraught 13 ynto 
the ſkyes, | 
Hys ſpeere a ſonne-beame, and his ſheelde a ſtarre, 
Alyche 14 twaie 15 brendeyng 16 gronfyres 17 
rolls hys eyes, war. 
Chaftes 18 with hys yronne feete and ſoundes to 
She ſyttes upon a rocke, 
| She bendes before hys tpeere, 
She ryſes from the ſhocke, 
Wieldyng her own yn ayre. 
Harde as the thonder dothe ſhe drive ytte on, 
Wytte ſcillye 19 wympled 20 gies 21 ytte to hys 


crowne, s gon, 


Hys longe ſharpe ſpeere, hys ſpreddyng ſheelde 


He falles, and fallynge rolleth thouſandes down. 
War, goare-faced war, bie envie burld 22, 
| ariſt 23, 

Hys fecric heaulme 24 noddynge to the ayre, 
Tenne bloddicarrowes ynne his ſtreynynge fyſte— - 


„ W * W - | 


| 8 89. Grongar Hill, DxER. 
GILENT Nymph ! with curious eye, 
Who, the purple evening, lie 

On the mountain's lonely van, 
| Beyond the noiſe of buſy man, 
Painting fair the form of things, 
While the yellow linnet fings ; 

Or the tuneful nightingale | 
| Charms the foreſt with her tale ; 
Come, with all thy various hues, 
Come, and aid thy ſiſter Muſe. 
Now, while Phoebus riding high, 
Gives luſtre to the land and ſky, 
Grongar Hill invites my ſong, 
! Draw the landſcape bright and ſtrong, 
Grongar ! in whoſe moſly cells, | 
Sweetly muſing Quin dwells ; 
Grongar ! in whoſe filent ſhade, 


ä 


the damſelſe ſpake, and dyed. For the modeſt Muſes made, 

4 — 3 Complexion, 4 Water-flags. 5 Endeavoured, 6 Freeze. 7 Undiſmayed. 
13 "aL ae 9 Hoiſted on high, raiſed. 10 Foes, enemies. 11 Fly. 12 Head. 
19 Cloſel. 14 Like. 15 Two. 16 Flaming. 17 Meteors. 18 Beats, ſtamps. 

. Mautled, covered. 22 Armed. 


21 Guides. 


23 Atoſe, 24 Helmet. 
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So oft I have, the evening ſtill 

At the fountain of a rill, 

Sat upon a flow'ry bed, 

With my hand beneath my head, 

While ſtray d my eyes o'er Towy's flood, 
Over mead and over wood, 
From houſe to houſe, from hill to hill, 
Till Contemplation had her fill. 

About his chequer'd ſides I wind, 
And leave his brooks and meads behind 
And groves and grottos, where I lay, 
And viſtos ſhooting beams of day. 
Wide and wider ſpreads the vale, 

As circles on a ſmooth canal : 

The mountains round, unhappy fate! 
Sooner or later, of all height, 

Withdraw their ſummits from the ſkies, 
And leſſen as the others rife. N 
Still the proſpect wider ſpreads, 

Adds a thoufand woods and mecads ; 

Still it widens, widens ſtill, 

And ſinks the ncwly-riſen hill. 

Now I gain the mountain's brow; 
What a landſcape hes below ! 

No clouds, no vapours, intervene 
But the gay, the open ſcene ? 
Does the face of Nature ſhew 

In all the hues of heaven's bow; 
And, ſwelling to embrace the light, 
Spreads around beneath the fight. 

Old caſtles on the cliffs ariſe, 
Proudly tow'ring in the ſkies; 
Ruſhing from the woods, the ſpires 
Seem from hence aſcending fires : 
Half his beams Apollo ſheds 
On the, yellow mountain-heads, 
Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 
And glitters on the broken rocks. 

Below me trees unnumber'd rife, 
Beautiful in various dyes : 

The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 
The yellow beech, the ſable yew : 
The ſlender fir that taper grows, 


The ſturdy oak with broad-ſpread boughs ; 


And, beyond the purple grove, 

HFaunt of Phillis, queen of love! 

Gaudy as the op'ning dawn, 

Lies a long and level lawn, 

On which a dark hill, ſteep and high, 
Holds and charms the wand'ring eye. 
Deep are his feet in Towy's flood; 

His tides are cloth'd with waving wood; 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 
That caſt an awful look below; 
Whoſe ragged walls the ivy creeps, 
And with her arms from falling re: 
So both a ſafety from the wind 

On mutual deperdance find. 

Tis now the raven's Heak abode, 
Tis now th' apartmentof the toad; 
And there the fox ſecurely feeds, 

And there the pois' nous adder breeds, 
Conccal'd in ruins, moſs, and weeds z 
While, ever and anon, there falls 
Huge heaps ot hoary muvider'd walls. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
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Yet time has ſeen, that lifts the! 
And level lays the lofty — 4 1 


Has ſeen this broken pile complete, 


Big with the vanity of ſtate: 
But tranſient is the ſmile of Fate! 
A lttle rue, a little ſway, 
A ſun-beam in a winter's day, 
Is all the proud and mighty have 
Between the cradle and the grave, 
And ſee the rivers, how they run 


Thro' woods and meads, in ſhade and fan þ 


Sometimes ſwift, ſometimes flow, 
Wave ſucceeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep, 
Like human life, to endleſs ſleep ! 
Thus is Nature's veſture wrought, 
To inftre& our wand'ring thought 
Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 
To diſperſe our cares away. 
Ever charming, ever new, 
When will the landſcape tire the view! 
The fountain's fall, the river's flow, 
The woody vallies, warm and low; 
The windy ſummit, wild and high, 
Roughly ruſhing on the {kv ! 
The pleaſant ſeat, the ruin'd tow'r, 
The naked rock, the ſhady bow'r; | 
The town and village, dome and farm; 
Each give each a double charm, 
As pearls upon an Ethiop's arm. 


See on the mountain's ſouthern ſide, 
Where the proſpect opens wide, 
Where the evening gilds the tide, 

How cloſe and ſmall the hedges lie! 

What ſtreaks of meadows croſs the eye! 

A ftep, methinks, may paſs the fiream, 

So little diſtant dangers feem : 

So we miſtake the future's face, 

Eyed thro' Hope's deluding glaſs. 

As yon ſummits ſoft and fair, 

Clad in colours of the air, 

Which, to thoſe who journey near, 

Barren, brown, and rough appear; 

Still we tread the ſame coarſe way; 


| The preſent's ftill a cloudy day. 


O may I with myſelf agree, 
And never covet what I ſee ! 
Content me with a humble ſhade, 
My paſſions tam'd, my wiſhes laid] 
For while our wiſhes wildly roll, 
We baniſh quiet from the ſoul: 
Tis thus the buſy bear the air, 
And miſers gather wealth and care, 
Now, e'en now, my joys run high, 
As on the mountain turf I lie; 
While the wanton zephyr ſings, 
And in the vale perfumes his wings; 
While the waters murmur deep ; 
While the ſhephcrd charms his ſucep; 
While the birds unbounded ,. 
And with muſic fill the ky, | 
Now, e'en now, my Joys run gh 
Be full, ye courts ! be great 0 wills 


Search for peace with all your ; c 


Boos Il. 
wide the lofty doors 


on the maible floor: 
* ſearch, ſhe is not mw j 
In vain ye ſearch the domes of Care 
Graſs and flowers Quiet treads, 
On the meads and mountain-hcads, 
Along with Pleaſure cloſe allied, 
Ever by each _ ſide 8 oe An | 

by the murm ri 5 

= de b, while all is fill | 
Withia the groves of Grongar Hill. 


* 


— 


990 A Monody on the Death of his Lady. 


By GeoRGE Lord LYTTLETON. 


« 13+ cava ſolans aegrum teſtudine amorem, 
6 Te, evicis conjux, te ſolo in litrore ſecum, 
re yeniente die, te decedente canebat. 


AT length eſcap'd from ev ry human eye, 
From ev'ry duty, ev ry Care, 3 
Tua in my mournful thoughts might claim a ſhare, 
Or force my tears their flowing ſtream to dry; 
P-cath the gloom of this embow'ring ſhade, 
This lone retreat, for tender ſorrow made, 
I now may give my burden'd heart relief, 

And pour forth all my ſtores of grief; 
Of grief furpatſing every other woe, 
Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love 

Can on th' ennobled mind beſtow, 

Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 
Our groſs defires, melegant and low. 


Ye tufted groves, ve gently-falling rills, 
Ye high o'erſkadowing hills, 
Ye lawns gay-ſtniiing with eternal green, 
Ott have you my Lucy ſeen ! 
Dat never fall you now behold her more: 
Nor will the now, with fond delight, 
find taſte refin'd, your rural charms explore. 
Choc are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs night, 
Thoſe bcautcous eyes, where beaming us'd to ſhine 
Ron's pure light, and Virtue's {park divinc. 
Oft would the Dryads of theſe woods rejoice 
To hear her heavenly voice; 
For her deſpiſing, when ſhe deign'd to ſing, 
The Fveeteſt ſongſters of the ſpring : 


Tue woodlark and the linnet pleas d no more: 


Tue nightingale was mute, 
And cvery ſhepherd's flute 
Was caſt in ſilent ſcorn away, 
Vhile all attended to her ſweeter lay. 
Ye larks and linnets, now reſume your ſong : 
= And thou, melodious Philomel, | 
b Again thy plaintive ſtory tell; 
eee has ſtopp'd that tuneful tongue, 
ole muſic couidalone your warbling notes excel. 
In vain I look around 
Oer all the well-known ground, 
| My Lucy's wonted footſteps to deſery; 
Where oft we us'd to walk 3 
Where oft in tender talk 


We faw the ſununer ſun go down the iky; 


* The Mincio runs by Mantua, the birth-place of Virgil, 
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Bur the ſad ſacred earth where 
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Nor by yon fountain's fide, 
Nor where its waters glide 
Along the valley, can ſhe now be found: 
In all the wide-ftretch'd proſpect's ample bound, 
No more my mournful eye 
Can aught of her eſpy, | 
her dear relics lie. 


O ſhades of Hagley, where is now your boaſt ? 
Your bright inhabitant 1s loſt. | 
You ſhe preferr'd to all the gay reſorts 
Where female vanity might with to ſhine, 
The ponip of cities, and the pride of courts. 
Her modeſt beauties ſhunn'd the public eye: 
To your ſequeſter'd dales 
And flower-embroider'd vales, 
From an admiring world ſhe choſe to fly. | 
With nature there retir'd, and Nature's God, 
The filent paths of wiſdom trod, 
And baniſh'd every paſſion from her breaſt ; 
But thoſe, the gentleſt and the beſt, 
Whoſe holy flames with energy divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 
The conjugal and the maternal love. 


Sweet babes! who like the little playful favs 
| Were wont to trip along thefe verdant lawns, 
By your delighted mother's fide, 
Who now your infant ſteps ſhall guide? 
Ah! where is now the hand, whoſe tender care 
Io every virtue would have form'd your youth, 
And firew'd with flow'rs the thorny ways of 
truth ? 
O lofs beyond repair! 
O wretched father ! lefr alone, 
To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own ! 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, opprets'd with 
And, drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, | woe, 
Perform the duties that you doubly owe, 
Now the, alas! is gone, e 
From folly and from vice their helpleſs age to ſave? 


Where were ye, Muſes, when relentleſs Fate 
From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tore; 
From theſe fond arms, that vainly ſtrove 
With hapleſs, ineffectual love, 
To guard her boſom from the mortal blow ? 
Could not your favouring pow'r, Aonian 
| maids, 7 
Could not, alas! your pow'r prolong her date; 
For whom fo oft, in theſe inſpiring ſhades, 
Or under Camden's moſs-clad mountains hoar, 
You open'd all your ſacred ſtore 
W hate'er your ancient ſages taught, 
Your ancient bards ſublimely thought, 
And bade her raptur'd breaft with all your ſpirir 
glow ? 825 | 


Nor then did Pindus or Caſtalia's plain, 

Or Aganippe's fount, your ſteps detain, 

Nor 1a the Theſpian valleys did you play: 
Nor then on Mincio's bank * + © 
Beſet with oſiers dank, 
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Nor where Clitumnus * rolls his gentle 
ſtream, | | 
Nor where, through hanging woods, 
Stcep Anio + pours his floods, 
Nor yet where Meles þ or Iliſſus { ſtray. 
Il docs it now beſeem, 
T hat, of your guardian care bereft, 
To dire dileaſe and death your darling ſhould 
be left. 
Now what avails it, that in carly bloom, 
When light fantaſtic toys 
Are all her ſex's joys, 
With you ſhe ſearch'd 
and Rome; 
And all that in her latter days, 
To emulate her ancient praiſe, 
Italia's happy genius could produce 
Or what tne Gallic fire 
Bright ſparkling could inſpire, 
By all the Graces temper d and refin d; 
Or what, in Britain's iſle, 
Moſt favour'd with your ſmile, 
The pow'rs of Reaſon and of Fancy join'd 
To full perfection have conſpir'd to raiſe ? 
Ah! what is now the uſe 
Of all thoſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind, 
To black Oblivion's gloom for ever now can- 
ſfign'd! 1 
At leaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 
*Tis yours from death to ſave, _ 
And iu the temple of immortal Fame 


the wit of Greece 


With golden characters her worth engrave. 


Come then, ye virgin ſiſters, come, 

And ſtrew with choiceſt flow'rs her hal- 

low'd tomb; | 

But foremoſt thou, in ſable veſtment clad, 
With accents ſweet and ſad, 

Thou plaintive Muſe, whom o'er his Laura's 
Unhappy Petrarch call'd to mourn; [urn 

O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 

A more impaſſion'd tear, a more pathetic lay 


Tell how each beauty of her mind and face | 


Was brighten'd by ſome ſweetpeculiargrace ! 
How eloquent in ev'ry look 


Thro' her expreſſive eyes her foul diſtinctly 


ſpoke ! | 

Tell how her manners, by the world refin'd, 

Left all the taint of modiſh vice behind, 

And madeeachcharm of poliſh'd cdurrs agree 

With candid Truth's ſimplicity, | 

And uncorrupted Innocence! 

Tell how to more than manly ſenſe 

She join'd the ſoft'ning influence 

Of more than female tenderneſs : 


How, in the thoughtleſs days of wealth and joy, | 


*The Clitumnus is a river of Umbria, the reſidence of Propertius. 
+ The Anio runs through Tibur or Tivoli, where Horace had a villa. : 
whence Homer, ſuppoſed to be born on! 


Which oft the care of others good deſtroy, 
Her kindly-melting heart, | 


1 The Meles is a river of Ionia, from 
Meliifigcnes. 
$ The lliffus is a river at Athens. 
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woe, 


To every want, and wy 
ſtreſs, 


To guilt itſelf when in 
The balm of pity would impart 
And all relief that bounty could beſtow 6:5 
Een for the kid or lamb, that pour d it 1 
Beneath the bloody knife, ” 
Her yon tears would fall 
Tears, from weet Virtue's ſource, benevolentto;! 


Not only good and kind, 
But ſtrong and elevated was her mind: 
A ſpirit that with noble pride 
Could look ſuperior down 
On Fortune's ſmile or frown ; 
That could, withovt regret or pain, 
| To Virtne's loweſt duty ſacrifice 
Or Intereſt or Ambition's higheſt prize; 
That, injur'd or offended, never tricd : 
Its dignity by vengeance to maintain, 
But by magnanimous diſdain, 
A wit that, temperately bright, 
With inoffenſive light 
All pleafing ſhone ; nor ever paſ'd 
The decent bounds thatWiſdom's ſoberlaud, 
And ſweet Benevolence's mild command, 
And bathful modeſty, before it caſt. 
A prudence undeceiving, undcceiv'd, 
That nor too little nor too much belier'd; 
Thar ſcorn'd unjuſt Suſpicion's coward fer, 
And, without weaknels, knew to be ſincere, 
Such Lucy was, when in her faireſt days, 
Amidſt th' acclaim of univerſal praiſe. 
| In life's and glory's freſheſt bloom, 
Deathcameretnorſeleſson,and ſunk her tothe tomb. 


So, where the ſilent ſtreams of Liris glide, 
In the ſoft boſom of Campania's vale, 
When now the wint'ry tempeſts all are fied, 
And genial ſummer breathes her gentle gale, 
The verdant orange lifts its bcauteous head; 
From ev'ry branch the balmy flow'rets rite, | 

On every bough the golden fruits are ſeen; 
With odours ſweet it fills the ſmiling ſktes, 
The wood nymphs tend it, and th [dlizn 

ueen : | 
Bur, in the midſt of all its blooming pride, 
A ſudden blaſt from Apenninus blows, | 
| Cold with perpetual ſnows; and dies 
The tender blighted plant ſhrinks up its leaves, 


Ariſe, O Petrarch ! from th' Elyſian bow 73, 
With never-fading myrtles twin'd, - 
And fragrant with ambrotial flow'rs, _ 
Where to thy Laura thou again art c 

Ariſe, and hither being the ſilver lyre, 

Tun'd by thy ſkilful hand, 
To the ſoft notes of clegant deſire, 

With which o'er many a land | 
Was ſpread the fame of thy diſaſtroa- ove; 

To me reſign the vocal ſhell, 


ts banks, is called 


5 And 


* WA lf 
b "4 . 


hoes f pDIDAC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 


lg teach my ſorrows to relate 
= l tale ſo well, 

As may e' en things inanimate, [ move. 

Rough mountain oaks, and deſart rocks, to pity 


alas ! thy woes, compar'd to mine ? 
2 miſtreſs in the bliſsful bard 
of Hymen never gave her hand; 
The joys of wedded love were never thine. 
lsa thy domeſtic care 
She never bore a ſhare, 
Nor with endearing art 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that feſter d there: 
Nor did her fond afſection on the bed 


Of ſickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head | 


Whole nights on her unwearied arm ſuſtain, 
And charm away the ſenſe of pain: 
Nor did the crown your mutual flame 
Withpledges dear, and with a father's tender natne. 


0 beſt of wires! O dearer far to me 
Than when tby virgin charms 
Were yielded to my arms; F 

How can my foul endure the loſs of thee ? 

How in the world, to me a deſart grown, 
Abendon'd and alone, 8 

| Without my ſweet companion can I live? 

Without thy lovely fmile, 

The dear reward of every virtuous toil, : 

What pleaſures now can pall'd Ambition give ? 

Een the delightful ſenſe of well-carn'd praiſe, 
Vaſhar'd by thee, no more my lifeleſs thoughts 
could raiſe. 


For my diſtracted mind 
What ſuccour can I find? 
On whom for conſolation ſhall I call? 
Support me, cv'ry friend; 
Your kind aſſiſtance lend, 
To bear the weight of this oppreſſive woe. 
Alas each friend of mine, 8 
My dear departed love, ſo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beſtow. 
My books, the beſt relief 
In every other grief, 
Are now With your idea ſadden'd all: 
2 farourite author we together read 
* : memory wounds, and ſpeaks of Lucy 
ad, : 


5 were the happieſt pair of human kind : 
c rolling year its various courſe perform d, 
And back return'd again; | 
ncther, and another, imiling came, 


aa Har happineſs unchang'd i 
drill in her 1 ain ang d remain. 


— Concord did our wiſhes bind: 

ur ſtudies, pleaſures, taſte, the ſame. 
1 fatal, fatal ſtroke 
t - this Þ caſing fabric Love had rais'd 
1 f rare elicity, 

* 2 Wanton Vice with envy gaz'd, 
Wi — eme of bliſs our hearts had form'd, 


ng hope f 
In ons ſad moment buksf a future day, 


ö 
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Vet, O my ſoul ! thy riſing murmurs ſtay; 
Nor dare th' all-wiſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 
Or againſt his ſupreme decree 
With impious grief complain. 
That all thy full-blown joys at once ſhould fade, 
Was his moſt righteous will—and be that will 
obey d. 
Would thy fond love his grace to her controul; 
And, in theſe low abodes of ſin and pain, 
Her pure exalted ſoul, 
Unjuſtly, for thy partial good, detain? 
No rather ſtrive thy grovelling mind to raiſe 
Up to that unclouded blaze, | 
That heavenly radiance of eternal lights 
In which enthron'd ſhe now with pity ſees, 
How frail, how inſecure, how ſlight, 
Is every mortal blits ; 
Even Love itſelf, if rifing by degrees 
Beyond the bounds of this imperfect ſtate, 
Whoſe fleeting joys fo ſoon muſt end, 
It does not to its ſbvereign good aſcend. 
Riſe then, my ſoul, with hope clate, 
And ſeck thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 
W hoſe peaceful path, and ever-open gate, 

No feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt ſhall miſs? 
There Death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore ; 
There yield up all his pow'r neter to divide you 

| more, 


- . 2 
7 — 


C 91. A Winter Piece. ANON. 


IT was a winter's evening, and faſt came down 

the ſnow, blow, 
And keenly o'er the wide heath the bitter blaſt did 
When a dainſel all forlorn, quite bew ilder'd in her 


| way, | 
Preſs'd her baby to her boſom, and ſadly thus did ſay: 
| © Oh! cruel was my father, that ſhut his door 


on me, [ſee; 
And cruel was my mother, that ſuch a fight could 
And cruel is the wint'ry wind, that chills my heart 

with cold, * gold! 
But crueller than all, the lad that left my love 


Huſh, huſh, my lovely baby, and warm thee in 
my breaſt ; „tees! 
Ah, little thiuks thy father how ſadly we're diſ- 
For, cruel as he is, did he know but how we fare, 
He'd ſhield us in his arms from this bittor piercing 
air. | 
Cold, cold, my deareſt jewel! thy little life is gone : 
Oh let my tears revive thee, ſo warm that trickle 
down: [they fall: 
My tears that guſh ſo warm, oh they freeze before 


Ah wretched, wretched mother! theu'rt now 
bereft of all.” 


Then down ſhe ſunk deſpairing upon the drifted 

{now ; | [her woe: 
And, wrung with killing anguiſh, lamented loud 
She kiſy'd her baby's pale lips, and laid it by her 


ſide 8 
Then caſt her eyes to heaven, then bow'd her 
| head, and died. ; | 
Ff 8 92. 
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§ 92. The School Miſtreſs. In Imitation of Spenſer. 
| SHENS TONE. 


Auditae voces, vaęitus et ingent, 


Infantumque animae flentes in limine primo. 

| AN me ! full ſorely is my heart forlorn, 
Tothink how modeſt worth neglectedlics, 

While partial Fame doth with her blaſts adorn 

Such dceds alone as pride and pomp diſguiſe ; 

Deeds of ill fort, and miſchievous emprize : 

Lend me thy clarion, Goddeſs! let me try 

To found the praiſe of merit ere it dies; 

Such as I oft have chanced to eſpy, 
Loſt in the dreary thades of dull obſcurity, 


VIRG, 


ö 


þ 


In ev 'ry village, mark'd with little ſpire, fame, 
Embower'd in trees, and hardly known to 
There dwells, in lowly ſhade and mean attire, 
A matron old, whom we School-miſtreſs 
name; | | 
Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tame : 
* They, gricven ſore, in piteous durancepent, 
Aw'd by the pow'r of this relentleſs dame, 
And oft- times, on vagarics idly bent, 
Forunkempthair, ortaſk unconn'd,are ſorely ſhent. 


And all in fight doth rife a birchen tree, 

WhichLearningnearherlittle dome did ſtow, 
Whilome a twig of ſmall regard to ſec, 

Tho' now ſo wide its waving branches flow, 
And work the ſimple vaſſals mickle woe; 

For not a wind might curl the leaves that 
| blew, [ low ;, 

Put their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſc beat 
And, as they look'd, they found their horror 

grew, 
And ſhap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. 
So have I ſcen (who has not, may conceive) 

A liteleſs phantom near a garden plac'd 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 

Of ſport, of ſong, of plcaſure, of repaſt : 
They ſtart, they ttare, they wheel, they look 
aghaſt ; ; | ; 
Sad ſervitude ! Such comfortleſs annov 
May no bold Briton's river age cer taſte! 

Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 

Ne viſion empty, vain, his native bliſs deſtroy. 


> 


| 


Near to this dome is found a patch ſo green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay; 
And at the door impris'ning board is ſcen, 


Eager, perdie, to baſk in funny day! 
_ "Thenolſesintermix'd, w hich thencereſyund, 
Do Learning's little tenement betray; | 
Where firs the dame, ditguis'd in look pro- 
| found, around. 
And eyes her Fairy throng, and turns her wheel 
Her cap, far whitcr than the driven ſnow, 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield; 
Her apron dyed in grain, as blue, I trowe, 
As is the hare-bell that adorns the field: 
And in her hand, for ſceptre, ſhe does wield 
Twav birchen ſprays, with anxious fear en- 


Leſt weakly wightsof ſmallerſize ſhould ſtray, | 
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| But there was eke a mind which did that title lo 


| W hat ſin it we 


| 
| 


twin'd, 


*The ſouth-weſt wind, ſouth, &c. 


Poor ll. 
With dark diſtruſt, and ſad repenta ' 
And ſtedfaſt hate, and ſharp fic al, 

3 


And fury uncontroul'd, and chaſtiſement unkind 


Few but have kenn'd, in 
Ka 0 i ſemblance meet payr« 
e childiſh faces of old ol's tra: 
Libs, Notus, Auſter * : theſe in 8 
How then would fare or earth, or ſky, or main, 
Were the ſtern god to give his ſlaves the rein? 
And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell 
And were not ſhe her ſtatutes to maintain ; 
The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd thecel 


Where comely peace of mind and decent order 
dwell. | | 


A ruſſet ſtole was o'er her fhoulders thrown: 
A ruſſet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air; ; 
"Twas ſimple ruſſet, but it was her own, 
T was her own country bred the flock ſo fair; 
Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare, 
And, ſooth to ſay, her pupils, rang'd around, 

Thro' pious awe did term it paſſing rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, 
And think, no doubt, the been the greateſt vigy 
on ground. 


Albcit, ne flatt'ry did corrupt ker truth; 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good-woman, goſſip, n' aunt, forſooth, 
Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe did hear; 
Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd, theſe ſhe held right 
dear : 
Ne would eſteem him act as mought behore, 
Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revert; 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 


One ancient hen ſhe took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the buſy dame, 
Which ever and anon, impell'd by need, 
Into her ſchool, begirt with chickens, came, 
Such ſavour did her paſt deportment claim: 
And if neglect had laviſh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, the would collect the (ame; 
For well the knew, and quaintly could a. 


pound, 


re ta waſte the ſmalleſt crumb ſa 


found. yy 
Herbs too ſhe knew, and well of each could 
ſpcak, | | 
That in her gar den fipp'd the ſilv'ry dew, 
Where no vain flow'r dilclos'd a gaudy fireas, 
But herbs for uſe and phyfic not à fc. 
Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew 
The tufted baſil, pun-provoking thy 
Freſh baum, and marygold of cheerful ae 
The lowly gill, that never dares doc * . 
And more I fain would ſing, diſdaining nete 
rhyme. | 
Yet euphraſy may not be left 
That gives 1 
And pungent radia, bitiag 
| 3 plantzin cibb'd, that heals the 


wound ;. 


unſung. | 
, OU 105 
en 
fain's tongue i, 
reapetꝰ 


A* 


Boot Il 
nam ſect, in ſhepherd's poſie found; 
2 whoſe ſpikes of azure bloom 
Shall be erewhile, in arid bundles bound, 
To luck amidſt the labours of her loom, 
And crown her kerchiefs clean with mickle rare 


perfume. 
And here trim roſemarine, that whilomcrown'd 
The daintieſt garden of the proudeſt pcer, 
Fre, driven from its envied ſite, it found 
A facred ſhelter for its branches here, 
' Where edg'd with gold its glitt'ring ſkirts ap- 
pear. Wh | 
0 waſſel days! O cuſtoms meet and well ! 
Ert this was baniſh'd from its lofty ſphere ; 
Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, | 
Nor ever any ſhe more with thane and lordling 
dwell. | 5 
Here oft the dame, on Sabbath's decent eve, | 
Hymned ſuch pſalms as Sternhold forth did 
mete. | 
If winter *twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave : 
But in her garden found a ſummer ſear : 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How Iſrael's ſons, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foc-men did a ſong entreat, 
All for the nonce untuning every ſtring, 
Uphung their uſeleſs lyres—ſmall heart had they 
to ſing. 
For ſhe was juſt, and friend to virtuous lore, 
And paſs d much time in truly virtuous deed ; | 
And in thoſe elfins ears would oft deplore 
The _ when Truth by Popiſh rage did 
blecd, | 
And tortious death was true Devotion's mced; 
And ſimple Faith in iron chains did mourn, 
That nould on wooden image place her creed; |. 
And lawny faints in ſmould'ring flames did 


burn : | [ return. | 
Ah, deareſt Lord! forefend thilk days ſhould e'er | 


In elbow-chair, like that of Scottiſh ſtem, 
By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring Eld defac'd, 
In which, when he receives his diadem, = | 
Ourfov'reign prince and liefeſt liege is plac'd, 
Ide matron fate: and ſome with rank the 
Fee d, Fn: 
The arcs of children's and of courtier's 
pride! 
Redreſo d aflronts for vile affronts there paſs'd), 
And warn'd them not the fretful to deride, 
at ove each other dear, whatever them betide. 


Right well ſhe knew each temper to deſcry, 
Tothwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe; 
ome win vue copper prize exalt on high, 
1 gon lome entice with pittance ſmall of praiſe ; 
” _ ome with baleful ſprig the trays; 
3 ent, the the reins of pow r doth hold, 
ue with quaint arts the giddy crowd the 
lways ; 
Forewarn'd, 
Fu whitper 1 
id, 


FI 


if little bird their pranks behold, 
n her car, and all the ſcene un- 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 


Spenſer. 


Lo! now with ſtate ſhe utters the command! 
Eftſoons the urchins to their taſks repair; 
Their books, of ſtature ſmall, they take in hand, 

Wich with pellucid horn ſecured are, 
To fave from finger wet the letters fair. 
The work ſo gay that on their back is ſeen 
St. George's high achievements does declare, 
On which thilk wight that has ygazing been, 


Kens the forth-coming rod; unpleafing fight, I 


ween ! 7 


Ah! luckleſs he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil ſtar! it irks me whilſt J write! 

As erſt the bard ©, by Mulla's filver ſtream, 
Oft as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 

Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears judite; 
For, brandiſhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 

To looſe the brogucs, the ſtripling's late de- 

er | 

And down they drop; appears his dainty ſkin, 


Fair as the furry coat of whiteſt ermilin. 


O ruthful ſcene ! hen from a nook obſcure 


His little fiſter doth his peril fee ; 
All playful as ſhe fate, ſhe grows demure, 

She finds full ſoon her wonted ſpirits flee 3 
She meditates a pray'r to ſet him free: 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny 
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 

To her ſad grief that ſwells in either eye, 


And wrings her fo, that all for pity ſhe could die. 


No longer can ſhe now her {hrieks command; 
And hardly ſhe forbears, thro' awful fear, 
Toruſhen forth, and, with preſumptuous hand, 

To ſtay harih juſtice in its mid career. 


On thee ſhe calls, on thee, her parent dear! 


(Ahl too remote to ward the ſhameful blow!) 
She ſees no kind domeſtic viſage near, 
And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow, 


And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing woe. 


But, ah! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 
Or what device his loud laments explain? 

The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face? 
The pallid hve that dyes his looks amain ? 

The plentcous ſhow'rthat docs his check diftain ? 
When he in ab 

Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain; 
Or when from high the levels well her aim, 


And, thro' the thatch, his crics each falling ſtroke 


proclaim, 


The other tribe, aghaſt, with fore diſmay 
_ Attend, and conn their talks with mickle carey 
By turns, atoaicd, ev'ry twig ſurvey, 
And from their ſellow's hateful wounds 
beware, | 
Knowing, I wiſt, how cach the ſame may ſnare ; 
Til fear has taught them a performance 
meet;.:.. | 
And to the well-known chef the dame repair, 


W hence oft with ſugard cates ſhe deth ca 


grect, | 5 
. | 12 
oa gingerbread y-rare; now, certes, dou_y 
{vwcet ! | 
FF. See, 


43S 


1 


abject wiſe implores the dame, 
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Sce, to their ſcats they hye with merry glee, | 
And in beſeemly order ſitten there, 
All but the wight of bum y-galled ; he 
Abhorreth bench, and ſtool, and form, and 
chair 
(This hand in mouth y-fix'd,thatrends his hair); 
And eke with ſnubs profound, and heaving 
| breaſt, | 
Convulſions intermitting ! does declare 
His grievous wrong, liis dame's unjuſt beheſt, 
And ſcorns her offer d love, and ſhuns to be careſs'd. 


His face beſprent with liquid cryſtal ſhines; 
His blooming face, that ſeems a purple flow'r, 

Which low to carth its drooping head declines, 
All ſmear'd and ſullicd by a vernal ſhow'r. 

Oh the hard boſoms of deſpotic pow'r! _ 
All, all but ſhe, the author of his ſhame, 

All, all but the, regret this mournful hour: 
Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r 

ſhall claim, | 
If ſo I deem aright, tranſcending worth and fame. 


Behind ſome door in melancholy thought, 
Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines; 
Ne for his fellows joyaunce carcth ought, 
But to the wind all merriment reſigns, 
And deems it thame if he to peace inclines 
And many a ſullen look aſkaunce is ſent, 
Which for his dame's annoyance he deſigns; 
And ſtill the more to pleature him ſhe's bent, 
The more doth he, perverſe, her haviour paſt 
relent. | 


Ah, me! how much I fear leſt pride it be! 
But if that pride it be which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames ! with nice diſcernment ſee, 

Ye quench not too the ſparks of nobler fires : 
Ah! better far than all the Muſcs' lyres 

(All coward arts) is valour's gen'rous heat 
The firm fix'd breaſt which fit and right re- 

| quires, 

Like Vernon's patriot ſoul, more juſtly great 
Than craft that pimps for ill, or flow'ry falſe 
| deceit. | | | 
Yet, nurs'd with ſkill, what dazzling fruits 

appear ! | 


I 


A little bench of heedleſs biſhops here, 
And there a chancellor in embryo, 
Or bard fublime, if bard may e'er be fo; 


thall die! 4 
Tho now he craw] along the ground fo low; 
Nor weeting how the Muſe ſhould ſoar on 
| high, | | 
Wiſheth, poor ſtarv'ling elf! his paper kite may fly. 


And this perhaps, who, cens'ring the deſign, 
Low lays the houſe which that of cards doth 
build, | 


Shall Dennis be, if rigid F ates incline ; 


E'cn now ſagacious foreſight points to ſhow | 


As Milton, Shakeſpeare, names that ne'er | 


B 0 OK II. 


And many a poet quit th' Aönian 6 
y a Id: 
And, ſour d by age, profound he — appear 
As he who now, with ſdainful fury thrill d 
FRY 2 mine eo and levels many a ſneer 
nd furls his wrin ront, and crics, Mh 
fuif is here! ts "We 


But now Dan Phœbus gains the mid 
And Liberty unbars Ge 1 
And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, 
And now the graſſy cirque han cord oer 
With boiſt'rous revel- rout and wild uproar 
A thouſand ways in wanton rings they ting 
Heaven fhield their thort-liv'd paſtimes, I in. 
plore ! | 
For well may Freedom, erſt ſo dearly won 
Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the (uy, 


Enjoy, poor imps ! enjoy your ſportire tra 

Andchace gay 1 1 cullthefairc _ 
For when my bones in graſs- green ſods are aid; 

For never _ ye taſte more careleſs hours 

In knightly caſtles or in ladies bow'rs. 

O vain, to ſeek delight in earthly things! 
But moſt in courts, where proud Ambition 
| towers; 

Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can 

ſpring 
Beneath the pompous dome of kefar or of king, 


Sce in each ſprite ſome various bent appear! 
Theſe rudely carol moſt incondite lay; 
Thoſe ſaunt'ring on the green, with jocund leer, 
Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way : 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some to the ſtanding lake their courſes bend, 
With pebbles ſmooth, at duck and drake to 
| play; 
Thilk to the huxter's ſar'ry cottage tend, 
In paſtry Kings and queens th'alloted mite to ſpend. 


Here, as each ſcaſon yields a different ftore, 
Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover d o'er, 
Galling full ſore th'unmonied wight,arc ſcen; 
And gooſeb' rie, clad in liv'ry red or green: 
And here of lovely dye the Cath rive pear; 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice I ween; 
O may no wight c'er pennyleſs come there, 
Leſt, ſmit with ardent love, he pine with hopelcts 
care | | 
See cherrics here, ere cherrics vct abound, 
Wirth thread ſo white in tempting pohes tied. 
Scatt'ring like blooming maid then glances 
round, 72 
With pamper'd look draw little eyes ade, 
And muſt be bought, tho' penury betce; = 
The plum all azure, and the nut all brown; 
And here each ſeaſon do thoſe cakes abide, 
Whoſe honour'd names th' inventive © 
wars uin! opia's praiſes . 
Rend'ring thro' Britains iſle Salop1as p 


And many an epic to his rage ſhall yield, 


* Shrewſbury cakes. 
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Admir's 


\ 
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ir" ia! that with venial pride 
2 forminSevern's ambient wave, 
Fund for her __ cares in perils tried; 
Herdaugliters lovely, and her ſtrĩpl ings brave: 
midſt the reſt, may flow'rs adorn his ave 
Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay ! 
A motive fair to Learning's imps he gave, 
Who cheerleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray, 
Till Reaſon's morn ariſe, and light them on their 
way. 
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5 q3. Oriental Eclogues. By Mr. COLLINS, 
ECLOGUE I. 
Selim; or, the Shepherd's Moral. 
Scene, a Valley near Bagdat.-+-Time, the Mornings. 


Vz Perſian maids, attend your Poet's lays, 
1 « And hear how ſhepherds paſs their golden 
© days. 
« Not all are bel, whom Fortune's hand ſuſtains 
( With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the 
« plains: 

« Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 
fis virtue makes the bliſs, where er we dwell.” 
Thus Selim ſung, by ſacred Truth inſpir'd ; 
Nor praife but ſuch as Truth beſtow d, defir'd : 

Wiſe in himſelf, his meaning ſongs convey'd 

Informing morals to the ſhepherd maid; 

Or taught the ſwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 

Whatgroves nor ſtreams beſtow—a virtuous mind. 
When ſweet and bluſhing, like a virgin bride, 

The radiant morn reſum'd her orient pride; 

When wanton gales along the vallies play, 


Breathe on cach flow'r, and bear their iweets away | 


By Tygris' wandering waves he fat, and ſung 
This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young: 

Ve Perſian dames, he ſaid, to you belon 
(Well may they pleaſe) the morals of my ſong: 
No fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 

' Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around 
The morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
Each gentler ray, delicious to your eyes; 

For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Ver think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beſt kind bleſſings Heaven can grant the fair: 
Mhho truſt alone in beauty's fecble ray, 

* Boaſt but the worth Balſora's pearls diſplay ! 
Drawn from the deep, we own the ſurface bright ; 
Bur, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light. 
Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they 
| By ſenſe unaided, or to virtue loſt, _ [ boaſt, 

; Self. flat ring ſex | your hearts believe in vain 

| 2s Love thall blind, when once he fires, the 
- 2 a lover by your faults to win, [ſwain; 
| 3 on ermin beautify the ſkin: 
1 0 ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 
; = ſofter virtue that adorns the fair; 
; 1 tender pathon man delights to find 

e loy'd perieCtion of a female mind! 


* The Gulf ef that name, famous for the pearl-fiſhery, 
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Bleſt were the days when wiſdom held her 
reign, 5 
And — ſought her on the ſilent plain; 
With Truth ſhe wedded in the ſecret grove, 
; e Truth! and daughters bleis'd their 
love. 8 
O haſte, fair maids! ye Virtues, come away! 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way! 
The balmy ſhrub for you mall love our ſhore, 
* By Ind excell'd, or Araby, no more. 
Loſt to our fields, for ſo the fates ordain, 
The dear deſerters ſhall return again. 
Come thou, whoſe thoughts as limpid ſprings 
© are clear; | 
To lead the train, ſweet Modeſty, appear: 
* Here make thy court amidft our rural ſcene, 
And ſhepherd girls ſhall own thee for their queen. 
With thee be Chaſtity, of all afraid, 
Diſtruſting all, a wiſe ſuſpicious maid ; 
© But man the moſt—not more the mountain doe 
* Holds the ſwift falcon for her deadly foe. 
© Cold is her breaſt, like flowers that drink the dew; 
© A filken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild defires amidſt thy train be known, 
© But Faith, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone: 
* Deſponding Meekneſs, with her downcaſt eyes, 
And friendly Pity, full of tender ſighs; 
And Love the laſt. By theſe your hearts approve; 
* 'Thele are the virtues that muſt lead to love.” 
Thus ſung the ſwain ; and ancient legends fay, 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : ; 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along; 


The ſhepherds lov'd, and Selim bleſs'd his ſong, 


ECLOGUE II. 


Haſſan ; or, the Camel- Driver. 
Scene, the beſart.---Time, Mid-Day. 


IN filent horror, o'er the boundleſs waſte, 
The driver Haſſan with his camels paſs'd: 
One cruſe of water on his back he bore, 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ſtore 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching ſand. 
The ſultry fun had gain'd the middle ſky, 
And not a trec, and not an herb, was nigh : 
The beaſts with pain their duſty way purſue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 
With deſperate ſorrow wild, th' affrighted man 
Thrice ſigh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaſt, and thus 
| began : | | : 

© Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
« way | 

Ah! little thought I of the blaſting wind, 
© The thirſt or pinching hur ger that I find! 
* Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall thirſt aſſuage, 
© When fails this crufe, his unrelenting rage; 
Soon ſhall this ſerip its precious load refiyn 
© Then-what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine ? 

© Ye mute companions of my tcils, that bear 


In all my griefs a more than equal thare ! 


. Here, 


. 
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« Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
„Which plains more bleſt, or verdant vales, 
« beſtow : | 
£ Here rocks alone and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
And feint and ſickly winds for ever how! around. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When brit from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
Way! 
© Curſt be the gold and filver which perſuade 
© Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade | 
The lily Peace outſhines the filver-ſtore, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore: 
« Yet money tempts us o'er the deſart brown, 
To ev'ry diſtant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the fea ; 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
Ah! why this ruin ſo attractive made? 
Or why, fond man, ſo eaſily betray'd? 
Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 
The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleaſure's ſong? 
© Or wherefore think the flow'ry mountain's ſide, 
© The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride; 
Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold 
Than dreary deſarts, if they lcad to gold ? 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
© When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
Way! | 
O ceaſe, my fears all frantic as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of 
oe. | 
« What if the lion in his rage I meet ! 
© Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
And, fearful | oft, when day's declining light 
© Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 
hy hunger rous'd, he ſcours the groaning plain, 
« Gaunt wolves and ſullen tigers in his train; 
Before them Death, with ihiicks, directs their 
-- © way! | 
Fills the wild yell, and leads thera to their prey. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls 1 bent my 
way! | es 
At that dead hour the filent aſp ſhall creep, 
If aught of rcit I find, upon my lieep : 
Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſcales around, 
And wake to anguith with a burning wound. 
« Thrice bapvvy they, the wiſe, contented poor; 
from luſt of wealth, and dread of death, ſccure! 
They tempt no defarts, and no griets they ſind; 


4- 


c 


Sad was che hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
© When fieſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
« way! | my | 
O hapleſs youth! for ſhe thy love hath won, 
e Thc tender Zara, will be mot undone ! 
© Big fwell'd my heart, and ewn'd the powerful 
mad, oh 
* When Fall ſho dropp d her tears, and thus ſhe 
«ſaid ; = | | 


Fler of the in2en:ous Mr. Salmon. 
. : . ' 4 
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| Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, * Farewel the youth, whom 6 


| A various wreath of odorous flowers ſhe made. 


« Peace rules the day, where reaſon rules the mind. | Fair happy maid! to other ſcenes remove; 
' 7 PP) 
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ghs could 


not detain 
g heart implor'd in vin; 


5 3 Zara's breakin 

* Yet, as thou go'ſt, may ev'ry blaſt ar 
3 Weak and unfelt as theſe W del ien 
5 * vie? the wild, no perils mayſt thou ſee: 

0 grie 1 nor weep, falſe youth, like 
O let me lafely to the fair return, 

* Say, with a kiſs, ſhe muſt not, 
O let me teach my heart to io! 
© Recall'd by Wiſdom's voice, and Zara's tears! 
He ſaid; and call'd on Heaven to bleſ; had 

When back toSchiraz' walls he bent his ws; 


hall not mourns 
e its fears, 


ECLOGUE II. 


Abra; or, the Georgian Sultana. 
Scene, a Foreſt..- Tune, the Evening. 


IN Georgia's land, whereTeMis' tow'rs are ſecg 
In diſtant view along tlie level green; 8 
While evening dews enrich the glitt'ring glad: 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade; 2 
Vhat time 'tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to fr; 
Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſetting day; 5 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen's peaceful grore, 
Emyra ſung the pleaſing cares of love, © 

Of Abra firſt began the tender ſtrain, 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain, 
At morn the came, thoſe willing flocks to lead 
Where lilies rear them in the wat'ry mead: 
From early dawn the live-long hours ſhe told, 
Till late ar ſilent eve ſhe penn'd the fold, 
Decp in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 


Gay motley d pinks and {weet jonquils ſhe cho 
The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows; 
All ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting rote was theie; 
The finiſh'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair, 
Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to firay, 
By love conducted from the chace away: 
Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 
And ſought the vales and echoing groves among, 
At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obcy'd. 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mond, 
And ev ry Georgian maid like Abra ho d! 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; 
Yer ſtill her crook and bleating flock remain: 
Ott as the went the backward turn'd her view, 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 


To richer ſcenes of golden power and love ! 
Go leave the fimple pipe, and ſhepherd's ftram 
- With love delight thee, and with Abbas rei”. 

| he ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov d, : 
And cv'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov d. 


ö 
| 
| 
| 


„That theſ: flowers ar: fc und in very great a undaace in ſome of the pro 


Yet, midſt the blaze of courts, the ſix d ler love 
n the cool fountain, or the ſhady grove; 


Still, with the ſhephcrd's innocence, her mind 
To the ſweet vale and flow'ry mead inclin d: 
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vinces of Perfia, ſee the 
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- orenew'd the plains with flow'rs, 
And oft Regale, and led the fragrant hours; 
ught the ſylvan ſcene, 
and the foreſts green. 
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all- rural in her hand: 
— _ flocks and herds they ſung; 
With joy the mountain and the foreſt rung. 
« Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov d, 
And evry Georgian maid like Abra Jov'd !' | 
And oft the royal lover left the care : 
And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair . 
Of to the ſhades and low-root d cots retir'd, 
Or ſought the vale where firſt his heart was fir'd : 
A ruſſet mantle, like a ſwain, he wore; 
Ard thought of crowns and buſy courts no more. 
i Be ev ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, C 
And ev ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!“ 
Bleſt was the life that royal Abbas led: | 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed, 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel; . 
The ſimple ſhepherd girl can lave as well, 
Let thoſe who rule on Perſia's jewell'd throne 
Be fam'd for love, and gentleſt love alone; 
Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 
40 happy days !' the maids around her fay ; 
i 0 haſte, profuſe of bleſſings, haſte away! 
Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd! 


ECLOGURE V. 
Igib and Secander ; or, the Fugitives. 


Kene, a Mountain in Circaſſia.---Time, Midaight, 


IN fair Circaſha, where, to love inclin'd, 
Each ſwain was bleſt, for ev'ry maid was kind; 


At that ſtill hour when awful midnight reigns, | Some weighticr arms than crooks and ſtafls pre- 


And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains; 
What time the moon had hung her lamp oa high, 
And paſs'd in radiance thro' the cloudIcis ſky ; 
bad oer the dews two brother ſhepherds fled, 
Where wild'ring fear and deſp'rate ſorrow led: 
Faſt as they preis d their flight, behind them lay 
Wide ravag'd plains, and valleys ſtole away. 
Along the mountain's bending fide they ran; 
Till, faint and weak, Sccander thus began; 
BE pas S ECAN DER. 
On Ray thee, Agib; for my feet deny, 
No longer Chad bs my life, to fly. 8 
Friend of my heart, oh turn thee, and ſurvey, 
Trace our fad flight thro! all its length of way! 
And firſt review that long-extended plain, 
And von wide groves, already paſs'd with pain ! 
Lon ragged cliff, whoſe dang'rous path we tried 
And, laſt, this lofty mountain's weary fide! © 
EY AGIB. 2 | 
Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs muſt thou know 
8 toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe | 
ll as I haſte, the Tartar ſhouts behind, 


And faricks and ſorrows load the ſadd'ning wind; | 


whe of hearr, with ruin in his hand, 
4 5 our harveſts, and deforms our land. 
ron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 


No more the virgins ſhall delight to 1ove 


[On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flow ry vale; 


| Nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 
| No more the date, with ſnowy bloſſoms crown'd; 
| But Ruin ſpreads her baleful fires around. 


| Their eyes blue languiſh, and their golden hait. 
| Thoſe eyes in tears their fruitleſs grief muſt ſend; 
| Thoſe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhall reud. 


I Oft marks with blood and waſting flames the way; 


* 


| Tir affrighted ſhepherds, thro“ the dews of night, 
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Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair ; 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 

S EC AN DER. 
Unhappy land ! whoſe bleſſings tempt the ſword 
In vain, unacard, thou call'ſt thy Perſian lord! 
In vain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 
To ſhield the ſhepherd, and protect the maid ! 


Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence reſign'd, 


Soft dreams of love and pleaſure ſoothe his mind: 
Midſt fair ſultanas loſt in idle joy, | 

No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 

. | 

Yet theſe green hiils, in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
Have lent the monarch oft a coo] retreat, 

Sweet to the ſight is Zabra's flow'ry plain, 

And once by maids and ſhepherds lov'd in vain ! 


By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's thady grove; 
Fair ſcenes! but, ah! no more with peace poſſeſt 


With eaſe alluring and with plenty bleſt. 
No more the ſhepherds whit'ning tents appear, 


SECANDER, | 
In vain Circaſſia boaſts her ſpicy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves : 
In vain ſhe boaſts her faireſt of the fair, 


AGIB.. 
Ye Georgian ſwains, that pitcous learn from far 
Circaflia's ruin, and the waſte of war; | 


dare, | 
To mich your harveſt, and defend your fair: 
The Turk and Tartar like de ſigns purſue, 
Fix'd to deſtroy, and ſteadfaſt to undo. 

Wild as his land, in native defarts bred, 

By luſt incited, or by malice led, 

The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 


i 


Yet none fo cruel as the Tartar foe, 
To death inur'd, and nurs'd in ſcenes of woe. 


He ſaid; when loud along the vale was heard 
A fhriller thrick, and nearer fires appear'd : 


Wide o'cr the moon-light hills renew'd their flight, 


de Sing, heavenly Muſe! | 
% Things unattempted yet in proſe or rhyme 3 
A Shilling, Breechc.s, and Chimeras dire, 


HA the man, who, void of cares and ſtrife, 
In ſilken or in leathern purſe retains 
A Splendid Shilling. He nor hears with pain 


New oyſters cried, vor fighs for cheerful ale: 


Dcops Its fair kongurs to the conq'ring flame ; 


But with his friends, whea nightly mitts arile, 


Cn ee 7 ˙· 
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To Juniper's Magype, or Town Hall“, repairs ; 
Where, mindful of the nymph whoſe wanton eye 
Transfix'd his ſoul, and kindled amorous flames, 
Chloe or Phillis, he each circling glaſs 

Wiſheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meanwhile he ſmokes, and laughs at merry tale, 
Or pun ambiguovs, or conundrum quaint. 

But I, whom griping penury ſurrounds, 

And hunger, ſure attendant upon want 

With ſcanty offals, and ſmall acid tiff, 
(Wretched repaſt !) my meagre corſe ſuſtain : 
Then ſolitary walk, or doze at home 

In garret vile, and with a warming puff 
Regale chill'd fingers ; or, from tube as black 
As winter chimney, or well-poliſh'd jet, 

Exhale Mundungus, itl-perfuming ſcent ; 

Not blacker tube, nor of a ſhorter ſize, 

Smokes Cambro-Briton (vers'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwallader and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantic tale) when he 

O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 

Upon a cargo of fam'd Ceſtrian cheeſe, 

High overſhadowing rides, with a deſign 

To vend his wares, or at th' Arvonian mart, 


Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 


Yclep'd Brechinia, or where Vaga's ſtream 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful foil ! 

Whence flow nectareous wines, that well may vie 
With Matlic, Sctin, or renown'd Falcrn. 
Thus, while my joyleſs minutes tedious flow, 
With looks demure, and filent pace, a Dun, 
Horrible monſter ! hated by gods and men, 
To my azrial citadel e N 3 
With vocal heel thrice thund' ring at my gates, 
With hidcous accent thrice he calls; I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the ſolemn ſound. 


What ſhould I do? or whither turn? Amaz'd, 


Confounded, to the dark receſs I fly 


Ot wood-hole; ſtraight my briſtling hairs erect 
Thro' ſudden fear; a chilly ſweat bedews 


My ſhudd'ring limbs, and (wonderful to tell!) 


My tongue forgets her faculty of ſpeech ; 


So horrible he ſeems ! His faded brow | 
Entrench'd with many a frown, and conick beard, 
And ſpreading band, admir'd by modern ſaints, 
Diſaſtrous acts forebode ; in his right hand 


Long ſcrolls of paper folemaly he waves, 


With characters and figures dire inſerib'd, 


Grievous to mortal eyes (ye gods, avert 


Such plagues from righteous men !). Behind him, 
Another monſter, not unlike himſelf, [| ſtalks 
Sullen of aſpect, by the vulgar call'd 

A Catchpolc, whoſe polluted hands the gods 
With force incredible, and magic charms, _ 

Erſt have endued ; if he his ample palm 
Shauld haply on ill-farcd ſhoulder lay 


Of debtor, ftraight his body, to the touch 
Obſcquious (as whilom knights were wont), 
To fome enchanted caſtle is convey'd, _ 


Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains, 
In durance ſtrict detain him; till, in form 


Of money, Pallas ſets the captive free. 


Beware, ye debtors ! when ye walk beware, 


Be cirguraſpett:;: oft with inſidious ken 
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This caitiff eyes your ſteps aloof ; and oft 


Lies perdue in a nook or ploom 

Prompt to enchant ſome "arms EIN 
With his unhallow'd touch. 80 (poets fin 
Grimalkin, to domeſtic vermin {worn 9 
An everlaſting foe, with watchful eye 

Lies nightly brooding o'er a chink 
Protending her fell claws, t thovghtleſs mice 
Sure ruin. So her diſembowell'd web 
Arachne in a hall or kitchen f reads, 
Obvious to vagrant flies: ſhe — ſtands 
Within her woven cell; the humming prey 
Regardleſs of their fate, ruſh on the toils 
Inextricable, nor will aught avail 

Their arts, or arms, or 1 apes of lovely hue 
The waſp inſidious, and the buzzing drone, 
And butterfly, proud of expanded wings 
Diſtinct with gold, entangled in her ſnares, 
Uſeleſs reſiſtance make: with eager ſtrides, 
She tow'ring flies to her expected ſpoils; 
Then with evenom'd jaws the vital blood 


| Drinks of reluctant foes, and to her cave 


Their bulky carcaſes triumphant drags. 

So paſs my days But when nocturnal ſhades 
This world envelope, and th' inclement air 
Perſuades men to repel benumbing froſts 
With plealant wines, and crackling blaze of wood; 
Me, lonely fitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friends, delights ; diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 
Amidſt the horrors of the tedious night, 
Darkling I ſigh, and feed with diſmal thoughts 
My anxious mind; or ſometimes mournful vers 
Indite, and fing of groves and myrtle ſhades, 
Or deſp'rate lady near a purling ſtream, 

Or lover pendent on a willow-trec. 
Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought, 
Ard reſtleſs wiſh, and rave; my parched throat 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repoſe : 

But if a ſlumber haply does invade _ 

My weary limbs, my fancy's ſtill awake, 

| Thoughtful of drink, and cager, in a dream, 
Tipples imaginary pots of ale, 

In vain : awake, I find the ſettled thirſt 

Still gnawing, and the pleafant phantom curſe. 
Thus do I live, from pleafure quite debarr'd, 
Nor taſte the fruits that the ſun's genial rays 
Mature—john-apple, nor the downy peach, 
Nor walnut in rough-furrow'd coat ſecure, 
Nor medlar fruit delicious in decay. 
Afflictions great! yet greater fill remain: 
My aii that have long withſtood | 
The winter's fury, and encroaching froſts, | 
By time ſubdued (what will not time ſabduec?) 
A horrid chaſm diſcloſe, with orifice 
Wide, diſcontinuous; at which the winds, 
 Eurus and Auſter, and the dreadful force 
Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves, 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blaſts, 
Portending agues. Thus a well-fraught ſhip, 
Long ſail'd ſecure, or thro' th ÆEgean deep, 
Or the Ionian, till cruiſing near 

The Lilybean ſhore, with hidcons cru 


On Scyila or Charybdis (dang'rous rocks) 


* Two noted alchouſes in Oxford, 1702, | She 
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Jing; whence the ſhatter'd oak 
Parr 7 to withſtand, 
ſea; in at the gaping fide 
The crowding waves guſh with . rage, 
Reſiſtleſs, overwhelming ! Horrors eize 

he mariners; death in their eyes ap _ 
Fir tare, they rave, they pump, they wear, 


ray: a R 
(Vain 5 l the batt' ring waves ruſh in, 
larlrable; till, delug d by the foam, 

The ſip ſinks found'ring in the vaſt abyſs. 

595. An Epifile to a Lady. 1 
ND A, dearly lov'd, atten 
7 counſels of 2 faithfol friend; 
Who, with the warmeſt wiſhes frau ght, 
Feels all, at leaſt, that friendſhip ought : 
Bur fince, by ruling Heaven 8 deſign, 
Aucther's fate ſhall influence thine; 
0h may theſe lines for him prepare 
A bliſs which I would die to ſhare ! 

Mzn may for wealth or glory roam, 

But woman muſt be bleſt at home; 

To this ſhould all her ſtudies tend, 

This her great object and her end. 

Diſtaſte unmingled pleaſures bring, 

And uſe can blunt Affliction's ſting; 
Hence perfect bliſs no mortals know, 
And few are plung' d in utter woe : 

While Nature, arm'd againſt Deſpair, 
Gives pow r to mend, or ſtrength to bear; 
And half the thouglit content may gain, 
Which ſpleen employs to purchaſe pain. 

Trace not the Fir domeſtic plan 2 
From what you would, but what von can! 
Nor, peeviſh, ſpurn the ſcanty ſtore, 

Becauſe you think you merit more ! 

Bliſs ever differs in degree, 

Thy ſhare alone is meant for thee z 

And thou ſhouldſt think, however ſmall, 

That thare enough, for tis thy al 

Vain ſcorn will aggravate diſtreſs, 

And only make that little leſs. 
Admit whatever trifles come ; 

Vnits compoſe the largeſt ſum : 

Oh tell them o'er, and ſay how vain 

Are thoſe who form Ambition's train ; 

Which ſwell the monarch's gorgeous ſtate, 

And bribe to ill the guilty great! | 

But thou, more bleſt, more wiſe than theſe, 

halt build up happineſs on caſe. | 
al, (wget Content! where joy ſerene 

Gilds the mild ſoul's unruffled ſcene; 

And, with blith Fancy's pencil wrought, 
reads the white web of flowing thought; 

dlines lovely in the cheerful face, 
nd clothes each charm with native 

fon pure of bliſs ſincere 

veſtment for a god to . | 
1 ar other ornaments compoſe | 

de gard that ſhrouds diſſembled w 

ec d out with motley d * 

tabs, whimfies Rl es and forts, 

. » Iettivals, and ſports : 


She ſtrikes 
fierce a 
Admits the 


grace; 


* troubled mind's fantaſtic dreſs, 
, 5 
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Which madneſs titles Happineſs. 
While the gay wretch to revels bears 
The pale remains of ſighs and tears; 
And ſeeks in crowds, like her undone, 
What only can be found in one. 

But chief, my gentle friend ! remove 
Far from thy couch ſeducing Love. 
Oh ſhun the falſe magician's art, 
Nor truſt thy yet unguarded heart ! 
Charm'd by his ſpells fair Honour flies, 
And N treach rous phantoms riſe; 
Where Guilt, in Beauty's ray beguiles, 
And Ruin lurks in Friendſhip's ſmiles. 
Lo! where th' enchanted captive dreams 
Of warbling groves and purling ſtreams ; 
Of painted meads, of flow'rs that ſhed 
Their odours round her fragrant bed. 


| Quick ſhifts the ſcene, the charm is loſt, 


She wakes upon a deſart coaſt ; 

No friendly hand to lend its aid, 
guardian bow'r to ſpread its ſhade; 
Expos'd to ev'ry chilling blaſt, 

She treads th' inhoſpitable waſte ; 
And down the drear decline of life, 
Sinks a forlorn, diſhonour'd wife. 


Neglect not. thou the voice of Fame, 
But, clear from crime, be free from blame! 


Tho” all were innocence within, 
Tis guilt to wear the garb of ſin; 


| Virtue rejects the foul diſguiſe: 


None merit praiſe who praiſe deſpiſe, 
Slight not, in ſupercilious ſtrain, 


Long practisd modes, as low or vain ! 


The world will vindicate their cauſe, 
And claim blind faith in Cuſtom's laws. 
Safer with multitudes to ſtray, 

Than tread alone a fairer way: 


| To mingle with the erring throng, 


Than boldly fpeak ten millions wrong. 
Beware of the relentleſs train 

Who forms adore, whom forms maintain ! 

Leſt prudes demure, or coxcombs loud, 

Accule thee to the partiat crowd; 

Foes who the laws of honour flight, 

A judge who meafures guilt by ſpite. 
Behold the ſage Aurelia ſtand, 

Diſgrace and fame at her command ; 


As if Heaven's delegate deſign'd, 


Sole arbiter of all her kind. 
Whether ſhe try ſome favour'd piece 


By rules devis'd in ancient Greece; 


Or whether, modern in her flight, 

She tells what Paris thinks polite : 

For, much her talents tv advance, 

She ſtudied Greece, and travell'd France ; 
There learn'd the happy art to pleaſe 

With all the charms of labour'd caſe ; 

Thro' looks and nods, with meaning fraught, 
To teach what ſhe was never taught. 

By her each latent ſpring is ſeen ; | 


The workings foul of ſecret ſpleen ; 


The guilt that ſkulks in fair pretence; 
Or folly veil'd in ſpecious ſenſe. 


And much her righteous ſpirit grieves, 


| When worthleſſneſs the world deccives ; 
. Whcthet 
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Whether the erring crowd commende 
Some patriot ſway*d by private ends; 
Or huſband truſt a faithleſs wife, 
Secure, in ignorance, from ſtrife. 
Averſe ſhe brings their deeds to view, 
But juſtice claims the ng'rous due; 
Humanely anxious to produce 
At leaſt - A poſſible excuſe. 
Oh ne'er may virtue's dire diſgrace 
Prepare a triumph for the, baſe 
Mere forms the fool implicit ſway, 
Which witlings with contempt ſurvey; 
Blind folly no defect can ſee, 
Half wiſdom views but one degree. 
The wiſe remoter uſes reach, 
Which judgment and experience teach, 
Whoever would be pleas'd and pleaſe, 
Muſt do what others do with eaſe. 
Great precept, undeſin'd by rule, 
And only learn'd in Cuſtom's ſchool ; 
To no peculiar form confin'd, 
It ſpreads thro” all the human kind; 
Beauty, and wit, and worth ſupplies, 
Yet graceful in the good and wiſe, 
Rich with this gift, and none beſide, 
In Faſhion's ſtream how many glide ! 
Secure from ev'ry mental woe, 
From treach'rous friend or open foe ; 
From ſocial ſympathy, that thares 
The public loſs or private cares; 
Whether the barb'rous foe invade, 
Or Merit pine in Fortune's ſhade. 
Hence gentle Anna, ever gay, 
The ſame to-morrow as to-day, 
Save where, perchance, when others weep, 
Her cheek the decent ſorrow ſteep ; 
Save when, perhaps, a melting tale 
O'er ev'ry tender breaſt „ | 
The good, the bad, the great, the ſmall, 
She likes, ſhe loves, ſhe honours all. 
And yet, if ſland'rous malice blame, 
Patient ſhe yields a ſiſter's fame. 
Alike if ſatire or if praiſe, 
She ſays whate' er the circle ſays; 
Implicit does whate'er they do, 
Without one point in wiſh or view. 
Sure teſt of others, faithful glaſs, | 
Thro' which the various phantoms paſs. 
Wide blank, unfeeling when alone; 
No care, no joy, no thought her own. 
Not thus ſucceeds the peerleſs dame, 
Who looks, and talks, and acts for fame; 
Intent, fo wide her cares extend, 
T'o make the univerſe her friend. 
Now with the gay in frolics ſhings, 
Now reaſons deep with deep divines. 
With courtiers now extols the great, 
With patriots ſighs o'er Britain's fatc, 
Now breathes with zealots holy fires, 
Now melts in leſs refin'd deſnes. 
Doom'd to excecd in each degree, 
Too wiſe, too weak, too proud, too free; 
Too various for one ſingle word, 
The high ſublime of deep abſurd. 
While evy'ry talent nature grants 
Jui tice io ſhew bow much the wants. 
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Boox U 
Altho' in —— combine 

The virtues of ovr ſex and thine : 

Her hand reſtrains the widow's tears: 

| Her ſenſe informs, and ſoothes, and chem? 

Yet, like an angel in diſguiſe, ; 

She ſhines but to ſome favour'd es; 

Nor is the diſtant herd allow'd x 

To view the radiance thro! the cloud. 
But thine is ev'ry winning art ; 

Thine is the friendly, honeſt heart; 

And ſhould the gen'rous ſpirit flow 

Beyond where prudence fears to go; 

Such ſallies are of nobler kind n 


7 Than virtues of a narrow mind, 
3 


| | 
9 96. Alexander's Fegſi; or the Poxer of M, 
An Ode on St. Cecilia's Day. n 


TVWAS at the royal feaſt, for Perſia won, 
By Philip's warlike ſon: 


— 


| Aloft in awful ſtate 


| The godlike hero fate 

On his imperial throne : 

His valiant peers were plac'd around; 
Their brows with — and with myrtle bound! 
| So ſhuuld deſert in arms be crown d. 


4 The lovely Thais by his ſide 


Sat, like a blooming caſtern bride, 

In flow'r of youth and beauty'; pride: 
Happy, happy, happy pair; 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave deſerves the fair, 


Timotheus, plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire, 


= With flying fingers touch'd the lyre: 
* The trembling notes aſcend the fer, 


And heavenly joys inſpire. 


4 The ſong began from Jove ; 


Who left his bliſsful feats above, 
Such is the pow'r of mighty love ! 
A dragon's fiery form belyed the god: 
Sublime on radiant ſpheres he rode, 
When he to fair Olympia preſs'd, 
And ſtamp'd an image of himſelf, a fov reign ef 
the world.— 
The liſt'ning crowd admire the lofty ſound; 
A preſent deity, the vaulted roofs rctounc; 
With raviſh'd cars 
The monarch hears, 
Aſſumes the god, 


Affects to nod, 


| And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres, 


The praiſe of Bacchus tacn the ſwect mug 
| ſung | 
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young: 
The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace 
He thews his honelt face. EY. 
Now ove the hautboys breath; he comes, d“ 
Bacchus ever fair and young (comes 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain : 
| Bacchu 30 blefſ oer are a pee | 
Drinking is the ſoldier's Pleature; Na 


Book 
ich the treaſure, 
— the pleaſure; _ „ 
sweet is pleaſure after pain. 


| his battles o'er again; 1 
e all his foes; and thrice he 
a flew the flain. be 
The maſter ſaw = _ * 
lowing cheeks, his arden 1 
Wed he heaven and earth defied 4 
Chang'd his hand, and check' d his pride, 
He choſe a — muſe, 
ity to infule : 
5 2 Darius great and good, 
By too ſevere a fate, 
Fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, 
Fall'n from his high eſtate, 
And welt'ring in his blood; 
Deſerted at his utmoſt need 
By thoſe his former bounty fed, 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 
With not a friend to cloſe his eyes. 
With downcaft look the joyleſs victor fate, 
Revolving in his alter'd ſou] | | 
The various turns of fate below -,, 
And now and then a ſigh he ſtole 
And tears began to flow. | 


The mighty maſter ſmil'd, to ſee 
That love was in the next degree : 
Tas but a kindred ſound to move; 
For pity melts the mind to love. 
Softly ſweet, in Lydian meaſures, 
Soon he ſooth'd his ſoul to pleaſures, 
War he ſung is toil and trouble; 
Honour but an empty bubble; 
Never ending, ſtill beginning, 
Fighting till, and fill deſtroying : 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, oh think it worth enjoying! 
Lovely Thais fits beſide thee, 
Lahe the good the gods provide thee. 
The many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe; 
do lore was crown'd, but muſic won the cauſe. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the fair 
Who caus'd his care, 
And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and look'd, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and ſigh'd again: | 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreſs'd, 
The vanquiſh'd victor ſunk upon her breaſt. 
Now ſtrike the golden lyre again; 
And louder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain. 
Break his bands of {lcep aſunder, 
And rouſe him, like a rattlin g pcal of thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid ſound 
Has rais'd up his head, 
As awak'd from the dead, 
nd amaz'd, he ſtares around. 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, 
| See the furies ariſe, 5 
See the ſuakes that they rear, 
o they hiſs in the air, 
And the ſparkles that flaſh fr 
Behold a ghaſtly band, 
och a dorch in his hand, 


4 with the ſound, the King grew vain 


om their eyes! 


4 


1 Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 


L 


| 


Theſe are Grecian ghoſts, that in battle were ſlaing 
And unburied remain | 
Inglorious on the plain 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew: 
Behold how they toſs their torches on hi 
How they point to the Perſian abodes, 
And glitt'ring temples of their hoſtile gods 
The Princes applaud, with a furious joy ; 
And the King ſeiz'd a flambeau, with zeal ta 
Thais led the way, [ deſtroy ; 
To light him to his prey, 
And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy, 
Thus, long ago, | 
Ere heaving bellows learn'd to blow, 
While organs yet were mute; 
Timotheus to his breathing flute 
And ſounding lyre 


Could ſwell the foul to rage, or kindle oft deſire, 
At laſt divine Cecilia came, 


The ſweet enthuſiaſt, from her facred ſtore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to ſolemn ſounds, 


| With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown bes 


Let old Timotheus yield the prize, ¶ fore. 
Or both divide the crown; 

He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies, 

She drew an angel down, 


9 97, An Epifile, from Mr. Phillips to the Earl of 
Dorjet. Copenhagen, March 9, 170g. 


From ſtreams that northern winds forbid te 
flow, | 


{| What preſent ſhall the Muſe to Derſet bring, 
| Or how, ſo near the Pole, attempt to ſing ? 


The hoary winter here conceals from fight 

All pleaſing objects that to verſe invite. 
The hills and dales, and the delightful woods, 
The flow'ry plains, and ſilver ſtreaming floods, 
By ſnow diſguis'd, in bright confuſion lie, 
And, with one dazzling waſte, fatigue the eye. 


No gentle breathing breeze prepares the ſpringy 
No birds within the defart region ſing. | 
The ſhips, unmov'd, the boiſt'rous winds defy, 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly. ; 
The vaſt Leviathan wants room to play, 

And ſpout his waters in the face of day. 

The ſtarving wolves along the main ſea prowl, 
And to the moon in icy valleys howl. 

For many a ſhining league the level main 
Here ſpreads itſelf into a glaſſy plain: 

There ſolid billows, of enormous ſize, 

Alps of green ice, in wild diſorder riſe. 

And yet but lately have I ſeen, e'en here, 


. | The winter in a lovely dreſs appear. | 
| Ere yet the clouds let fall the treaſur'd ſnow, 


Or winds begun thro' hazy ſkies to blow, 


At ev'ning a keen eaſtern breeze aroſe ; 


And the deſcending rain unſullied froze. 


Soon as the filent ſhades of night withdrew, 


The ruddy morn giſclcs'd at once to view 
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FROM frozen climes, and endleſs tracks of ſnow, | 


\ 


Alike to them the roſe or thorn, 
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The face of nature in a rich diſguiſe, 
And brighten'd every object to my eyes: 
For ev'ry ſhrub, and every blade of graſs, 


And ev'ry pointed thorn, ſecm'd wrought in glaſs, 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns ſhew, 


While thro' the ice the crimſon berries glow. 
The thick-ſprung recds the wat'ry marſhes yicld 
Seem poliſh'd lances'in a hoſtile geld. 0 
The ſtag, in limpid currents, with ſurpriſe 

Sees cryſtal branches on his forchcad rife, 


The ſpreading oak, the beech, and tow'ring pine, 


Glaz'd over, in the freezing ether ſhine. 

The frighted birds the rattling branches ſhun, 
That wave and glitter in the diſtant ſun. 
When, if a ſudden guſt of wind ariſe, 

The brittle foreft into atoms flies : 

The crackling wood beneath the tempeſt bends, 
And in a ſpangled ſhow'r the proſpect ends; 
Or, if a ſouthern gale the region warm, 

And by degrees unbind the wint'ry charm, 


The traveller a miry country ſees, 


And journeys fad beneath the dropping trees. 
Like fome deluded peaſant Merlin leads 
'Thro' fragrant bow'rs, and thro' delicious meads; 
While here enchanted gardens to him rife, 
And airy fabrics there attract his eyes, 
His wand'ring feet the magic paths purſue z 
And, while he thinks the fair iluſion true, 
The trackleſs ſcenes diſperſe in fluid air, 


And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways, appear: 


A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 
And, as he goes, the tranſient viſion mourns, 


$ 98. The Man of Sorrow, GREVILLE. 
II! what avails the lengthening mead, 
By Nature's kindeſt bounty ſpread 
long the vale of flow'rs ! 
Ah! what avails the darkering grove, 
Or Philomel's melodious love, 
That glads the midnight hours 


For me, alas! the god of day 


| Ne'er glitters on the hawthorn ſpray, 


Nor night her comfort brings : 
I have no pleaſure in the roſe; 
For me no vernal beauty blows, 

Nor Philomela fings. | 


Sec how the ſturdy peaſants ſtride 
Adown yon hillock's verdant fide, 
in cheerful 1gnorance bleſt! 


Alike ariſes every morn, 
By gay Contentment dreſt. 


Content, fair daughter of the ſkies, 

Or gives ſpontaneous, or denics, 
Her choice divinely free : 

She viſits oft the hamlet cot, 

When Want and Sorrow are the lot 
Of Avarice and me. 


But fee—or is it Fancy's dream? 
Methought a bright celeſtial gleam 
Shot ſudden thro' the groves ; 


EXTRACTS, 


I, who the tedious abſence of a day | 
| Remov'd, would languiſh for my charms 


Nor ever more be 
| Was ſhe not all my fondeſt wiſh could frame? 


Door l. 

Behold, behold, in looſe array, 

Euphroſyne, more bright than day, 
More mild than Paphian doves 1 


Welcome, oh welcome, Pleaſure” 

And fee, along the velvet — rege 
The jocund train advance: 

With ſcatter'd flow'rs they fill the air; 

The wood-nymph's dew-beſpangled hair 
Plays in the ſportive dance. 


Ah! bareful grant of angry Heav 

When to the — — is . 
A foul alive to joy! wed 

Joys fly with every hour away, 

And leave th" unguarded heart a prey 
To cares that peace deſtroy, 


And ſee, with viſionary haſte 

(Too ſoon the gay deluſion paſt) 
Reality remains ! 

| Deſpair has ſciz'd my captive ſoul; 

And horror drives without controul, 

| And ſlackens ſtill the reins. = 


Ten thouſand beauties round me throng ; | 
What beauties, ſay, ye nymphs, belong | 
To the diſtemper'd ſoul? 


| I ſee the lawn of hideous 2 j 


The towering elm nods miſery; 
With groans the waters roll. 


Ve gilded roofs, Palladian domes, 
Ye vivid tints of Perſia's looms, 

Ye were for miſery made. — 
"T'was thus the Man of Sorrow ſpoke; 
His wayward ſtep then penſive took 
Along th' unhallow'd ſhade, 


$ 99. Monody to the Memory of a Young Lag. 

. SHAW, 
YET do I live ? Oh how ſhall I ſuſtain 
This vaſt unutterable weight of woe ? 
This worſe than hunger, poverty, or pain, 


{| Or all the complicated ills below? 
© | She, in whoſe life my hopes were treaſur da, 


Is gone—for ever fled— 

My deareſt Einma's dead; 
Theſe eyes, theſe tear-ſwol'n eyes beheld her fal. 
Ah no ſhe lives on ſome far happier ſhore, 


| She lives—but (cruel thought!) the lives tor me 


no more, 


[fight 


Would chide the lingering moments for dela), 


And fondly blame the flow return of night; 


How, how ſhall I endure 
| (O miſery paſt a cure!) 
Hours, days, and years, ſucceſſively to roll, 
bold the comfort of my ſov!? 


Did ever mind fo much of heaven partake ? 

Did ſhe not love me with the pureſt flame? | 

And give up friends and fortune for my ſake! 
Though mild as evening ſkies, 


! 
1 


With dovncaft, ſtreaming ces, 


Etch: 


| f ſupercilious brows, 
_—_— — and faithful to her 


the it 

Deaf to their 
vows. 

Come then, ome 

No more your be. 

Teach me each moving 


uſe, the ſaddeſt of the train 

er ſhall dwell on idle lays), 
—— 22 

card the pageantry of phraſe: 
fey br = of ſpeech with woes like mine ! 

Thus, haply, as I paint 

The ſource of n 

own th impaſſion'd line; 

yr 42 may guſh to my relief, [of grief. 
And from my ſwelling heart diſcharge this load 


; fond officious friends, forbear 
28 my ears with the ſad tales you tell; 
« How good ſhe was, how gentle, and how fair ! 

In pity ccaſe—alas I know too well 
How in her ſweet expreſſive face ; 
Beam'd forth the beauties of her mind, 
Yet heighten'd by exterior grace, 
Of —_ maſt engaging, moſt refin'd. 
Xo piteous object could ſhe ſee, 9 8 
But her ſoft boſom ſhar d the woe, 
F While ſmiles of affability | 
Endear'd whatever boon ſhe might beſtow. 
Whare'er th' emotions of her heart, 
Still ſhone conſpicuous in her eyes, 
Stranger to every female art, 
Alike to feign or to diſguiſe : 
And, oh the boaſt how rare 
The fecret in her faithful breaſt repos'd 
She ne'er with lawleſs tongue diſclos'd, 
In ſecret ſilence lodg's inviolate there. 
0h feeble words—unable to cxpreſs 
Her matchleſs virtues, or my own diſtreſs ! 


Relentleſs death] that, ſteel' d to human woe, 
With murd'rous hands deals havos on man- 

Why (cruel!) ſtrike this deprecated blow, [Kind, 
And leave ſuch wretched multirudes behind ? 

Hark! groans come wing d on every breeze! 
The tons of grief prefer their ardent vow, 

Oprel$'d with forrow, want, or dire diſeaſe, 
And ſupplicate thy aid, as I do now : 

In vain—perverſe, fill on th' unwecting head 

[is thine thy vengeful darts to ſhed ; 

Mope's infant bloſſoms to deſtroy, 

Aud drench in tears the face of JOY. 

But oh, fell tyrant! yet expect the hour 

hen Virtue ſhall renounce thy pow'r; 

Vlien thou no more ſhalt blot the face of da 

X o 4 

© mortals tremble at thy rigid ſway. 

Als the day !—where'cr I turn my eyes, 

oy lad memento of my loſs appears; 
1 the fatal houſe—ſuppreſs my ſighs, 

eloly'd to dry my unavailing tears : 


— ah! in vain—no change of time or 
e memor ff, | 
Of all that — the ek 5 


a , that enchanting air, 
3 and nought remains but anguiſh and 
deſpair, 1 | | 
Where w 
0 _ the delegates of Heaven, oh where! 
ed Virtue's children ſafe to keep ? 


ow loft 


ppoint 
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1 Wilt thou: 
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Had Innocence or Virtue been their care, 
She had not dicd, nor had I liv'd to weep : 

Mov'd by = tears, and by her patience mov'd, 

o ſee her force th' endearing ſmile, 

My ſorrows to beguile, 
When Torture's keeneſt rage ſhe prov'd ; 
Sure they had warded that untimely dart, | 
Which broke her thread of life, and rent a huſ- 
band's heart. 


| How ſhall I e' er forget that dreadful hour, 


When, feeling Death's reſiſtleſs pow'r, 
My hand ſhe prets'd, wet with her falling tears, 
And thus, in fault'ring accents, fpoke her fears ! 


« Ah, my lov'd lord, the tranſient ſcene is o'er, 
“And we muſt part, alas! to meet no more 
« But, oh! if e'er thy Emma's name was dear, 


| © If e'cr thy vows have charm'd my raviſh'd ear; 


If, from thy lov'd embrace my heart to gain, 


Proud friends have frown'd, and Fortune ſinil'd 


jn vain; 
&« Tf it has been my ſole endeavour ſtill 
« To act in all oblequious to thy will; 
« To watch thy very ſmiles, thy wiſh to know, 
Then only truly bleſt when thou wert ſo; 


If I have doated with that fond exceſs, 


Nor love could add, nor Fortune make it leſs ; 
« Tf this I've done, and more—oh then be kind 
To the dear lovely babe I leave behind. | 
When time my once-lov'd mem'ry ſhall efface, 
« Some happicr maid may take thy Emma's 
place, 
„ With envious eyes thy partial fondneſs ſee, 
And hate it for the love thou bor ſt to me: 
« My deareſt Shaw, forgive a woman's fears; 
But one word more I cannot bear thy tears 
« Promiſe—and I will truſt thy faithful vow 
( Oft have I tried, and ever Gund thee true) 
That to ſome diſtant ſpot thou wilt remove 
„This fatal pledge of hapleſs Emma's love, 
„ Where ſafe thy blandiſhments it may partake, 
© And, oh! be tender for its mother's ſake. _ 


I know thou wilt—ſad ſilence ſpeaks aſſent ; 
„ And in that pleaſing hope thy Emma dies 
| content. 


I, who with more than manly ſtrength have bore 


The various ills impos'd by cruel Fate, 
Suſtain the firmneſs of my ſoul no more, 


But fink beneath the weight: [day | 


| Juſt Heaven! I cried, from Memory's earlieſt 


No comfort has thy wretched ſuppliant known; 
Misfortune ſtill, with unrelenting ſway, 
Has ctaim'd me for her own, 


But, oh in pity to my grief, reſtore 
| This only ſource of bliſs; 


I aſk—T aſk no more 
Vain hope—th' irrevocable doom 1s paſt, 

Ev'n now ſhe looks—ſhe ſighs her laſt 
Vainly I ſtrive to ſtay her flecting breath, death. 
And, with rebellious heart, proteſt againſt her 


When the ſtern tyrant clos'd her lovely eyes, 
How did I rave, untaught to bear the blow! 


| With impious wiſh to tear her from the ſkies, 
| How curſe my fate in bitterneſs of woe 


But: 


{ 
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But whither would this dreadful phrenzy lead? 
Fond man, forbear, 
Thy fruitleſs forrow ſpare, 
Dare not to taſk what Heaven's high will decreed; 
In humble rev'rence kiſs th' affliEtive rod, 
And proſtrate bow to an offended God. 


Perhaps kind Heaven in mercy dealt the blow, 
Some faving truth thy roving ſoul to teach; 
To wean thy heart from grovelling views below, 

And point out bliſs beyond Misfortune's 
reach: 
To ſhew that all the flatt'ring ſchemes of joy, 
Which tow'ring Hope ſo fondly builds in air, 
One fatal moment can deſtroy, 
And plunge th' exulting maniac in deſpair, 
Then, oh! with pious fortitude ſuſtain 
Thy preſent lofs—haply thy future gain; 
Nor let thy Emma die in vain : 
Time ſhall adminiſter its wonted balm, | 
And huſh this ſtormof grief to no unpleafingecalm. 


Thus the poor bird, by ſome diſaſtrous fate 
Caught and impriſon'd in a lonely cage, 
Torn from its native fields, and dearer mate, 
Flutters awhile, and ſpends its little rage: 
But finding all its efforts weak and vain, 
No more it pants and rages for the plain; 
Moping awhile, in ſullen mood 
Droops the ſweet mourner—but ere long 
Prunes its light wings, and pecks its food, 
And meditates the ſong: 
Sercnely ſorrowing, breathes its piteous caſe, 
And with its plaintive warblings ſaddens all 
the place. 1 | 


Forgive me, Heaven!--yet, yet the tears will flow, 
To think how ſoon my ſcene of bliſs is paſt ! 
My budding joys, juſt promiſing to blow, 
All nipt and wither'd by one cnvious blaſt ! 
My hours, that laughing wont to fleet away, 
Move heavily along ; Tang ? 
Where's now the ſprightly jeſt, the jocund 
Time creeps, unconſcious of delight : 
How ſhall 1 cheat the tedious day; 
And oh the joyleſs night! 
Where ſhall I reſt my weary head? 


How ſhall I find repoſe on a fad widow'd bed? | 


Come, Theban drug *, the wretch's only aid, 
To my torn heart its former peace reſtore ; | 
Thy votary, wrapp'd in thy Lethcan ſhade, 
_ Awhile ſhall ccaſe his ſorrows to deplore : 
Haply, when lock'd in fleep's embrace, 
Again I ſhall behold my Emma's face 
Again with tranſport hear 
Her voice oft whiſpering in my ear; mn 
May ſteal once more a balmy kits, | 
And taſte at leaſt of viſionary bliſs. 
But, ah! th' unwelcome morn's obtruding light 
Will all my ſhadowy ſchemes of bliſs depote, | 
Will tear the dear illuſion from my fight, 
And wake me to the ſenſe of all my woes: 
If to the verdant fields I ftray, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


i Thy mother's virtues an 


Bo o K If; 
Her lovely form purſues where er! g0, 


And darkens all the ſcene with 

By Nature's laviſh bountics cheer'd ns 

22 t rove ; 

hrough vall 

2 Sh Valley, grot 
Nought can their beauties or my loſs reſtore: 
No herb, no plant, can mcd'cine my diſeaſe, 
And my fad ſighs are borne on ev'ry paſſns 


breeze. 


Sickneſs and ſorrow hov'ring round m 
Who now with anxious haſt ſhall * 
With lenient hand ſupport my drooping head, | 
Aſſuage my pains, and mitigate my grief“ 
Should worldly buſineſs call away, : 
Who now ſhall in my abſence fondly mourn 
Count ev'ry minute of the loit ring day, 
Impatient for my quick return! 
Should aught my boſom diſcompoſe, 
Who now, with ſweet complacent air, 
Shall ſmooth the rugged brow of Care, 
And ſoften all my woes? 
Too faithful Memory——ceaſe, oh ceaſe— 
How ſhall I cer regain my peace? 


| (Oh, to forget her !)—but how vain each art, 


Whilſt ev'ry virtue lives imprinted on my heart 


| And thou, my little cherub, left behind 


To hear a father's plaints, to ſhare his woez, 
When Reaſon's dawn inform, thy infant mind, 
And thy ſweet liſping tongue ſhall aſk the caule, 
How oft with ſorrow Bal mine eyes run o'er, 
When, twining round my knees, I trace _ 
Thy mother's tmile upon thy face! 
How oft to my full heart ſhalt thou reſtore | 
Sad mem'ry of my joys—ah, now no more! 
By bleſſings once enjoy'd now more diſtrels'd, 
More beggar by the riches once polleſt, 
My little darling !—dearer to me grown heat 
By all the tears thou'ſt caus'd—oh ſtrange 19 
Bought with a life yet dearer than thy own, 
Thy cradle purchas'd with thy mother's bier: 
Who now ſhall ſeck with fond delyit 
Thuy infant ſteps to guide aright? 
She, who with doating eyes would gate 
On all thy little artleſs ways, 
By all thy ſoft endearments bleſt, 
And claſp thee oft with tranſport to her breaſt, 
Alas! is gone——yet ſhalt thou prove 
A father's deareſt, tendereſt love; 
And, O ſweet ſenſeleſs ſmiler (eavied ſtate '). 
As vet unconſcious of thy hapleſs tate, 
" When vears thy judgment ſhall mature, 


And Reaſon thews thoſe 11s it cannot cure, 


Wilt thou, a father's grief t' aſſuage, 
For virtue prove the Phenix of the earth | 
(Like her, thy mother died to give tice buch), 

And be the comfort of my age 
When ſick and lavguiſhing I he, 5 
Wilt thou my Emmas wonted care ſupply! 

And, oft as to thy liſtening ear, S 
d her fate I tell, 

'1 nder tear 

Say, wilt thou drop the tender tear, 


Alas ! what pleaſures now can theſe convey ? 


* Laudanum, 


we 0 
Whilſt on the mournfal theme | dwell! 


4 


Theos, 


ling to thy father's ſide, . | 
e — cl the ſoft diſtreſs, | 
Which I would vainly ſeek to hide, 
ay, wilt thou ſtrive to make it leſs? 
my ſorrows all thy cares employ, 
151 in my cup of grief infuſe one drop of joy? 
7 ireſs to a Nightingale, 
(100. An Evening Addr 4 T4 5 1. 
that, kindly perching near, 
reſt thy plaints melodious in mine ear, 
| Ko lk Mg le inge, tutor d to forego 
The melancholy haunts of woe; ak 
Thanks for thy ſorrow-ſoothing ſtrain ; 
For, ſurely, thou haſt Known to prove, 
Like me, the pangs of hapleſs love; 
Ele why fo feclingly complain, Dgrove? 
And with thy piteous notes thus ſadden all the 


. doſt thou mourn thy raviſh'd mate, 
1 * oft enamour' d 4 thy ſtrains has hung? 
or has the cruel hand of Fate 
Bereft thee of thy darling young? 
Alas for both I weep : 
In all the pride of youthful charms, 
A beauteous bride torn from my circling arms! 
A lovely babe that ſhould have liv'd to bleſs, 
And fill my doating eyes with frequent 
tears, 
At once the ſource of rapture and diſtreſs, 
The flattering prop of my declining years ! 
In vain from death to reſcue I eſſay d, 
By ev'ry art that ſcience could deviſe; 
Alas! it languiſh'd for a mother's aid, | 
Andwing'ditsflighttoſeek her in the ſkies. 
Then, oh! our comforts be the ſame, 
At evening's peaceful hour, | | 
To ſhun the noiſy paths of wealth and fame, 
And breathe our forrows in this lonely 
bow'r. | e 
Bat why, alas! to thee complain, 
To thee—unconſcious of my pain? 
Donn ſhalt thou ceaſe to mourn thy lot ſevere, 
And hail the dawning of a happier year : 
The genial warmth of joy-renewing fpring | 
Again ſhall plume thy ſhatter'd wing; 
Again thy little heart ſhall tranſport prove, 


QWEET bird! 


* 


Again ſhall flow thy notes reſponſive to thy | 


Bot, oh! for me in vain mo 
— Nought can dry up the — of my tcars: 
Deploring till the comfort of my ſoul, 

I count my ſorrows by increafing years. 


Tell me, thou Syren Hope, deceiver, ſay, 
1 15 the promis d period of my woes ? 
vil three long, lingering years have roll'd away, 
And yet I weep, a ſtranger to repoſe : 
5 O what deluſion did thy tongue cmploy ! 
hat Emma's fatal pledge of love, 
8 er laſt bequeſt, with ail a mother's care, 
e bitterneſs of ſorrow ſhould remove, | 
® doften the horrors of deſpair, 


ſeaſons roll, [love. 


L 
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Shall Kindly ſtop my griet-exhauſted 
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How oft, when fondling in my arms, 

Gazing enraptur'd on its angel-face, 

My ſoul the maze of Fate would vainly trace, 

And burn with all a father's fond alarms ! 

And oh what flatt'ring ſcenes had fancy feign'd! 

How did I rave of blcifings yet in ſtore ! 

Till ev'ry aching ſenſe was ſweetly pain'd, 

And my full heart could bear, nor tongue 
could utter more. 

« Juſt Heaven!” I cried, with recent hopes elate, 

© Yet will I live—will live, tho' Emma's dead; 

“ So long bow'd down bencath the ſtorms of 
6 fate, 6 hd | 

„ Yet will I raiſe my woe-dejeQed head 1 

« My little Emma, now my all, 

« Will want a father's care; | 

4 Her looks, her wants, my raſh reſolves recal, 

« And for her ſake the ills of life I'll bear: 

« And oft together we'll complain, | 

« Complaint the only bliſs my ſoul can know. 

From me my child ſhall learn the mournful 


« ſtrain, | 


And prattle tales of woe. 


« And, oh! in that auſpicious hour, | 
«© When Fatc reſigns her perſecuting pow'r, 
« With dutcous zeal her hand ſhall cloſe, | 
No more to weep, 5 ſorrow- ſtreaming eyes, 
«© When death gives mi cry repoſe, | 
« And opes a glorious paſſage to the fkies.” 


Vain thought! it muſt not be—ſhe too is dead; 
The flatt'ring ſcene is oer; | 
My hopes fer ever, ever fled; 
And vengeance can no more. | 
Cruſh'd by misfortune, blaſted by diſeaſe, 
And none—none left to bear a friendly part! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or caſe, 
Or ſooth the anguiſh of an aching heart! 
Now all one gloomy ſcene, till welcome death, 
With lenient hand (oh falſely deem'd ſeverc), 
breath, 

And dry up ev'ry tear. . 
Perhaps, obſequious to my will, „ 
But, ah ! from my affections far remov'd! 

The laſt ſad office ſtrangers may fulfil, 
$ if I nc'er had been belov'd; | 
As if, unconſcious of poetic fire, : 
I nc'cr had touched the trembling lyre ; 
As if my niggard hand ne'er dealt relief, 
Nor my heart melted at another's grief. 
vet, while this weary life ſhall laſt, | 
Whͤile = my tongue can form th' impaſſion 4 
| rain, = 
In piteous accents ſhall the muſe complain, 
And dwell with fond delay on bletlings paſt : 
For oh how gratciul to a wounded heart, 
The tale of miſery to impart! - 
From others cyes bid aitleſs forrows flow, 
And raiſe eſteem upon the baſe of woe! _ 
Even He *, the nobleft of the tuncful throngy 
Shall deign my love-lorn tale to hear, 
Shall catch the ſoft contagion of my ſong, 


** 
Aud cheer à eat long loſt to joy!“ 


And pay my penſive Muſe tlie tribute of a tear, 


„ Lord Lytiletoan, 


$ 10%. 
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$ 101. An Ode to Narciſa. SMOLLET-. 


HY fatal ſhafts unerring move; 
I bow before thine altar, Love ! 
I feel thy ſoft, reſiſtleſs flame 
Glide ſwift through all my vital frame! 


For while I gaze my boſom glows, 

My blood in tides ＋ e flows; 
Hope, fear, and joy alternate roll, 

And floods of tranſport whelm my ſoul! 


My fault'ring tongue attempts in vain 
In ſoothing murmurs to complain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 
My murmurs fink in broken fighs ! 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the ſilent tear; 
Unheard I mourn, unknown I ſigh, 
Unfriended live, unpiticd die! 


$ 102, Elegy in Imitation of Tibullus. 

| A  SMOLLEFT. 
IJ HERE now are all my flattering dreams of 

1 25 . e 

Monimia, give my ſoul her wonted reſt : 

Since firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 
Heart-gnawing cares corrode my penſive breaſt !_ 
Let happy lovers fly where pleaſures call, 

With feſtive ſongs beguile the fleeting hour, 

Lead beauty thro' the mazes of the ball, 

Or preſs her wanton in love's roſeate bow'r. 


For me, no more I'll range th' empurpled mcad, 
Where ſhepherds pipe, and virgins dance around, 
Nor wander thro' the woodbine's fragrant ſhade, 
To hear the muſic of the grove reſound. 


T'll ſeek ſome lonely church, or dreary hall, 
Where fancy paints the glimm'ring taper blue, 
Where damps hang mould'ring on the 1vy'd wall, 
And ſheeted ghoſts drink up the midnight dew : 


There, leagued with hopeleſs anguiſh and deſpair, 
Awhile in ſilence o'er my fate repine : | 
Then, with a long farewel to love and care, 

To kindred duſt my weary limbs conſign. 


_ Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a gracious tear 
On the cold grave where all my ſorrows reſt; 

| Strew vernal flow'rs, applaud my love ſincere, 
And bid the turf lic eaſy on my breaſt ? 


——__—_— 


— — 


8 103. The Propagation be Geſpel in Greenland. 
5 | CowPER. 

AND ſtill it ſpreads. See Germany ſend forth 

<> Her ſons to pour it on the fartheſt north * : 

_ Fir'd with a zeal peculiar, they defy 

The rage and rigour of a polar ſky, 

And plant ſucceisfully ſweet Sharon's roſe 

On icy plains, and in eternal ſnows. 
Oh bleſt within th' incloſure of your rocks, 

Nor herds have ye to boaſt, nor bleating flocks, 

No fertilizing ſtreams your fields divide, 

That ſhew revers'd the villas on their fide; 


EXTRACTS, 
No groves have ye 


Or voice of turtle, 
Nor grateful eglantine regales the ſmell 


Book l. 


no cheerful ſound ef 1; 
in your land is * 


Of thoſe that walk at ev' ning w 
But winter, arm'd with 1 — ee 
Sits abſolute on his unſhaken throne; N 
Piles up his ſtores amidſt the froꝛen walk 
And bids the mountains he has built ftand faſt; 
Beckons the legions of his ſtorms awa : 
From happier ſcenes, to make your land a yrey- 
Proclaims the ſoil a conqueſt he has won Ea 
And ſcorns to ſhare it with the diſtant fri. 
Yet truth is yours, remote, unenvicd iſle: 
And peace, the genuine offspring of her ſmile: 


The pride of letter'd ignorance, that bind; 
In chains of error our accompliſh'd minds 


That decks with all the ſplendour of the true 
A falſe religion—is unknown to you, 

Nature indeed vouchſafes for our delight 

The ſweet viciſſitudes of day and night; 

Soft airs and genial moiſture feed and cheer 
Field, fruit, and flow'r, and ev'ry creature here; 
But brighter beams than his who fires the ſkies f 


{ Have ris'n at length on your admiring eyes, 


That ſhoot into your darkeſt caves the day 
From which our nicer optics turn away, 


9104. On Slavery, and the $SlaveTrade.Cowpri, 
BVT, ab! what wiſh can proſper, or vba 
pray r, 
For merchants rich in cargoes of deſpair, 
Who drive a loathſome traffic, gage and ſpan, 
And buy the muſcles and the bones of man? 
The tender ties of father, huſband, friend, 
All bonds of nature, in that moment end; 


And cach endures, while yet he draws his breath, 


A ſtroke as fatal as the ſcythe of death, 

The ſable warrior, frantic with regret 

Of her he loves, and never can forget, 

Loſes in tears the far-receding ſhore, 

But not the thought that they muſt meet no more; 
Depriv'd of her and freedom at a blow, 
What has he left that he can yet forego? 
Yes, to deep ſadneſs ſullenly reſign d, 
He feels his body's bondage in his mind; 
Puts off his gen'rous nature; and, to fuit 

His manners with his fate, puts on the brute, 
Oh moſt degrading of all ills that watt 

On man, a mourner in his beſt eſtate 

All other ſorrows virtue may endure, 
And find ſubmiſſion more than half a cure; 
Grief is itſelf a med'cine, and beſtuw'd _ 
T' improve the fortitude that bears a load; 
To teach the wand'rer, as his wocs incrcale, 
The path of wiſdom, all whoſe paths are pear? 
But flay'ry !—virtue dreads it as her grave; 


{Patience itſelf is meanneſs in a {lave : 


Or if the will and ſovercignty of God 


Nature imprints upon hate 


* The Moravian roilſlagaries ia Gteenlan J. Vile Krantz. 


Bid ſuffer it awhile, and kits the rod; 

Wait for the dawning of a brighter day, 

And ſnap the chain the moment when you . 
er we [20 


That has a heart and life in it, Bc free! 


The 


Book Il. 
re charter'd—neither age nor force 

. love of freedom in a horſe : 
Reſpontive to the diſtant neigh he neighs, 

H could I worſhip aught beneath the ſkies, 

That earth hath ſeen or ney could deviſe, 
Tune altar, ſacred Liberty, ſhould ſtand, 
Built by no mercenary vulgar hand, 
Jain, when evening in her ſober veſt 
brew the grey curtain of the fading Weſt; 


He breaks the cord that held him at the rack, 
Nor (tops till, overleaping all delays, 

With fragrant turf, and flow'rs as wild and fair 
Me foul ſhould yield thee willing thanks and 


** d back 

aſcious of an unencumber 5 
5 * morning air, forgets the rein, 
Look av his forelock and his ample mane; 
He finds the paſture where his fellows graze. j 

's erty, and in Praiſe of Mr. Howard. 

105 e CowW PER. 
A; ever dreſs'd a bank, or ſcented ſummer air. 
Daly as ever on the mountain's height | 
The peep of morning ſhed a dawning light; 

pra! C i \ 
For the chief bleſſings of my faireſt days: 
But that were facrilege—praite is not thine, | 
But his who gave thee, and preſerves thee mine: 
Elſe I would fay, and as I ſpake bid fly 
A captive bird into the boundleſs ſky, 
This triple realm adores thee—thou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home; 


We feel thy force ſtill active, at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from prieſtly pow'r ; 


0 


While conſcience, happier than in ancient years, 
Owns no ſuperior but the God ſhe fears, 
P:opitious Spirit! yet expunge a wrong 
Thy rites have ſuffer'd, and our land, too long; 
Teach mercy to ten thouſand hearts that ſhare 
The fears and hopes of a ceramercial care: 
Priſons expect the wicked, and were built 
To bind the lawlefs, and to puniſh guilt; = 
hut ſupwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and flood ; 
Are mighty miſchiets not to be withſtood ; 
And honeſt merit ſtands on ilipp'ry ground, 
Where covert guile and artifice abound : | 
Let juſt reſtraint, for public peace deſign'd, 
Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind 
The fog of virtue has no claim to thee, 
But let inſolvent innocence go free. 
Patron of elſe the moſt deſpis'd of men, 
= the tribute of a ſtranger's pen; 
rl, like the laurel its immortal meed 
daould be the guerdon of a noble deed : a 
— — but I fear the ſhame 
wr; D as my theme and aim) 
Be hogs DIY Howard's name. 
Jors doubly — alles en 
Jo quit the blitz thy a Ny EP ws 
Yoga bas i y ＋ ſcenes beſtow, 
0traverſe ſeas day . qa : 
in the pron 5 i £ ingdoms, and bring home, 
lr ments of Greece or Rome, 
wicdge ſuch as only dungeons teacl 
Aud only ſympath lik 8 
IMPAtNy like thine could reach; 
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That grief, ſequeſter'd from the public ſtage, 


| Might ſmooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage 


Speaks a divinc ambition, and a zeal 


The boldeſt patriot might be proud to feel. 


Oh that the voice of clamour and debate, 
T hat pleads for peace till it diſturbs the ſtate, 
Were huſh'd in tavour of thy gen'rons plea, 
The poor thy clients, and Heaven's ſmile thy fee! 
$ 106. On Domeſtic Happineſs, as the Friend of 
Virtue, and of the falſe Good-nature of the 
Age. COW PER, 
OMESTIC happineſs, thou only bliſs 
Of Paradite that has ſurviv'd the fall! 
Tho' few now taſte thee unimpair'd and pure, 
Or taſting, long enjoy thee ; too infirm ; 
Or too incautious to preſerve thy ſweets 
Unmixt with drops of bitter, which neglect. 
Or temper ſheds into thy cryſtal cup. 
Thou art the nurſe of victue. In thine arms 
She ſmiles, appearing, as in truth ſhe is, 
Heaven-born, and deſtin'd to the ſkies again. 
Thou art not known where pleafure is ador'd, 
That reeling goddeſs with the zoneleſs waiſt 


| And wand ring eyes, ſtill leaning ou the arm 


Of novelty, her fickle frail ſupport; 

For thou art meek and conſtant, hating change, 
And finding in the calm of truth-tied love 
Joys that her ſtormy raptures never yield, 
Forſaking thee, what ſhipwreck have we made 
Of honour, dignity, and fair renown, 

Till proſtitution elbows us afide 


In all our crowded ſtreets, and ſenates ſeem . 


Conven'd for purpoſes of empire leſs 

Than to releaſe th' adultreſs from her bond! 
TH adultreſs! what a theme for angry verſe, 
What provocation to th indignant heart 

That feels for injur'd love! But I diſdain 
The nauſeous taſk to paint her as ſhe is, 
Cruel, abandon'd, glorying in her ſhame. 

No. Let her paſs; and, charioted along, 

In guilty ſplendour ſhake the public ways 
The frequency of crimes has waſh'd them whitcg 
And verte of mine ſhall never brand the wretch 
Whom matrons now of character unſmirch'd, 


And chaſte themſelves, are not aſham'd to own. 


Virtue and vice had bound'ries in old time 
Not to be paſs'd : and the that had renounc'd 
Her ſex's honour, was renounc'd herſelf 


| By all that priz'd it; not for Prudery's fake, 


But Dignity's, reſentful of the wrong. 


1] Twas hard perhaps on here and there a waif 
-- ] Defirous to return, and not receiv'd; 


But was an wholeſome rigour in the main, 


And taught th unblemiſh'd to preſerve with care 


That purity, whoſe loſs was loſs of all. 


| Men too wete nice in honour in thoſe days, 


And judg'd offenders well: and he that ſharp'd, 


And pocketed a prize by fraud obtain'd, 
Was mark'd and ſhunn'd as odious. He that ſold 


His country, or was ſlack when ſhe requir'd 

His ev'ry nerve in action and at ſtretch, 

Paid with the blood that he had baſely ſpar'd 

The price of his default, But now—yes, now, 
- NING | We 
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We are become ſo candid and ſo fair, 

So liberal in conſtruction, and ſo rich 

In Chriſtian charity, a good-natur'd age! 

That they are ſafe; ſinners of either {cx 

Tranſgreſs what laws they may, Well dreſs'd, 
well bred, 

Well equipag'd, is ticket good enough 

To paſs us readily through ev'ry door. 

Hypocriſy, deteſt her as we may, 

(And no man's hatred ever wrong'd her vet) 

May claim this merit ſtill, that the admits 

The worth of what ſhe mimics with ſuch care, 

And thus gives virtue indirect applauſe. | 

But the has burnt her maſks, not necded here, 

Where vice has ſuch allowance, that her ſhifts 

And ſpecious ſemblances have loſt their uſe. 


$ 107. On the Employments of what is called 

an lle Lee. Cow PER. 
He Various his employments whom the world 

| Cal's idle, and who juſtly in return 

Eſteems that buſy world an idler too! 

Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen, 

Delightful induſtry enjoy'd at home, | 

And nature in her cultivated trim 

Dreſs'd to his taſte, inviting him abroad — 

Can he want occupation who has theſe ? 

Will he be idle who has much t' enjoy? 

Me therefore, ſtudious of laborious caſe, 

Not flothful; happy to deceive the time, 

Not waſte it; and aware that human life 

Is but a loan to be repaid with uſe, _ 

When He thall call his debtors to account 

From whom are all our bleffings—buſnels finds 

Ev'n here. While ſedulous I ſeek t' improve, 

At leaſt neglect not, or leave unemploy'd, 

The mind he gave me; driving it, though ſlack 

Too oft, and much impeded in its work 

By cauſes not to be divulg'd in vain, 

To its juſt point—the ſervice of mankind, 

He that attends to his interior ſelf, 

That has a heart, and Keeps it; has a mind 

That hungers, and ſupplies it; and who ſecks 

A ſocial, not a dillipated life— 

Has buſineſs; feels himſelf engag'd t' achicre 

No unimportant, though a ſilent taſk. 

A life all turbulence and noiſe may ſeem 

To him that leads it wiſe, and to be prais'd ; 

But wiſdom is a pcarl with moſt ſucceſs 

Sought in ſtill water, and beneath clear ſkics. 

He that is ever occupied in ſtorms 

Or dives not for it; or brings up inſtcad, 

Vainly induſtrious, a diſgraceful prize. 


S 108. The Poſi comes in—the News-paper is 
read e World contemplatcd at a dijlance. 
3 | Cow PER. 
ARK ! tis the twanging horn! o'er yonder 
bridge, | | | | 
That with its weariſome but ncedful length 
Beſtrides the wint'ry flood, in which the moon 
Secs her unwrinkled face reflected bright, 
He comes, the herald of a noiſy world, 


News from all nations lumb'ring at his back, 


FLEGANT EXTRACTS, 
ol 


Clocks, 
With ſwatter'd Loots, ſtrapp'd waift, and frozen 
[ 


And the loud laugh—I long to know them all; 


{ Which not ev'n critics criticite, that holds 


| Though eloquent themſclves, yet fear to bre 


T' engroſs a moment's notice; and 
| Begs a propitious car for his poor tony 


Book l. 
True to his charge, the cloſe-pack'd load behind 
Yet carelets what he brings, his one concern n 
Is to conduct it to the deſtin'd inn; 

And, having dropt th' expected bag, paſs on 
He whiſtles as he goes, light-heartcd wretek, 
Cold and yet cheerful : meſſenger of grief l 
Perhaps to thouſands, and of joy to ſom 
To him indiff'rent whether grief or Joy 
Houſes in aſhes, and the fall of ſocks, ; 
Births, deaths, and marriages, epiſtlcs wet? 
With tears that trickled down the writer's cheeks 
Faſt as the periods from his fluent quill, 
Or charg*d with am'xous ſighs of abſent f 
Or nymphs reſponſive, equally affect 
His horſe and him, unconſcious of them 
But oh th' import:nt budget! uſher'd in 
With ſuch heart-ſhaking muſic, who can fay 
What are its ridings ? have our troops awal:'d 
Or do they ſtill, as if with opium drugy'd, | 
Snore to the murmurs of th' Atlantic wave? 
Is India free? and docs the wear her plum'd 
And jewell'd turban with a ſmile of peace, 
Or do we grind her {till ? The grand debate, 
The popular harangue, the tart reply, 

The logic, and the wiſdom, and the wit, 


©; 


ans, 


all, 


burn to ſet th' impriſon'd wranglers free, 
And give them voice and utt'rance once again, 
Now tir the fire and cloſe the ſhutters faſt, 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the fofa round, 
And while the bubbling and loud hiſfing urn 
Throws up a ſteamy column, and the cups 
That chcer but not mebriate, wait on cachy 
So let us welcome peaceful ev'ning in. 
Not ſuch his ev'ning who with ſhining face 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and tqueez d, 
And bor'd with elbow-points thro both his ter, 
Outſcolds the ranting actor on the ſtage, 
Nor his, who patient ſtands till his feet throd, 
And his head thumps, to feed upon the vreatu 
Of patriots burſting with heroic rage, 
Or placemen all tranquillity and ſmiles, 
This folio of four pages, happy work! 


Inquiſitive attention while I read | I 
Faſt bound in chains of filence, which the fa, 


What is it but a map of buly life, 

Its fluctuations, and its vait concerns? 
Here runs the mountainous and craggy idee 
That tempts ambition. On the fummit, tec. 
The ſeals of office glitter in his ec; e. 
He climbs, he pants, he graſps them. At ki 
Cloſe at his heels, a demagogue aſcends, | 
And with a dext'rous jerk ſoon twiſts him 097, 
And wins them, but to Joſe them in his turn. 
Here rills of oily eloquence in ſoft 
Meanders lubricate the courſe they take : 
The modeſt ſpeaker is aſham d and griev d 
yet begs, 
oughto, 


8 
8 
U 


However trivial all that he concelves. | FR 
Sweet baſhfulneſs ! it claims at leaſt * ol 
The dearth of information and good ſente 


Iyways comes to Pais. © 
That it foretcls us, ys con I 


Book I 
& of declamation thunder here, 
Ra of no 2 ere i] tad 
Jn which all comprehenſion wander a ; 
ie ery amule wether, 
5 deſcants on a na . 
NR appear a wilderneſs of ſtrange 
But gay eg = o dach 
Ff the brows or faded ape, 

- _—_ toothleſs, ringlets for the bald, 
Heaven ae and 285 (nor my their ſweets, 
'.Ftzreous eſlences, 017% an de A # 
nom and city feaſts, and fav rite airs, 
Zthereal journeys, ſubmarine exploits, 
And Karterfelto with 11s hair on end 
At his own wonders, wond'ring for his bread. 

'Tis pleaſant through the loop-holes of retreat 
To peep at ſuch a world. To lee the ſtir 
Of Fe great Babel, and not feel the crowd. 
To hear the roar ſhe ſends through all her gates 
A: a life diftance, where the dying ſound 
F.lls a ſoft murmur on th' uninjur'd ear. 
Thus ſitting, and ſurveying thus at caſe 
The globe and its concerns, I ſeem adyanc d 
e ſome ſecure and more than mortal height, 
Fat lib rates and exempts me from them all, 

n tums ſubmitted to my view, turns round 

Vith all its generations; I behold 
The tumult, and am ſtill. The ſound of war 
Nas loft its terrors ere it reaches me; 
Grieves but alarms me not. I mourn the pride 
And av'nce that makes man a wolf to man, 
Hear the faint echo of thoſe brazen throats 
By which he ſpeaks the language of his heart, 
And ſigh, but never tremble at the ſound. 
He travels and expatiates, as the bee 
From flow'r to flow'r, ſo he from land to land; 
Uh manners, cuſtoms, policy of all | 
contribution to the ſtore he cleans ; 
He ſucks intelligence in ev'ry a : 
And ſpreads the honey of his deep reſearch 
. lis We a rich repaſt for me 

* travels, and J too. I tread his deck, 
bn eee 
ras, a kindred heart 
Wil lis woes, and ſhare in his eſcapes; 
Dan Fas like the finger of a clock, 

e LIE great circuit, and is ſtill at home. 


1 


$ 199. A Fragment. MALLET. 
FAR morn aſcends : freſh zephyrs breath 
- Blows liv'ral o'er yon bloumy heath: 
: here, fown profuſely, herb and flow'r 
Laim ſmell, of healing pow'r, 
aa fouls in fragrant dews cxhale, 
al breathe freſh life in ev'ry gale. 
2 ſpreads a green expanſe of plains, 
bay, lweetly-penfive, Silence reigns; 
a there, at utmoſt ſtretch of eye 
— fades into tlie ſky; i 
de, Winding roy ffus' 
mer rolls wh abe 4 * 
muman art no traces near, ak 


lecu alone wich nature here { 


* 


* 
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Here are thy walks, O ſacred Health! 
The Monarch's bliſs, te Beggar's wealth ; 
The ſeas'ning of all good beiow, 

The fov'reign friend in joy or woe. 

O Thou, moſt courted, moſt deſpis'd, 

And but in abſence duly priz'd ! 

Pow'r of the ſoft and roſy face! 

The vivid pulſe, the vermil grace, 

The ſpirits, when they gayelt ſhine, 
Youth, beauty, plcaſure, all are thine! 

O fun of life, whoſe heavenly ray 

Lights up and cheers our various day, 

The turbulence of hopes and fears, 

The ſtorm of fate, tile cloud of years, 

Till nature, with thy parting light, 
Repoſes late in Death's calm night: 

Fled from the trophied roofs of ſtate, 
Abodes of fplendid pain and hate ; 

Fled from the couch, where, in ſweet ſleep, 
Hot Riot would his anguiſh ſteep, , 
But toffes through the midnight ſhade, 

Of death, of life, alike afraid; 

For ever td to ſhady cell, 93 
Where temp'rance, where the Muſes dwell, 
Thou oft art ſeen, at early dawn, | 
Slow-pacing o er the breezy lawn: 

Or, on the brow of mount4ia high, 

In filence feaſting ear and eye, 

With ſong and proſp:& which abound 
From birds, and woods, and waters round. 
But when the ſun, with noon-tide ray, 

Flames forth iutolcrable day; 
While Heat fits fervent on the plain, 
With Thirſt and Languor in his train 
(All nature ſick'ning in the blaze), 
Thou in the wild and woody maze 

That clouds the vale with umbrage deep, 
Impendent from the neighb'ring ſteep, 
Wilt find betimes a calm retreat, 


| Where breathing Coolneſs has her ſcat. 


There plung'd amid the ſhadows brown, 
Imagination lays him down; 


| Attentive, in his airy mood, 


To ev'ry murmur of the wood : 
The bee in yonder flow'ry nook ; 
The chidings of the e brook; 


The green leaf quiv'ring in the gale; 


The warbling hill, the lowing vale; 
The diſtant woodman's echoing ſtroke; 
The thunder of the falling oak. _ 
From thought to thought in viſion led, 
He holds high converſe with the Dead 
Sages or Poets. Sce, they riſe ! 

And ſhadowy ſkim before his eyes. 
Hark! Orpheus ſtrikes the lyre again, 
That ſoften'd ſavages to men: 

Lo! Socrates, the Sent of Heaven, 

To whom its moral will was given. 
Fathers and Friends of human kind! 


They form'd the nations, or refin'd, 


With all that mends the head and heart, 
Enlight'ning truth, adorning art. 
Thus muſing in the folemn ſhade, 


At once the ſounding breeze was laid 7 


At 


Gg3 


* 
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And nature, by the unknown law, 


Shook deep with reverential awe; 
Dumb filence grew upon the hour; 


A browner night involv'd the bow'r : 


When iſſuing from the inmoſt wood, 


Appear'd fair Freedom's Genius good. 
O Freedom! ſov'reign boon of Heaven, 
Great Charter with our being giv'n; 
For which the patriot and the ſage 


Have plann'd 


ave bled, thro' ev'ry age! 


High privilege of human race, 


Beyond a mortal 
Who could not 


narch's grace : | 
"Who cannot claim, 


What but from God immediate came ! 


110. Ode to Evening. 


H 
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— 


* - — N 
Dr. Jos. WARTON. 


AIL, meck-eyed Maiden, clad in ſober grey, 


Whoſe ſoft approach the weary woodman 


loves; 


As homeward bent to kiſs his prattling babes 
Jocund he whiſtles through the twilight groves, 


When Phoebus finks behind the gilded hills, 


Known by the laurel wreath 


The mimic charms of this 


You lightly o'er the miſty meadows walk; 
The drooping daiſies bathe in dulcet dews, 
And nurſe the nodding violet's tender ſtalk. 


The panting Dryads, that in day's fierce heat 


To inmoſt bow'rs and. cooling caverns ran, 
Return to trip in wanton ev'ning dance; 


Old Sylvan too returns, and laughing Pan. 


To the deep wood the clamorous rooks repair, 
Light ſkims the ſwallow o'er the wat'ry ſcene 


And from the ſhecp- cote, and freſh-furrow'd field, 


Stout ploughmen, meet to wreſtle on the green. 
The ſwain, that artleſs ſings on yonder rock, 


His ſupping ſhcep and length'ning ſhadow ſpies, | 


Pleas'd with the cool, the calm refreſhing hour, 
And with hoarſe humming of unnumber d flies. 


Now ev'ry Paſſion ſleeps : deſponding Love, 
And pining Envy, ever-reſileſs Pride; 


And holy Calm creeps o'er my peaceful ſoul, 


Anger and mad Ambition's ſtorms ſubſide. 


O modeſt Evening! oft let me appear 

A wandering votary in thy penſive train; 
Liſt'ning to every wildly-warbling note 

That fills with farewel ſweet thy darkening plain. 


8 111. I. An Flegy. By Mr. MasoN 


of Cambridge. 


FAR from her hallow'd grot, where mildly 


bright | 


The pointed cryſtals ſhot their trembling light, 
From dripping moſs where ſparkling dew-drops 


fell, hell, 


Where coral glow'd, where twin'd the wreathed 


Pale Iſis lay; a willow's lowly ſhade 

Spread its thin foliage o'cr the ſleeping maid ; 
Clos'd was her eye, and from her heaving breaſt 
Ta carc}cts folds looſe flow'd her zoncleſs veſt ; 


| Majeſtic Wiſdom thron'd upon 


While down her vochehebwa 
In all the awful negligence of i Wn my 
Her urn ſuſtain'd her arm, that ſculpmur'a { 
--4 e art had laviſh'd all his re, 

ere, 1 was heaven - taught Science 


and muſing mien; 


There cloud-crown'd Fame, here Peace ſedate 


| and bland, 
Swell'd thc loud trump, and way 
While ſolemg domay 
green, &- 
At weli-mark'd diſtance cloſe the ſacred ſcene, 
On this the goddeſs caſt an anxious look 
Then dropt a tender tear, and thus ſhe ſpoke: 
Yes, I could once with pleas'd attention trace 
Yrophetic vaſe; 
Then lift my head, and with wary eyes 
View on yon plain the real glories rife, 
Yes, Ifis! oft haſt thou rejoic'd to lead 
Thy liquid treaſures o'er yon fav'rite mead; 
Oft haſt thou ſtopt thy pearly car to gaze, 
While ev ry Science nurs'd its growing bars; 
While ev'ry Youth, with fame's ſtrong impulſe 
Preſs'd to the goal, and at the goal untir'd [hr'd, 
Snatch'd each celeſtial wreath, to bind his brow, 
The Muſes, Graces, Virtues could beſtow. 
E'en now fond F ancy leads th' ideal train, 
And ranks her troops on Memory's ample plain; 
Sce! the firm Icaders of my patrict line, 
See! Sidney, Raleigh, Hampden, Somers ſhine, 
See Hough, ſuperior to a tyrant's doom, 
Smile at the mcnace of the ſlave of Rome: 
Each foul whom truth could fire, or virtue more, 
Each breaſt ſtrong panting with its country's love, 
All that to Albion gave their heart or head, 
That wiſely counſell'd, or that bravely bled, 
All, all appear; on me they grateful tmile, 
The well-carn'd prize of cvery virtuous toil 
To me with filial reverence they bring, 
And hang freſh trophics o'er my honour'd ſpring, 
Ah! I remember well yon bcechen ſpray, 
There Addiſon firſt tun'd his poliſh'd lay; 
'T was there great Cato's form firſt met his exe, 
In all the pomp of free-born majeſty; (auc, 
« My fon,” he cried, “c obferve this mien with 
In ſolemn lines the ſtrong reſemblance draw; 


J the olive wand: 
D ſhades, and vita 


„The piercing notes ſhall tirike each Britiſh car; 


% Each Britiſh cye ſhall drop the patriot tear! 
« And, rous d to glory by the nervous ſtran, 
« Each Youth ſhall ſpurn at flavery's abject ron; 
« Shall guard with Cato's zcal Britannia 5 dans, 
« And ſpeak, and act, and bleed, in freedom's 
e cauſe,”  * | 
The Hero ſpoke; the bard aſſenting bo d, 
The lay to Liberty and Cato flow'd; 
While Echo, as ſhe rov'd the vale along, 
Join'd the ſtrong cadence of his Roman ſong. 
But, ah! how Stillneſs ſlept upon the ground, 
How mute attention check d each riſing found, 
Scarce ſtole a breeze to wave the leafy [prays 
Scarce trill'd ſweet Philomel her ſofteſt lay, 


4 & ow 
When Locke walk'd muſing forth! e en 80! b- 
his brow; Le 
View 


i 


(mile upon his modeſt cheek, 
__ al Jadgment's radiance break. 
e ſage his manly zeal expreſs 'd, 
Here ſtript vain Falſchood of her gaudy veſt 
Here Troth's collected beams firſt fill'd 
Ere long to burſt in bleſſings on mankind ; 

Ere long to ſhew to reaſon's purged + hs 
That“ Nature's firſt beſt gift Was Liberty. : 

Proud of this wondrous fon, ſublime I ſtood 
(While louder ſurges ſwell'd my rapid flood) ; 
Then, vain as Niobe, exulting er icd, 

Tiſus | roll thy fam' d Athenian tide 3 
Tho Plato's ſteps oft mark'd thy neighb'ring 
Tho! fair Lyczum lent its awful thade, 
Tho' er'ry Academic green impreſs'd 
Its image full on thy reflecting breaſt, x 
Yet my pure ſtream ſhall boaſt as proud a name, 
And Britain's Iſis low with Attic fame. 
Alas! how chang'd ! where now that Attic 
boaſt ? | | 
dee! Gothic Licence rage o'er all my coaſt ; 
dee! Hydra Faction ſpread its impious reign, | 
Pojſon cach breaſt, and madden ev'ry brain: 
Hence frontleſs ero ds that, not content to fright 
The bluſhing Cynthia from her.throne of night, 
Blat the fair face of day; and, madly bold, 
To Freedom's foes Nene orgies _— : i 
To Freedom's foes, ah ! ſee the goblet crown'd, 
Hear plauſive ſhouts to Freedom's foes reſound ; 
The horrid notes my refluent waters daunt, 
The Echoes groan, the Dryads quit their haunt; 
Learning, that once to all diffus d her beam, | 
Now ſheds, by ſtealtk, a partial private gleam 
In ſome lone cloiſter's melancholy ſhade, 
Where a firm few ſupport her ſickly head, 
Deſpis'd, infulted by the barb'rous train, 
Who er like Thracia's moon- ſtruck rout 
plan, | 
Sworn foes like them to all the Muſe apprꝭves, 
All Phœbus favours, or Minerva loves. 

Are theſe the ſons my foſt'ring breaſt muſt rear, 
Cre d with my name, and nurtur'd b my care? 
Muſt theſe go forth from my maternal hand 
To deal their inſults thro” a peaccful land ; 

And boaſt, while Freedom bleeds, and Virtue 

roans, 
That l taught Rebellion to her Sons?“ 
ar it, 2 and let my riſing waves 
nalgnant {ww 
In England's cauſe their 
As Xanthus d 
I this denied 
Vhere far, 


View Candc 
And from his 
Tas here I. 


glade, 


patriot floods employ, 
clug'd in the cauſe of Troy. 
then point ſome ſecret way 
; far hence theſe guiltleſs ſtreams may 
a7; ; 
E unknown channel lend, where Natureſſ preads 
glorious vales, and unfrequented meãds: 
wi __ a ou ſcarce tunes his ruſtic ſtrain, 
ce a pilgrim treads the eſs plai 
Content I'll flow; forger that e'er carr agg 
2% Jou majeſtic ſtruttures crown its ide 4 
* © er My rapt attention hung 
e * 5 or the Poet's tongue; 
a 1 rengn d my humbler lot embrace, 
„ KW, prefer oblivion to diſgrace, a 


- 


fill'd his mind, 7 


. 


ell, and whelm the recreant ſlaves ! 


jo IS * 
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$ 112. Epiſtolary Verſes to George Colman, Ef. 
wwritten in the Tear 1756. By Mr. ROBERT 


LLovyp. 
you know, deareGeorge, I'm none of thoſe 
That condeſcend to write in proſe; 
Inſpir'd with pathos and ſublime, 
I always ſoar—in doggrel rhyme; 
And ſcarce can aſk you how you do, 


Without a jingling line or two. 


Befides, I always took delight in 

What bears the name of eaſy writing; 
Perhaps the reaſon makes it pleaſe | 
Is, that I find 'tis writ with caſe. 

I vent a notion here in private, 
Which public taſte can ne'er connive at, 
Which thinks no wit or judgment greater 
Than Addiſon and his Spectatar; 
Who ſays (it is no matter where, 

But that he ſays it I can ſwear) 

With eaſy verſe moſt bards are ſmitten, 
Becauſe they think it's eaſy written; 
Whereas, the eaſier it appears, 

The greater marks of care it wears 
Of whigh to give an explanation, 

Take this by way of illuſtration : 

The fam'd Mat. Prior, it is ſaid, | 
Oft bit his nails, and ſcrafch'd his head, 
And chang'd a thought a-hundred times, 
Becauſe he did not like the rhymes : 


To page my meaning clear, and pleaſe ye, 
In e labour'd to write caſy, | 


o Critic &'er defines 
His poems into labour'd lines, 


* 


have a ſimile will hit him; ho 


His verſe, like clothes, was made to fit 

Which (as no taylor e'er denied) 

The better fit the more they're tried. 
Though I have mention'd * name, 

Think not I aim at Prior's fame. 

Tis the reſult of admiration 

Jo ſpend itſelf in imitation 

If imitation may be faid, 

Which 1s in me by nature bred, 


un: 


And you have better proofs than theſe, 


1 Tale, Elegy, or lofty Ode, 


8 


4 


* 


That I'm idolater of Eaſe. 

Who but a madman would engage 
A Poet in the preſent age? 
Write what we will, our works beſpeak ws 
Imitatores, ſeruum Pecus. | | 
We travel in the beaten road. 
The proverb ſtill ſticks cloſely by us, 


Nil diffum, quod non dium prius. 


The only comfort that I know 

Is, that 'twas ſaid an age ago, 

Ere Milton ſoar'd in thought ſublime, 
Ere Pope refin'd the chink of rhyme, 
Ere Colman wrote in ſtyle fo pure, 
Or the great Two the Connoiſſeur; 
Ere I burleſqu'd the rural cit, | 
Proud to hedge in my ſcraps of wit; 
And, happy in the cloſe connection, 
T'acquire ſome name from cheir reflection; 
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So (the ſimilitude is trite) 
The moon {t1]; wines wich borrow'd light; 
And, like the race of modern beaux, 
Ticks with the ſun for her lac'd clothes. 
M-thinks there is no better time 
To ſhew the uſe I make of rhy ve, 
Than now, when I, who from beginning 
Was always fond of couplet-ſinning, 
Preſuming on good-nature's ſcore, 
Thus lay my bantling at your door, 
The firſt advantage which I ſec, 
Is, that I ramble looſe and free : 
The bard indeed ful! oft complains 5 
That rhyn es are fetters, links, and chains; 
And, when he wants to leap the fence, 
Still keeps him pris'ner to the ſenfe, 
Howe'er in common-place he rage, 
Rizvm.'s Uke your fetters on the ſtage, 
Which when tlie player once hath wore, 
It makes im only ſtrut the more, 
While, raving in pathetic ſtrains, 
He ſhakes his legs to clank his chains, 
From rhyme, as from a handſome face, 
Nonſenſe acquires a kind cf grace; 
I therefore give it all its ſcope, | 
That ſenſe may unperceiv'd elope. 
So Mrs of baſeſt tricks 
(I love a fling at politics) 
Amuſe the nation, court, and king, 
With breaking F==kcs, and hanging Byng ; 
And make each puny rogue a prey, | 
While they, the greater, flink away. 
This ſimile perhaps would ſtrike, 
If match'd with ſometliing more alike 
Then take it drefs'd a fecond time 
In Prior's Eaſe, and my Sublime. 
Say, did you never chance to mect 
A mob of people in the ſtreet, 
R-ady to give the robb'd relief, 
And all in hafte to catch a thick ; 
While the ſly rogue, who filch'd the prey, 
Too cloſe beſet to run away, 8 
Stop thief! ſtop thief! exclaims aloud, 
And fo eſcapes among the crowd? 
So Miniſters, &c. 
O England, how I mourn thy fate ! 
For ſue thy loſſes now are great; 
Two ſuch what Briton can endure, 
Minorca, and the Connoiſſcur! 
To-day „ or e'er the ſun goes down, 
Will die the Cenſor, Mr Town! 
He dies, whoc'er takes pains to con him, 
With bluſhing honours thick upon him; 
O may his name theſe verſes ſave, | 
Be tiiele inferib d upon his grave! —— 
« Know, Reader, that on Thurſday died, 
The Connoifleur, a Suicide! | 
« Yet think not that his foul is fled, 
% Nor rank him 'mong the vulgar dead, 


* September 1th, 1756, when Mr. Town, author of the Connoifleur, a pe 
in four v zumes, printed for R. Baldwin, London), took leave of his readers, 


hin feli. 


# + This elegant Poem was written by a Gentleman well known in the 1 b 
titude zor favours conferred on his father during the laſt war, whoſe character he as tl 


1 THIS goodly frame what v 


Booz l. 


| © Howe'er defun& i 
you ſet him dow 
He's only going out of Tun 


5 


1. 


$ 113. Ode to Arthur Onſlow, Eſq. + 


iy irtue ſo a; roves 
And teſtifies the pure ethereal >. ) 


As mild Benevolence! 
She with her ſiſter Mercy till awaits 
Beſide th' eternal throne of Tore 
And meaſures forth with unwithdrawin han 
The bleſſings of the various year Fi 
Sunſhine or ſhow'r, and chides the maddine 
tempeſt. i 


| With her the heaven-bred nymph, meek Chara, 


Shall faſhion Onſlow forth in faire portrait; 
And with recording care 
Y"oOuk the freſh wreathe that flow'ring vir 
claims. t 
But, oh, what muſe Wall join the band? 
He long has fojourn'd in the facred haunts, 
And Knows cach Wwhiſp'ring gra ad 
glade 95 
Trod by Apolio, and the light-foot Graces, 
How then ſhall aukward gratitude, 
And te preſumption of untutor d duty, 
Attune my numbers, all too rude? 
Little he recks the meed of fuch a ſong; 
Yet will T ftretch aloof, 
And when I tell of Courteſy, 
Of well-attemper'd Zeal, 
Of awful Prudence ſoothing fell Contention, 
Vhere thall the lincaments agree 
gut in thee, Onſlow + You your wonted lee 
Indulge me, nor miſdeem a ſoldier's bold ems 
prize, 
Who in the diſſonance of barb'rous war, 
Long train'd, reviſits oft the ſicred treafures 
Of antique memory ; 7 
Or where ſage Pindar reins his fiery car, 
Through the vaſt vault of Heaven tccure, 
Or what the Attic muſe that Homer fill, 
Her other ſon, thy Milton taught, 
Or range the flow'ry fields of gentle Speuſcr. 
And, ever as I go, allurements vain 
Cherith a feeble fire, and feed my idle 
Fancy: oh could I once | 
Charm to their melody my ſhrilling reeds! 
To Henrics and to Edwards old, 
Dread names! I'd meditate the faithful forg; 
Or tell what time Britannia, 
Whilom the faireſt daughter of old Ocean, 
In loathly diſarray, dull eyes, 
And faded check, wept o'er her abject ; 
Till William, (great deliverer, 
Lcd on the comely train, gay Liberty, 
Religion, matron ſtaid, 


With all her kindred goddeſſes; 


| dl 
riodical Eſſay (fince publiſel 
with an humorous account v 


world, as a token of ber 
erin aſſumed. 


justice 


Book Il. 


uſtice with ſteady brow, . _ 
TREE. a ook Peace, and green-hair'd Com- 
rce 
1 boi veſt of thouſand hues. 
Fain would I ſhadow out old Bourbon's pile 
Tott'ring with doubtful weight, and threat ning 
cumb'rous fall ; : 1 : 
Or trace our navy, where in tow ring pride 
Oer the wide-ſwelling waſte it rolls avengeful. 
As when collected clouds 
Forth from the gloomy ſouth, in deep array, 
Athwart the dark'ning landſcape throng, 
Fravght with loud forms, and thunder's dread- 
ful peal, 
At which the murd'rer ſtands aghaſt, 
And waſting Riot ill diſſembles terror. f 
How headlong Rhone and Ebro, erſt diſtain'd 
With Mooriſh carnzge, quakes thro' all her 
branches ! 
Soon ſhall I greet the morn, 
When Europe ſav d, BriramandGeorge'sname, 
Shall found o'er Flandria's level held, 
Familiar in domeſtic merriment z 
Or by the jolly mariner 
Be carol'd loud adown the echoing Danube, 


he juſt memorial of fair deeds 
dell fourithes, and, like th' untainted ſoul, 
Bloſſoms in fre ſheſt age, above 
Tue weary fleſh, and envy's rankling wound. 
Such, after years mature, 
In fall account ſhall be thy meed. 
Oh may your riſing hope 
Well principled in ev'ry virtue bloom! 
Till a freſh-fpringing flock implore 
Wh infant hands a grandfire's pow'rful pray'r, 
Or round. your honour'd couch their prattling 
ſports purſue. 


 b 114, Ode to Melancholy, OGIL VIE. 
FL, queen of thought ſublime ! propitious 


WP pow'r, 
Win ger th' unbounded wafte art joy'd to roam, 
Lid by the moon, when at the midnight hour 
Her pale rays tremble thro the duſky gloom, 
0 bear me, goddeſs, to thy peaceful ſeat! 
U hether to Hecla's cloud-wrapt brow convey d, 
Or lodg'd where mountains ſcreen thy deep re- 

treat, : 

4 wand ring wild thro' Chili's boundleſs ſhade, 
05 rr thy ſteps o'er Lybia's naked waſte ? 
I leck lome diſtant folitary ſhore ? 

„on tie Andes” topmoſt mountain plac'd, 


Volt fit, and hear the ſolemn thunder roar ? 


0 d - ſome hanging rock's projected brow, 

* thou lor murmurs from the diſtant dome? 
* krap thy feet where pale dejected Woe | 
Wh her long wail from ſome lamented tomb: 
ark 

. = deep echo ſtrikes the trembling car 

05 Tv t's dun curtain wraps the darkſome pole! 
er hcaven's blue arch you rolling worlds ap- 

pcar, 


Aud route to ſolemn thought th' aſpiring ſoul, 
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O lead wy ſteps beneath the moon's dim ray, 

Where Tadmor ſtands all deſert and alone! 

While from her time-ſhook tow'rs the bird of 
rey 

Sounds thro' the night her long-reſounding moan, 


Or bear me far to yon dark diſmal plain, 
Where fcll-cyed tygers, all athirſt for blood, 
Howl to the deſart; while the horrid train 
Roams o'er the wild where once great Babel 
ſtood ; 
That queen of nations! whoſe ſaperior call 
Rous'd the broad Eaſt, and bid her arms deftroy ! 
When warm'd to mirth, let judgment mark her fall, 
And deep reflection daſh the lip of joy. 


Short is Ambition's gay deceitful dream; 

Though wreaths of blooming laurel bind her 
brow 3 

Calm thought diſpels the viſionary ſcheme, 

And Time's cold breath diflolves the withering 
bough. 


Slow as ſome miner ſaps th'afpiring tow'r, 
When working ſecret with deſtructive aim, 
Unſeen, unheard, thus moves the ſtealing hour, 
But works the fall of empire, pomp, and name. 


Then let thy pencil mark the traits of man; 

Full in the draught be keen-eyed Hope por- 
tray d: 

Let flutt'ring Cupids crowd the growing plan: 

Then give one touch, and daſh it deep with ſhade. 


Beneath the plume that flames with glancing 
rays | 

Be Care's deep engines on the ſoul impreſs'd; 

Beneath the helmet's keen refulgent blaze 

Let Grief ſit pining in the canker'd breaſt, 


Let Love's gay ſons, a ſmiling train, appear, 
With Beauty pierc'd—yet heedleſs of the dart; 
While, cloſely couch'd, pale ſick ning Envy near 
Whcets her fell ſting, and points it at the heart, 
Perch'd like a raven on ſome blaſted yew, 
Let Guilt revolve the thought-diſtracting fin z 
Scar'd—while her eyes ſurvey th' ethereal blue, 
Leſt heaven's ſtrong lightning burſt the dar 
within. | 5 
Then paint impending o'er the maddening deep 


Jn rock where heart-ſtruck Sappho, vainly 


| Or rouſe the {oul to more exalted thought ? 


brave, | 
Stood firm of ſoul then from the dizzy ſteep 
Impetuous ſprung, and daſh'd the boiling wave. 
Here wrapt in ſtudious thought let Fancy rove, 
Still prompt to mark Suſpicion's ſecret ſnare; 
To ſce where Anguiſh nips the bloom of Love, 


Or trace proud Grandeur to the domes of Care. 


Should e'er Ambition's tow'ring hopes inflame, 
Let judging Reafon draw the yell aſide; 

Or, fir'd with envy at ſome mighty name, 
Read o'er the monument that tells—He died. 
What are the enſigns of imperial ſway „ 
What all that Forrune's lib ral hand has brough 
Teach they the voice to pour a ſweeter lay? 


* 
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When bleeds the heart as Genius blooms un- 
known, | 

When melts the eye o'er Virtue's mournful bier; 

Not wealth, but pity, ſwells the burſting groan ; 

Not pow'r, but whiſp'ring Nature, prompts the 
tear. 


Say, gentle mourner, in yon mouldy vault, 
Where the worm fattens on ſome ſcepter'd brow, 


Why ſleeps unmov'd the breathleſs duſt below? 


Sleeps it more ſweetly than the ſimple ſwain, 
Beneath ſome moſſy turf that reſts his head; 
Where the lone widow tells the night her pain, 
And eve with dewy tears embalms the dead? 


The lily, fcreen'd from ev'ry ruder gale, 
Courts not the cultur'd ſpot where roſes ſpring : 
But blows neglected in the peaceful vale, 

And ſcents the zephyr's balmy breathing wing. 
The buſts of grandeur and the pomp of pow'r, 
Can theſe bid Sorrow's guſhing tears ſubſide ? 
Can theſe avail in that tremendous hour, 
When Death's cold hard congeals the purple tide ? 


Ah no! the mighty names are heard no more: 

Pride's thought ſublime, and Beauty's kindling 
bloom, | 

verve but to ſport one flying moment o'er, 

And {well with pompous veiſe th' efcutchcon'd 
tomb, 


For me—may Paſſion ne'er my ſoul invade, 
Nor be the whims of tow'ring Phrenzy giv'n; 
et Wealth ne'er court me from the peaceful 
thade, 


Where Contemplation wings the ſoul to Heaven! 


Oh guard me ſafe from Jov's enticing ſnare ! 
With cach extreme that Pleaſure tries to hide, 

The poifon'd breath of flow-conſuming Care, 
The noiſe of Folly, and the dreams of Pride. 


But oft, when midnight's ſadly ſolemn knell 
Sounds long and diſtant from the ſæy-topt tow'r, 
Calm let me fit in Proſper's lonely cell *, 

Or walk with Milton thro' the dark obſcure, 


Thus, when the tranſient dream of life is fled, 
May ſome {ad friend recal the former years 

Then, ftretch'd in filence o'er my duſty bed, 

Pour the warm guſh of ſymparhetic tears! 


$ 115. Ode to the Genius of Shakeſpeare. 
| | OGILVIE. 
I; Is Ds 


APT from the glance of mortal eye, 


— — — — 


Sec ks it von fiar-beſpangled thy ? 

Or ſkims its fields with rapid flight? 

Or, mid yon plains Where Fancy ſtrays, 

Courts it rhe balmy»breathing gale? 

Or where the violet pale 

Droops o'er the green=embroider'd ſtream; . 

Or where young Lepiryr ſtirs the ruſtling {prays, 
Lies, all difloly'd in fairy dream, . — 


— — ——— — 


Say, burſts thy Genius to the world of light: 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Beneaih that roof with ſculptur'd marble fraught, 


| ** To thee, my favourite fon, belong 


| © To paint gay Hope's Elvfian bow, 


Profuſe the radiant godde!s ſtood 


| gen and the erdie, 
The broider'd mead, the landſkip. and be g 


Soft on the ſea-born goddels gaze 45 


_» Sce Shakeſpeare's Tempeſt, 


Book jj, 


O'er yon bleak defart's unfrequey 

Seeſt thou where Nature as agg ry | 
8 ning 

Sits on yon hoary tow'r with ivy crown'd 

Or wildly wails o'er thy lamented tomb; 

Hear'ſt thou the ſolemn muſic wind along 


Or thrills the warbling note in thy melliflucus ſonp) 


I. 2. 
Oft while on earth *twas thine to rove 
Where'er the wild-eyed goddeſs lov'd to roam 
To trace ſerene the gloomy grove, ; 
Or haunt meck Quiet's ſimple dome ; 
Still hovering round the Nine appear, 
That pour the ſoul-tranſporting ſtrain; 
Join'd to the Loves' gay train, 
The loofe-rob'd Graces crown'd with flow: 
The light-wing'd gales that lcad the vernal +, 
And wake the roſy-featur'd hours, 
Oer all bright Fancy's beam radiance ſhone, 
How flam'd thy boſom as her charms reveal! 
Her fire-clad eye ſublime, her ſtarry zone, 
Her treſſes looſe that wantou'd on the vale ; 
On thee the goddeſs fix'd her ardent look, 
Then from her glowing lips theſe melting accent; 


broke : 


J Caf, 


. 
The lays that teal the lifeving hour; 
„To pour the rapture-darting ſong, 


« From Nature's hand to ſnatch the dart, 
« To clcave with pings the bleeding heart; 
„Or lightly ſweep the trembling ſtring, 

« And call the Loves with purple wing 
„From the blue deep, where they dwell 

« With Naiads in the pcarly cell, 


« Or in the looſe robe's floating maze, 

« Piſſolv'd in downy ſlumbers reſt ; 

« Or flutter o'er her panting breaſt. 

« Or wild to melt the yielding ſoul, 

„Let Sorrow, clad in fable ſtole, 

« Slow to thy muſing thought appear ; 

« Or penſive Pity pale; ; 

« Or Love's deſponding tale. lter. 

« Call from th' intender'd heart the fſympathade 
. 

Say, whence the magie of thy mind! OY 
Why thrills thy muſic on the ſprings of tliougit! 

Why, at thy pencil's touch refin'd, 

Starts into life the glowing draught ? 

On yonder fairy carpet laid, 

Where beauty pour 5 cternal bloom, 

And zephyr breathes perlume; 

There nightly to the tranced exe 

q diſplay d, 

With all her ſmiling offspring nigh. | 

Sudden the mantling cliff, the arching u, 


„ 

Hills, vales, and ſky-dipt ſeas, aud torrents! on 
Grots, rills, and ſhades, and dow rs that breat 

of love, 


+ Venus, 


Book II. 


t! while glancing on the view, 
7 15 —. train bruſh'd lightly o'er the 
dew. 
| II. - Fe 
ved Genius of the ſhade 
* Fool ſtep to Proſper's —_ bow'r; 
Whoſe voice ge howling winds obey d, 
Whoſe dark ipell chain d the rapid hour : 
Then roſe ſerene the ſea-girt iſle; i 
Gay ſcenes, by Fancy's touch refin'd, 
Glow'd to the muſing mind : 
dock viſions bleſs the hermit s dream, . 
When hovering angels prompt his placid ſmile, 
Or paint ſome high ecſtatic theme. _ 
Then fam d Miranda on th' enraptur'd gaze, 


Then fail'd bright Ariel on the bat's fleet wing: 


Or farts the litt ning throng in ſtill amaze, 
The wild note trembling on th' aerial ſtring ! 
The form, in Heaven's reſplendent veſture gay, 


Flats on the mantling cloud, and pours the | 


melting lay. 
4. 
0! lay me near yon limpid ſtream, 
Whoſe murmur ſoothes the ear of woe ! 
Tete in ſome ſweet poetic dream 
Let Fancy's bright Ely ſium glow ! 
Tis done—o'er all the bluſhing mead 
The dark wood ſhakes his cloudy head ; 
Below, the lily-fringed dale 
Breathes its mild fragrance on the gale; 
Whale, in paſtime all-unſcen, 
Tiania 10b'd in mantle green | 
Sports on the moſſy-bank: her train 
deims light along the gleaming plain 
(rt0 the flutt ring breeze unfold 
The blue wing ftreak*d with beamy gold; 
It» pinions op'ning to the light !— 
dau, burſts the viſion on my fight ? 
A, no! by Shakeſpeare's pencil drawn, 
The beautcous ſhapes appear ; 
W hile meek-eyed Cynthia near 5 
I.umeswithſircamy raythe filver-mantled lawn. 
? © Bo BH 
But, hark! the tempeſt howls afar ! 
Burks the loud whirlwind o'er the pathleſs waſte ! 
What cherub blows the trump of war? | 
x hat demon rides the ſtormy blaſt? 
00 from the lightning's livid blaze, 
The bleak heath ruſhes on the ſight ; 
Then wropt in ſudden night 
Een f what kingly form 
Unaw'd, waar tor age deere mage, 
75 5 e {weeping ſtorm;? . 
© pale-eyed lightnings, ſpare the check of age 
— ay Boy an gviſh neaves the burſting groan, 
* ay int, the marble car of rage 
the mourner's unavail : 
arte availing moan : 
pierc'd he bleeds ;z and, ſtung with wild 


cſpair, 
wes his time [ hair . 


Ariel: fee the Tempeſt, 


i 


ä 


-blaſted head, and tears his ſilver 
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+ see the Midſummer Night's Dream, 
& The Witches in Macbeth, 
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III. 2. 


Lo! on yon long-reſounding ſhore, 

Where the rock totters o'er the headlong deep; 

What phantoms bath'd in infant gore 

Stand mutt'ring on the dizzy ſteep ! 

Their murmur ſhakes the zephyr's wing ! 

The ſtorm obeys their pow'rful ſpell ; 

See, from his gloomy cell 

Fierce Winter ſtarts ! his ſcowling eye 

Blots the fair mantle of the breathing Spring, 

And lowers along the ruffled ſky. 

To the deep vault the yelling harpies run 8; 

Its yawning mouth receives th' infernal crew. 

Dim _ the black gloom winks the glimmering 
un, 

And the pale furnace gleams with brimſtone blue. 

Hell howls; and fiends that join the dire acclaim 


| Dance on the bubbling tide, and point the livid 


flame, 
III. 3. 

But, ah! on Sorrow's cypreſs bough _ 
Can Beauty breathe her genial bloom ? 
On Death's cold check will paſſion glow? 
Or Muſic warble from the tomb? 
There ſlceps the Bard, whoſe tuneful tongus 
Pour'd the full ſtream of mazy ſong. 
Young Spring, with lip of ruby, here 
Show'rs from her lap the bluſhing year; 
While along the turf reclin'd, 
The looſe wing ſwimming on the wind, 
The Loves, with forward gcſture bold, 
Sprinkle the fod with ſpangling gold ; 
And oft the blue-eyed Graces trim 
Dance lightly round on downy limb; 
Oft too, when eve demure and ſtill 
Chequers the green dale's purling rill, 
Sweet Fancy pours the plaintive ſtrain 
Or, wrapt in ſoothing dream, 
By Avon's ruffled ftream, [ plain, 
Hears the low-murmuring gale that dies along the 


—_ 


$ 116. Ode to Time: occaſioned by ſeeing the 
| Ruins of an Old Cafite. OGILVIE. 
THOU who, midthe world-involving gloom, 
Sit'ſt on yon ſolitary ſpire ! | 
Or ſlowly ſhak'ſt the founding dome, 


Or hear'ſt the wildly-warbling lyre ; 


Say, when thy muſing ſoul 

Bids diſtant times unroll, | 
And marks the flight of each revolving year, 
Of years whoſe flow-conſuming pow'r 

Has clad with moſs yon leaning tow'r, 


That ſaw the race of Glory run, 


That mark'd Ambition's ſetting ſun, 
That ſhook old Empire's tow'ring pride, 


| That ſwept them down the floating tide— 


Say, when theſe long-untoulding ſcenes appear, 
Streams down thy hoary cheek the pity-darting 
tear? 


2 Lear. | 
I. 2. 
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Caſt o'er yon trackleſs waſte thy wand'ring eye: 
Yon hill, whoſe gold-illumin'd brow, | 
Juſt trembling thro' the bending ſky, 
O'erlooks the boundleſs wild below; 
Once bore the branching wood 
That o'er yon murm'rwg flood 
Hung wildly waving to the ruſtling gale 
The naked heath with moſs o'ergrown, 
That hears the lone owl's nightly moan, 
Once bloom'd with ſummer's copious ſtore, 
Once rais'd the lawn-beſpangling flow's ; 
Or heard ſome lover's plaintive lay, 
When by pale Cynthia's filver ray 
All wild he wander'd o'er the lonely dale, 
And taught the liſt' ning moon the „ tale. 
| 1. . | 
Ye wilds where heaven-rapt Fancy roves ! 
Ye ſkv-crown'd hills, and folemn groves ! 
Ye low-brow'd vaults, ye gloomy cells! 
_ Ye caves where night-bred Silence dwells! 
Ghoſts that in you lonely hall 
Lightly glance along the wall ; 
Or beneath yon ivy'd tow'r, 
At the filent midnight hour, 
Stand array'd in ſpotleſs white, 
And ftain the duſky robe of Night; 
Or with flow ſolemn pauſes roam 
Ober the long-founding hollow dome! 
Say, mid yon deſart ſolitary round, 
When darkneſs wraps the boundleſs ſpheres, 
Docs ne'er fome diſmal dying ſound 
On Night's dull ſerious car rebound, years? 
That mourns the ceaſeleſs lapſe of life-contuming 
. 
O call th' inſpiring glorious hour to view, 
When Caledonia's martial train 
From von ſtcep rock's high- arching brow 
Pour'd on the heart- ſtruck flying Dane ! 
When War's blood-tinctur'd ſpear 
Hung o'er the trembling rear; [ flight : 
When light-heel'd Terror wing'd their headlong 
Yon tow'rs then rung with wild alarms ! 
Yon defart gleam'd with ſhining arms 
While on the bleak hill's bright'ning ſpire 
Bold Vict'ry flam'd, with eyes of fire ; 
Her limbs celeſtial robes infold, 
Her wings were ting'd with ſpangling gold, 
She ſpoke—her words infus'd reſiſtleſs might, 
And warm'd the bounding heart, and rous'd the 
foul of fight. | 


| 3 
But, ahl] what hand the ſmiling proſpect brings? 
What voice recals th* expiring day? 
Sce, darting ſwift on eagle-wings, 
The glancing moment burſts away ! 
So from ſome mountain's head, 
In mantling gold array'd, 


a PEE 
While bright-cycd Fancy ſtands in ſweet ſurpriſe: 


The vale where muſing Quiet treads, 
The flow'r-clad lawns, and bloomy meads, 
Or ſtreams where zephyr loves to ſtray 
Bencath the pale eve's twinking ray; 


* Pcrſopolis, 
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| I "Af elbe 
M here Rome's proud Genius rear dherawfalbros! 
Sad monument Ambition near 


| RuPd yon proud tow'rs with ample ſway, 


| Slow Patience fits with eye depreſt, 
| And Courage beats his ſobbing breaſt ; 
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Or waving woods detain the fght— 

When from the gloomy cave of night 

Tow cloud . thadowy o'cr the duſtv kie 
wr that £ vs, 

2 t * 9 ſcene, that fades, and lum, 
a H. z. 

Lo ! riſing from yon dreaty tomb, 

What ſpeCtres ſtalk acroſs the gloom ! 

With haggard eyes, and viſage pale, 

And voice that moans with feeble wall! 

O'er you long reſounding plain 

Slowly moves the ſolemn train ; 

Wailing wild with ſhrieks of woe 

Oer the bones that reſt below! 

While the dull night's ſtartled car 

Shrinks, aghaſt with thrilling fear! 

Or ſtand with thin robes waſting ſocn, 

And cyes that blaſt the ſick'ning moon ! 

Yet theſe, ere Time had roll'd their vears awer 

Ere Death's fell arm had mark'd its aim; 7 


Beheld the trembling ſwains obey: 
And wrought the glorious deed that fwelbd the 
trump of Fame. | 
| | ; 0 | PRs 7 
But why o'er theſe indulge the burſting ſigh? 
Feels not cach fhrub the rempeſt's pow'r I 
Rocks not the dome when whirlwind fly 
Nor ſhakes the hill when thunders roar ? 
Lo! mould'ring, wild, unkuown, 
What fanes, what tow'rs o'erthrown, 
What tumbling chaos marks the waſte of Tins? 
I fee Palmyra's temples fall; 
Old Ruin thakes the hanging wall! 
Yen waſte where roaming lions howl, 
Yon aiſle where moans the grey-evyed ou, 
Shows the proud Perſian's great abode *; 
Where ſcepter d once, an carthly god! 
His pow'r-clad arm controul'd cach happier clime, 
Where ſports the warbling Mulc, and Fancy foats 
ſublime. | Vo 
. 
Hark! what dire found rolls murm' ring on the 
Ah! what ſoul-thrilling ſcene appeats ? (Sale! 
I ſee the column'd arches fail! 
And ſtructures koar, the boaſt of years! 
What mould'ring piles decay d 
Gleam thro' the moon-ſtreak'd ſhade, 


Rolls on the duſt, and pours a tcar 
Pale Honour drops the flutt ring plume, 
And Conqueft weeps o'er Cafar 5 tomb; 


verso. 

? ; » (03 . 0 erliow, 

Ev'n War's red check the guſhi g ſtreamso er 10 
And Fancy's liſt ning ear attends the plant et 
. it» 

Lo, on yon pyramid ſublime, 


Whence lies Old Egypt's deſart elime. 
Bleak, naked, wild! where rum low rs, 


Mid fanes, and wrecks, and tumbling to 3 * 


0 


On 


height waſte and bare, 
w'r with hoary hair! 
is ſeythe he bends 3 his hand 
Slow! | ſhakes the flowing ſand, 
and airy rings 

+ with downy wing, 
122 flit with downy & "IO 
With der d locks his furrow'd head; 
Thence rolls the mighty 
And ſeals the nations aw ul doom : 
He ſees proud grandeur's meteor ray; 
He viclds to joy the feſtive day 
Thcn ſwecps the length'ning ſhade, 


and marks 
them for the tomb. | 


— 


—— 


117. Ode to Evening. . OGILVIE. 
— Pow'r, whoſe balmy-pinion'd gale 
M dteals o'er the low'r-enamell'd dale! 
Whoſe voice in gentle whiſpers near 
Oft ſighs to Quiet's lift ning ear; 
As on her downy couch at reſt, | 
By Thought's inſpiring viſions bleſt 
She fits, with white-rob'd Silence nigh, 
And muſing heaves her fer1o1's eye, 
To mark the flow ſun's glimm Ting ray, 
To catch the laſt pale gleam of day; 
Or ſunk in ſweet repoſe, unknown 
Lies on the wild hill's ven alone; 
And ſees thy gradual pencil flow 
Along the heaven- illumin'd bow. | 
Come, Nymph demure, with mantle blue, 
Tly treffes bath'd in balmy dew, | | 
With ſtep ſmooth ſliding o'er the green, 
The graces breathing in thy mien; 
And thy veſture's gather'd fold 
Girt with a zone of circling gold; 
And bring the harp, whoſe ſolemn ſtring 
Dies to the wild wind's murm'ring wing; 
And the Nymph, whoſe eye ſerene | 
Marks the calm, breathing woodland ſcene ; _ 
Thought, mountain ſage ! who loves to climb, 
And haunts the dark rock's ſummit dim; 
Let Fancy falcon-wing'd be near: 
And through the cloud-envelop'd ſphere, 
Where muſng roams Retirement hoar, 
Lull' by the torrent's diſtant roar, 
Oh bid with trembling light to glow 
The raven-plame that crowns his brow. 
Lo, where thy meek-eyed train attend ! 
Qren of the ſolemn thought, deſcend 1 
On hide me in romantic bow'rs ! 
Or lead my ſtep to ruin'd tow'rs ! 
Where gaming thro* the chinky door 
on ray gilds the moulder'd floor: 
e beneath the hallow'd pile, 
Deep in the defart ſhrieking ile, 
1 3 _ . 
aks WE low clock's pealing tongue: 
> _ om liſcolour'd gloom, 2h 
Th. = eros peaceful tomb, 
Lite s gay glitt'ring robe aſide 
nd ramples on the neck of Pride. 
My ſheiter'd by the rambling ſprays 
dad oer the foreſt's windin Hs 
F Waze 3". 
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Where, thro' the mantling boughs, afar 


1 Glimmers the filver-ſtreaming ſtar; 


And, ſhower'd from ev'ry ruſtling blade, 
The looſe light floats along the ſhade: 
So hov'ring o'er the human ſcene 
Gay Pleaſure ſports with brow ſerene ; 
By Fancy beam'd, the glancing ray 
Shoots, flutters, gleams, and fleets away: 
Unſettled, dubious, reſtleſs, blind, 
Floats all the buſy buſtling mind; 
While Memory's unſtain'd leaves retain 
No trace from all th' ideal train. 

But ſee the land{kip op'ning fair 
Invites to breathe the purer air 
Oh when the cowllip-ſcented gale. 


| Shakes the light dew-drop o'er the dale, 


\When on her amber-dropping bed 
Looſe Eaſe reclines her downy head 
How bleft ! by fairy-haunted ſtream 


| To melt in wild ecſtatic dream 
Die to the pictur'd wiſh, or hear 


(Breath'd ſoft on Fancy's trembling ear) 


Such lays by angel-harps refin'd, 


As half unchain the flutt'ring mind, 
When on life's edge it eyes the ſhore, 
And all its pinions ſtretch to ſoar. 
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Lo! where the ſun's broad orb withdrawn 


| Skirts with pale gold the duſky lawn; 


While, led by ev'ry gentler pow'r, 
Steals the ſlow, ſolemn, muſing hour. 
Now from the green hill's purple brow 
Let me mark the ſcene below | 
Where fecbly glancing thro' the gloom 
Yon myrtle thades the filent tomb: 
Not far, beneath the evening beam 
The dark lake rolls his azure ſtream, 


W hoſe breaſt the ſwan's white plumes divide, 


Slow-ſailing o'er the floating tide. 
Groves, meads, and ſpires, and foreſts bare, 


I Shoot glimm'ring thro” the miſty air 


Dim as the viſion- pictur'd bow'r 

That gilds the ſaint's expiring hour, 
When, rapt to ecſtaſy, his eye 

Looks thro* the blue ethereal ſky. 

All heaven unfolding to his fight ! 

Gay forms that ſwim in floods of light! 


| The ſun-pav'd floor, the balmy clime, 


The ruby-beaming dome ſublime, _ 
The tow'rs in glitt'ring pomp difplay'd— 


| The bright ſccnc hovers o'er his bed 


He ſtarts but from his eager gaze 


Black clouds obſcure the leſſening rays; 
| On mem'ry ſtill the ſcene is wrought, 


And lives in Fancy's featur'd thought. 
On the airy mount reclin'd 

What wiſhes ſoothe the muſing mind ! 

How ſoft the velvet lap of Spring ! 

How ſweet the Zephyr's violet wing ! 


Goddeſs of the plaintive ſong, 


That leads the melting heart along; 
Oh bid thy voice of genial pow'r 

Reach Contemplation's lonely bow'r ; 
And call the ſage with tranced fight 
To climb the mountain's ſteepy height; 
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To wing the kindling wiſh, or ſpread _ 
O'er Thought's pale cheek enliv'ning red; 
Come, hoary Pow'r with ſerious eye, 
W hoſe thought explores yon diſtant ſky ; 
Now when the buly world is ſtill, 
Nor paſſion tempts the wav'ring will, 
When ſweeter hopes each pow'r controul, 
And quiet whiſpers to the ſoul, | 
Now ſweep from life th' illuſive train 
That dance in Folly's dizzy brain: 
Be Reaſon's ſimple draught portray'd, 
Where blends 3 light and ſhade; 
Bid dimpled Mirth, with thought belyecd, 
Sport on the bubble's glitt'ring ſide; 
Bid Hope purſue the diſtant boon, - 
And Phrenzy watch the fading moon; 
Paint Superſtition's ſtarting eye, 
And Wit that leers with geſture ly; 
Let Cenſure whet her venom'd dart, 
And green-eyed Envy gnaw the heart; 
Let Pleaſure lie on flow'rs reclin'd, 
While Anguiſh aims her ſhaft behind. 
Hail, Sire fublime, whoſe hallow'd cave 
Howls to the hoarſe deep's daſhing wave; 
Thee Solitude to Phoebus bore, 
Far on the lone deſerted ſhore, 
Where Orellano's ruſhing tide 
Roars on the rock's projected fide. 
Hence burſting o'er thy ripen'd mind, 
Beams all the father's thought refin'd : 
Hence oft, in ſilent vales unſeen, 
Thy footſteps print the fairy green; 
Or thy ſoul melts to ſtrains of woe, 
That from the willow's quiv'ring bough 
Sweet warbling breathe—the zephyrs round 
O'er Dec's ſmooth» current waft the found, 
When ſoft on bending oſiers laid 5 
The broad ſun trembling thro* the bed; 
All wild thy heav'n-rapt Fancy ſtrays, 
Led thro' the foul-diffolving maze; 
Till Slumber downy-pinion'd, near 
Plants her ftrong fetlocks on thy ear; 
The ſoul unfetter'd burſts away, 
And baſks cnlarg'd in beamy day. 


— 


$ 118. Ode to Innocence, OGILVIE. 
POW AS when the ſlow- declining ray 


No warbler pour'd the melting lay, 


No ſound diſturb'd the ſleeping fold. 


When by a mum'ring rill reclin'd 
Sat wrapt in thought a wand'ring ſwain 
Calm peace compos'd his mufing mind; 


« Hail, Innocence! celeſtial maid ! 

„ What joys thy bluſhing charms reveal! 
« Sweet as the arbour's cooling ſhade, 
And milder than the vernal gale. 


« On Thee attends a radiant choir, 
« Soft-{miling Peace, and downy Reſt ; 


Nor pines the cheek with luckleſs 


Had ting'd the cloud with evening gold ; 


And thus he rais'd the flowing ſtraian : 


« With Love, that prompts the warbling lyre; 
And Hope, that ſoothes the throbbing breaſt, 


EXTRACTS, 
«© Oh ſent from heaven 
« Where ſquinting En 
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vy ne'er can Aa * 
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Nor Anguiſh chills the living os.” 
But ſpotleſs Beauty, rob'd in white 

** Sits on yon moſs-grown hill reclin'd ; 
< Serene as heaven's unſullied light, N 
* And pure as Delia's gentle mind. 


* Grant, Heavenly Pow'r ! thy peaceful 

| © May fill my ruder hbughts Wanon ; M 
« Thy hand to point my dubious way, 

Thy voice to ſoothe the melting ſoul. 


Far in the ſhady ſwect retreat 

„Let Thought beguile the ling'ring hour; 
** Let Quiet court the moſſy ſcat, 
And twining olives form the bow'r, 


| © Let dove-eyed Peace her wreath beſtow, 
And oft fit liſt'ning in the dale, 

* Whlule Night's ſweet warbler from the bough 

Tells to the grove her plaintive tale. 


“Soft as in Delia's ſnowy breaſt, 
Let each conſenting paſſion move 
Let Angels watch its filent reſt, 
And all its bliſsful dreams be Love!” 


ä 


Hymn to Science. 
LIBRARY MaGazixt. 


| I 119. 


I. 
QCIENCE ! thou fair effuſire ra 


From the great ſource of mental dar, 
Free, gen'rous, and refin'd, | 
Deſcend, with all thy treaſures fraught, 
„Illuminc each bewilder'd thought, 
And bleſs my lab'ring mind, 


II. 


But firſt with thy reſiſtleſs light 
Diſperſe thoſe phantoms from my ſight, 
Thoſe mimic ſhades of thee, 
The ſcholiaſt's learning, ſophiſt's cant, 
The viſionary bigot's rant, 
The monk's philoſophy. 
| | | III. 
Oh! let thy pow'rful charm impart 
Tne patient head, tlie candid hcart, 
Devoted to thy ſway ; 


| Which no weak paſſions c'er miſlead, 


Which Kill with dauntleſs ſteps proceed 
Where reaſon points the way. 


IV. 


Give me tc learn cach ſecret cauſe, 
Let Numbers, Figures, Motion $ laws 
Reveal'd befor: me ſtand. 
Then to great Nature s ſcenes apply 
| And round the globe and thro the K) 
Diſcloſe her working hand. - 
| Vi. ot 
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| & reſign'd 
\.-+ to thy nobler ſcarch rengn 
The bal \tleſs human mind, 

Thro” ev'ry Maze purſue ; 
Detect perception where it lies, 
Cuch the ideas as they riſe, 

And all their changes vie w. 

VI 


fer ſecret ſtores bid Mem'ry tell, 
Bid Fancy quit her airy cell 
In all her treaſures dreſt; 
While, prompt her ſallies to controul, 
Reaſon, the judge, recalls the ſoul 
To Truth's ſevereſt teſt. 
VII. 
&y from what ſimple ſprings began 
The rat ambitious thoughts of man, 
That range beyond controul, 
Which ſeck eternity to trace, 
Dme thro' th' infinity of ſpace, 
And ſtrain to graſp the whole ? 
VIII. 
Then range thro' Being's wide extent, 
Lit the fair ſcale with juſt aſcent 
And equal ſteps be trod, 
Till, from the dead corporeal maſs, 
Turo each progreflive rank you paſs 
To Inſtin&t, Reaſon, God! 
IX. 
There, Science, veil thy daring eye, 
Nor dire too deep nor ſoar too high 
ln the divine abyſs; 
To Faith content thy beams to lend, 
Her hopes t' aſfure, her ſteps befriend, 
And light the way to bliſs. 
X, 
Then downward take thy flight again, 
Mix with the policies of men, 

And ſocial nature's ties; 

The plan, the genius, of each tate, 
Its imtereſts and its pow'r relate, 

Its fortunes, and its riſe. 

8 XI. | 
Thro' private life purſue thy courſe, 
Trace ev'ry action to its ſource, 

And means and motives weigh; 
Put tempers, paſſions, in the ſcale, 
Mark what degrees in each prevail, 

And fix the doubtful ſway. 


| XII. 
The laſt beſt effort of thy ſkill, - 
To tor the life, and rule the will, 
Propitious pow'r, impart ! 
; ak me to cool my paſſion's fires, 
ike me the judge of my deſires, 
he maſter of my heart. 


Raiſe me above the vulgar breath, 


Purſuit of fortune, d 
And all in life Fr nba — 
Ul true to Reaſon be my plan 
nd let my actions ſpeak the man 
ce ex'ry varying ſcene, 
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Wich moral dignity, with manly grace; 


XIV. | 
Hail, Queen of Manners ! Teſt of Truth! 
Hail, charm of Age, and light of Youth ! 
Sweet refuge of Diſtreſs ! | 


| E'en buſineſs you can make polite, 
| Can give retirement its delight, 


Proſperity its grace. 
XV. 15 


| Of pow'r, wealth, freedom, thou the cauſe, 


Foundreſs of order, cities, laws, 
Of arts Inventreſs thou! 


| Without thee what were human kind > 


How vaſt their wants, their thoughts how blind! 
Their joys how mean, how few | 
| XVI. 
Sun of the ſoul ! thy beams unveil! 


| Let others fix the daring fail 


On Fortune's faithleſs ſea : 
While, undeluded, happier I 
From the vain tumulr timely fly, 

And fit in peace with thee ! 


$ 120. Addreſs to a Young Gentleman at Schoyl. 
| DUNCAN. 


ROS. then, exert thy talents, neither weak, 
Nor mid the ſons of dulneſs doom'd to ſneak. 
Get learning: *tis the grace of Science fair, 
That gives the lib'ral mind its nobleſt air. 


| Get Knowledge : it enſures enjoyment true, 


Fit ſelf-eſteem, a claim to rev'rence due. 

Get Wiſdom : in her train the virtues ſhine, 
Thy guides, with Hope and Faith, to bliſs divine. 
Get Wiſdom—arduous aim! not hopeleſs run; 
Begin : half ended is the race begun. 

Fleet, even at ſtarting for the victor's meed, 

Fly, the whole courſe is glowing; fleeter ſpeed. 
The ſtripling drone, for life a driv'ler, ends 

A ſhame, a burthen to himſelf and friends. 
Blank as decrepitude ſhall youth flit by, 
Manhood unmark'd by one ſlight merit die. 

Lo! yon dull clown bends o'er his fork, demurs, 
Yawns, liſtleſs eyes the gliding ſtream, nor ſtirs ; 
But waits its gliding off, that gliding till 

From ages to ſucceedent ages will. 

As 1dly toil theſe dolts, in chace as vain 


| Of air-gilt bubbles, pleaſure, grandeur, gain. 


IIl does an carth-worm's offal, thy purſuit, 
Baſe worldling, a celeſtial ſpirit ſuit ; _ 

Born to hold commerce with its kindred ſkies, - 
From ſtrength to ſtrength to glory born to riſe, 


« Who talks of ſpirit ? All corporeal grown, 


« Each thinks of ſeeming now, of being none; 


« A brilliant equipage, a modiſh wife, 

The flutter, noiſe, and outſide glare of life. 
In building, gard'ning, ſordid is the plan, 

«© That ſuits the rank and fortune of the man; 
& AbjeEt the taſte, that ſtoops to things of uſe, 


Poor the beſt-order'd board, if not profuſe.” — 


Rare noſtrums theſe, to heal a fev'riſh heart! 
Act thou the rational, the decent part, 
Which truth, pure nature, and religion trace, 


Fair 
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Fair Virtue's offspring, Pleaſure, lovely ward 
Of Heaven-taughtWiidom, ſhall thy truth reward, 
With Grandeur, Gain, unſullied as the ray 
That gilds yon ſky-topt dome in cloudleſs day; 
While ſadd'ning damps and low-born vapours 
drown 
The revels, pomp, and traffic of the town. 
Above dependance rais'd by gentle fate, 
Pity the — condemn'd to court the great, 
They bluſh to own. The genuine great revere, 
Whoſe high deſerts adorn their ſtated ſphere. 
Be thine deſerts as high, the gen'rous aim 
From man to merit, not ſolicit, fame; 
Be thine the triumphs of a ſoul ſerene, 
The ſmile of Reaſon, and a golden mean. 
Be thine the praiſe of God : nor ſtoop to rail, 
If humbler projects of ambition fail. 
Friend, keep your Roman courtierſtill in ſight; 
ce Be civil, as your text, to ears polite. 
« Religion! wiſdom ! pſha - your ſermon cloys : 
A golden mean what modern wight enjoys? 
« For homeſpun virtues ranſack hiſt'ry now: 
« Back to young Rome's Dictator, at the plough,” 
From Faſhion's taint and diſſipation free, 
With ſuch plain puts retir'd as and me, 
Shun random commerce, to reſpect mankind. 
Keep ſound and ſtrong thy native health of mind: 
The ſound ſhall ſeek thee; few, indeed, but ſuch, 
As need no caution to frequent too much; 
While ſots and foplings fly thy ſacred ſhade, 
Nor Fortunc's fools its halcyon eaſe invade. 


$ 121. Effufions on quitting an Academic Life. 
ANONYMOUS. 
Sero reſpicitur tellus, ubi, fune ſoluto. 

Currit in immenſum panda carina ſalum. 
An.: ye ſacred walls, ve lofty tow'rs, 
Imperial Learning's venerable ſeats ! 
Reluctant now I quit your peaceful bow'rs, 

Your happy manſions, and your lov'd retreats. 


OVID, 


Here keen-eyed Science plumes her daring wing; 

_ Vent'rous ſhe here eſſays her nobleſt flights: 

Here, in each claſſic grove, the Muſes ſing, 
And fill the mind with innocent delights, 


Grateful I venerate thoſe honour'd names, 
Who patroniz'd fair Learning's infant cauſe 
Who nobly dar'd to vindicate her claims 
To juſt regard, diſtinction, and applauſe. 


Midſt the illuſtrious groupe an Alfred ſhines 
Alfred the juſt, the virtuous, and the,greart ; 
Who mingled wichthe wreath that conqueſt twines 
The cares of ſcience, and the toils of flare, 


'Tho' in theſe ſcats dim Superſtition reign'd, 
Clouding each mind, unnerving ev'ry heart; 


Tho' monkiſh fraud irs empire here maintain'd, | Afford thec refuge, I would bear 


And wily prieſts here play'd th' impoſtor's part: | T a more peaceful dwelling. Vai 
Thy pow'rs are all unhing d, ane 
Inſenſible to ſympathy : tarewe:. 
Lamented being! ever loſt to hope, 
{cit of cure. 


Tho' here dull ſchoolmen vain debate purſued, 
And the free mind in abject fetters bound ; 
Tho' with thin ſophiſtry, and jargon rude, 


| 


- 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


All common ſenſe they labour'd to confound : » I leave rhee, yea deſpair iy 


* Bedlam. 
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diff” rent guiſe appears | 
ut ces, like a dream, are fled - 
Religion now a lib'ral aſpect wears; 


Yet now the ſcene in 
All former traces, 


Now genuine Science lifts her tow'ring head 


Devious how oft in tranquil mood I've fray! 
WhercCherwell's placle ſtream 1 8 be 
Where Ifis, wand'ring thro? the dewy oy l 
On the gay plains Eil beſtows. i 
Oft have J view'd, immers'd in ſoothine theme. 
Uprear'd by ancient hands the — 
The Gothic turret high, the Saxon vault, | 
The painted window, and the lengthen d alle, 


Achaian models too I've frequent trac'd 
Where genius blazes in the grand delgn; 
The ſtructure with Corinthian columns tac ch 
Where Attic taſte and harmony combine. 


Where the high roof attracts the ſtudious ere, 
The roof with Bodley's rev'rend name inſeribd: 

Where num'rous tomes in claſſic order lie, Y 
And plenteous ſtores of kæno ledge are imbiv'l; 


How oft, well pleas'd, I've turn'd the varied page, 

My mind detich'd from ev'ry futile jor, * 
From giddy vanities that life engage, 

Follies that vex, and ſorrows that annoy; 
Forgot each buſy care of active life, 

Forgot the turmoils of the public ſcene, 
Forgot alt envy, pride, and jealous ftrite, 

The ſtarts of paſſion, and the fits of fplcen 
Adieu, ve groves, where erſt I wont to roam, 

Where health attends the clear ſalubrious ar; 
Retirement left, I ſeek a diff rent home, 

And to the gay metropolis repair, 


$ 122. Addreſs to Senjibility, 
Ms. YEARSLEY, 


OH Senſibility! Thou buſy nurſe 

Of inj'ries once receiv'd, why wilt thou feed 

Thoſe ſerpents in the ſoul? their ſtings more b. 

Than thoſe which writh'd round Priam's priett'y 

fon ; 

I feel them here! They rend my panting bref, 

But 1 will tear them thence : ah! effort vain! 

Diſturb'd they grow rapacious, whiJe their fing 

Strike at poor Memory; wounded fac deplores 

Her raviſh'd joys, and mvrmurs ger the paſt, 
Why ſhrinks my foul within tefe privon Was » 

Where wretches ſhake their chains? 1:1-146s 

youth! Ss 

Why does thine eye run wildly oer my form, 

Pointed with fond enquiry ? 15 not me 

Thy reſtleſs thought would find. The ſilent rear 

Steals gently down his check: ah! could my arms 

| thee hence 

n the with! 

I thou wouldf kt 


=y 


For, oh, m boſom bleeds, while griefs like 
thine | 


Mare wounded than the 


The indy x 
ard of joys ; 
= 4 4 miſer o'er his gold. 


4 Fall are wreck'd ; I quit the ſcene 
- haquaarie Inſult cut the ſacred ties 
Which long had held us. Cruel Julius! take 
My laſt adieu. The 
Vr canſt c en thou recal my frighted ſe 
With Friendſhip's pleaſing found; yet will I claſp 
Tur valued image to my aching mind, 

Ard viewing that, forgive thee 3 will deplore 
The blow that ſever'd two congenial fouls | 
Ocious Senſibility! tis thine 

To vive the fineſt anguiſh, to diſſolve 

The droſs of ſpirit; till, all eſſence, ſhe 

feines on real woe; from thence extracts 

dad unexiſting phantoms, never ſeen, _ 


Yet, dear ideal mourner, be thou near 
When on Lyſander's tears I ſilent gaze 
Tuc, with thy viewleſs pencil, form his ſigh, _ 
Bis deepeſt groan, his forrow-tinged thought, 
Wich immature, impaticnce, cold deſpair, 
With all the tort'ring images that play, 
In lebe hue, within his waſted mind. 


| Ard when this dreary group ſhall meet my 
thought, — 
01! throw my pow*rs upon a fertile. ſpace, 
Wicre mingles ev'ry varied ſoft relief. 
Without thee, 1 could offer but the dregs 
Of vulgar conſolation ; from her cu 
He turns the eye, nor dare it ſoil his lip ! 
Rails thou my friendly hand; mix thou the 
draught | | | | 
More pure than ether, as ambroſia clear, 
Fit only for the ſoul ; thy chalice fil! 
Wik drops of ſympathy, which ſwiftly fall 
From my alflicted heart: yet—yet beware, 
Nor top to ſeize from Paſſion's warmer clime 
A pos nous ſwect— Bright cherub, ſafe] y rove 
Turo all the deep recefles of tlie foul 1! © © 
Float on her raptures, deeper tinge her woes, 
ducagthen emotion, higher waft her ſigh, 
N in the tearful orb, and ardent gaze 
8 1 or torrow. But thy empire ends 
A fe line of Spirit. My rough ſoul, 
On denbbility ! defenceleſo hails 
AS moſt acute. Yet, ye who boaſt - 
* 5 ue er muſt reach, ye who can fix 
8 or ſentiment, if rules there are, 
4 : much I doubt, my friends, if rule e'er held 
2 ſentiment) ye ſure can point 
7G 8 He joys that never touch'd the heart. 
Ab! wg 15 }0y ? Where does its eſſence reſt ? 
cli=confounding ſophiſts, will ye d 
ohounce that jo which Eg M Ss 
2 Joy never touch'd the heart? 
fan _ 81ve the tranſport keen, 
Mak wn 2 grief; No, Nature feels 
5 mt undefended; hails with me 


ne Pow'rs of denſidility untau ght. 


f 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 


JNDIFF'RENCE, come ! thy torpid juices ſhed 


In thickeſt apathy, till it congeal, 


To my long reſtleſs ſoul, toſt on extreme, 


The Soldier's toil, the gloomy C 2 chain, 


Blows o'er her ſoul, bidding 
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$ 123. Addreſs to Indifference. | 
MRS. YEARSLEY. 


On my keen ſenſe : plunge deep my wounded 
heart | 


Or mix with thee incorp'rate. Come, thou foe 
To ſharp ſenſation, in thy cold embrace 
A death-like ſlumber ſhall a reſpite give 


From bliſs to pointed woe. O gentle Pow'r 
Dear ſubſtitute of Patience ! thou canſt caſe 


The Lover's anguiſh, and the Miſer's fear. 
Proud Beauty will not own thee ! her loud boaſt 

Is Virtue—while thy chilling breath alone 

her paſſions ſleep. 


Mliſtaken cauſe ! the frozen Fair denies 


| Thy ſaving influence. Virtue never hves 


But in the boſom ſtruggling with its wound : 

There ſhe ſupports the conflict, there augments 

The pang of hopeleſs Love, the ſenſeleſs ſtab 

Of gaudy Ign'rance, and more deeply drives 

The poiſon'd dart, hurl'd by the was i > friend; 

Then pants with painful Victory. Bear me hence, 

Thou antidote to pain ! thy real worth 

Mortals can never know. What's the vain boaſt 

Of Senſibility but to be wretched ? 

In her beſt tranſports lives a latent ſting, 

Which wounds as they expire. On her high 
' heights | | 


Our ſouls can never fit ; the point ſo nice, 


We quick fly off—ſecure but in deſcent, . 


To Senſibility, what is not bliſs 
Is woe. No placid medium's ever held _ 
Beneath her torrid line, when ſtraining high _ 
The fibres of the ſoul. Of Pain, or Joy, 

She gives too large a ſhare; but thou, more kind, 
Wrapp'ſt up the heart from both, and bidd'ſt itreſt 
In ever-wiſh'd-for eaſe. By all the pow'rs _ 
Which move within the mind for diff rent ends, 
I'd rather loſe myſelf with thee, and ſhare 
Thine happy indolence, for one ſhort hour, 
Than live of Senſibility the tool 


For endleſs ages. Oh! her points have pierc'd 


| My foul, till like a ſponge it drinks up woe. 


Then leave me, Senſibility! be gone, 
Thou chequer'd angel! Scek the foul refin'd : 
J hate thee, and thy long progreſſive brood 
Of joys and miſerics. Soft Indift rence, come! 
In this low cottage thou ſhalt be my gueſt, 
Till Death ſhuts out the hour: here down 111 f nk 
With thee upon my couch of homely ruſh, 
Which fading forms of Friendſhip, Love, or Hope, 
Muſt ne'er approach. Ah! quickly hide, thou 
| pow'r, | Ds 
Thoſe dear intruding images! Oh ſeal 
The lids of mental ſight, leſt I abjure 
My freezing ſupplication.— All is ſtill. 


Idea ſmother'd leaves my mind a waſte, 


Where Senſibility mult loſe her prey. 


$ 124- 


| 
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Oh curs'd deſtroyers of our hapleſs race, 


And doom their ſlaves to ſtripes and death in fleep : 


With dext'rous art againft the ſpotted foe ; 


And even ſtill found us at the ſocial board. 


$ 124. Morning ; or, the Complaint. An Ame- 
rican Eclogue. GREGORY. 


PAR from the ſavage bandit's fierce alarms, 
Or diſtant din of horrid deſpot's arms, 


Tho' Pennſylvania boaſts her peaceful plain, 


Yet there in blood her petty tyrants reign, 


With waving pines tho” vocal woods be crown'd, 
And ſtream- fed vales with living wealth abound, 
To golden fields tho” ripening rays deſcend, 
With bluſhing fruit tho' loaded branches bend ; 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


To thoſe who ne'er muſt freedom's bleſſings taſte, 
*T is barren all, tis all a worthleſs waſtc. 


While hoarſe the cataract murmur'd on the vale, | 


And chilling dews ſwept through the murky dale; 
Along the hulls the diſmal tempeſt howl'd, | 
And lightnings flaſh'd,and deepthe thunder roll'd; | 
Beneath a leafleſs tree, cre morn aroſe, 

The ſlave Adala thus laments his woes: 

Ye griſly ſpectres, gather round my ſeat, 

From caves unbleſt, that wretches groans repcat ! 
Terrific forms, from miſty lakes ariſe ! 


And bloody meteors threaten thro* the ſkics ! 


Of human kind the terror and diſgrace ! 
Lo! hoſts of duſky captives, to my view, 
Demand a deep revenge! demand their due! 
And frowning chiefs now dart athwart the gloom, 
And oer the ſalt ſea wave pronounce your doom: 
But Gods are juſt, and oft the ſtroke forbrar, 
To plunge the guilty in tenfold deſpair. 
Lift highthe ſcourge, my ſoulthe rack diſdains; 
I pant for freedom and my native plains ! 


With limbs benumb'd my poor companions lie; 
Oppreſs'd by pain and want the aged tigh ; 
'Thro' reedy huts the driving tempeſt pours, 
Their feſtering wounds receive the fickly ſhow'rs; 
In mad'ning draughts our lords their ſenſes ſtæcp, 


Now, white the bitter blaſt ſurrounds my head, 
To times long paſt my reſtleſs foul is led, 

Far, far beyond the azure hills, to groves 

Of ruddy fruit, where beauty fearleſs roves 
O bliſsful ſeats! O ſelf-approving joys ! 
Nature's plain diCtates! ignorance of vice! 

O ville 

No arts of luxury or deceit we knew. | 
Our labour, ſport—to tend our cottage care, 
Or from the palm the luſcious juice prepare 
To fit indulging love's deluſive dream, 

And ſnare the filver tenants of the ftream ; 
Or (nobler toil !) to aim the deadly blow 


O days with youthful daring mark'd! 'twas then 
] dragg'd the ſhaggy monſter from his den, 
And boldly down the rocky mountain's fide, 
Hurl'd the grim panther in the foaming tide. 
Our healthful ſports a daily feaſt afford, 


Can I forgct, ah me ! the fatal day, 


A cliff there hangs in yon grey morning cloud, 


hours! Our cares and wants were few, 


And oft 1 kiſs my gentle babes in ſlecp, 


When half the vale of peace was ſwept away ! | 


* The Quakers in America have ſet free all their Negroes, and allow them wages as 0 


Book 11, 


Th' aftrighted maids in vain the gods im lor 
And Weeping view from far the happy 2 
The frantic dames impatient ruftians leize-. 
— nd infants ſhriek, and claſ p their mothers knew, 
Vith galling fetters ſoon their limbs are bound. 
A nc groans throughout the noiſome bark reſound 
Why was I bound! why did not Whydah fl 
Adala gain or death or victory! * 
No ſtorms ariſe, no waves revengeful roar, 
To daſh the monſters on our injur'd ſhore, 
Long o'er the foaming deep to worlds unknown, 
By envious winds the bulky veſſel's blown, 
While by diſcaſe and chains the weak-expire 
Or parch'd endure the flow conſuming fire, ; 
Who in this land of many forrows live, 
VV here death's the only comfort tyrants give? 
Tyrants unbleſt! Each proud of ſtrict command, 
Nor age nor fickneſs holds the iron hand 
Whoſe hearts, in adamant involy'd, deſpiſe 
The drooping female's tcars, the infant's cries, 
Fromwhole ſtern brows nograte ful look © er beams, 
Whoſe bluſhleſs front nor rape nor murder ſhame, 
Nor all I blame; for Naſtal, friend to peace, 
Thro' his wide paſtures bids oppreſhon ceaſe *; 
No drivers goad, no galling fettzrs bind, 
Nor ſtern coinpulſion damps th” exalted mind, 
There ſtrong Arcona's fated to enjoy 
Domeſtic tweets, and rear his propeny ; 
To till his glebe employs Arcona's care, 
To Naſtal's God he nightly makes his prap'r; 
His mind at eaſe, of Chriſtian truths hc i! boat 
He has no wife, no lovely offspring 1%. 
Gay his ſavannah blooms, white mine appears 
Scorch'dupwith heat, or moiſt with bl,0G and tears, 
Cheerful his hearth in clülling winter burns, 
While to the ſtorm the fad Adala mourns. 
Lift higlithe ſcourge, my foul the rack dildang, 
I pant for freedom and my native plains: 


Shall J his holy prophet's aid iinplore, 
And wait for juſtice on another ſhore ? 
Or, ruſhing down yon mountain's craggy ſteep, 
End all my ſorrows in the ſullen deep ? 


The daſhing wave beneath roars harth and loud- 
But doubts and fears involve my anxious mind, 
The gulf of death once paſo d, what thore we find. 
Pubious, if ſent bevo:.d th? expanded main, 
This ſoul ſhall feck its native realms, agaln 5 
Or if in gloomy miſts condemn'd to lie, 
Beyond the limits of yon arching Hey. 

A better proſpect oft my ſpirit cheers, 
And in my dreams the vale of peace appears, 
And flecting viſions of my former life: 

My hoary fire 1 claſp, my long-loſt wife, 


Till with the ſounding whip I'm wak d to went. 
Lifchighthe ſcourge, my ſoul the rack diſdain 
I pant for freedom and my native plains! 
Chiefs of the earth, and monarchs 8 
Who vaunt your hardy anceſtors were frec; 
ther ſervants. 
\W hole 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, Ke. 


R 00K II, | 
Whoſe reachers plead th oppre 


cauſe, 


And prove the wi 


ſs'd and injur'd's 


(dom 2 your . _ 
ud if juſtice mu , 
Ded — by ſome rougher race. 
1 rougher race your flocks. ſhall * W ; 
Like Afric's ſons your children muſt o ey ; 

The very Gods that view our conſtant toll, 

Shall fee your offspring till a ruder ſoil, 

The pain of thirſt and pinching hunger 3 
4nd all the torments that from bondage flow, | 
When,farremov'd from Chriſtian worlds , we prove 
The ſueets of peace, the laſting joys of love. | 

But, bark! the whip's harſh echo thro the trees! 

On every trembling * _ __ ſeize— 
tis morn, and here I fit alone 

* my ſoul, and part without a groan! 

Ruffans proceed ! Adala nel er ſhall {werve, 

Prepare the rack, and ftrain each aching nerve! 
Lift high the ſcourge, my ſoul the rack diſ- 

dains; OG 

| pant for freedom and my native plains. 

Thy God, whogild'&t with light the riſing day 
Who life diſpenſeſt by thy genial ray! 

Will thy low vengeance never, never fall, 

But undiftinguith'd favour ſhine on all? 

O hear a ſuppliant wretch s laſt, ſad pray r! 

Dart ſierceſt rage! infect the ambient air! 

This pallid race, whoſe hearts are bound in ſtecl, 
Br dint of ſuffering teach them how to feel. 

Or, to ſome deſpot's lawleſs will betray'd, 
Girethemtoknow what wretches they have an 
Beneath the laſh let them reſign their breath, 

Or court, in chains, the 8 hand of death. 
= 0 of ills! within each callous breaſt, 

enk uncurb'd the dark internal peſt; 

- eye {well with undiminiſh'd rage, 

ale no new worlds th' accurſed thirſt aſſuage; 
Then bi the monſters on each other turn, oth 
Te fury paſſions in diſorder burn; 

. Diccord flouriſh, civil crimes increaſe, 

nd ” fond wiſh ariſe that pleads for peace 
A with their crimes in wild confuſion hurl'd, 
They wake t' eternal anguiſh in a future world. 


ä — 


125. Evening, or the Fugitive. An Ameri- 
can Edogue. GREGORY, Ps 


___ MomBaze, 

al "ther, wand'rer, points thy cheerleſs way, 

U den ength' ning ſhades announce the cloſe of 
Wen x ildwaſte no friendly roofthou'lt findſ day? 
ey of ſerpents, and the ſavage kind. 
* br rememb rance mocks me, or I trace 
uke tac ſemblance of Zamboia's face? 

it ſcarce thyſelf 1 for in thy alter'd e | 

dead the records of hard deſtiny, 8 


m thy rack d boſom highs that ceaſeleſs low 


Aman belt Ex 
"i peak thee exercis'd in woe. 


n then, what cha igid ck 
re. lance has burſt thy rigid chains, 
— ed thee frantic o'er theſe diſtant 3 ? 


dat potent ſorrows can eace i 
6 . thy pea ö 
V derimes conceal” infeſt! 


This Eclogue was written during the American waz, 
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 _ ZAMBOIA, 

No crimes this heart infeſt, this hand defile, 
Or frantic drive me o'er a foreign ſoil. 

A murder'd wife, and wrongs unmatch'd Imourn, 

And buried joys, that never ſhall return ! 

If then thou'rt tempted by the traitor's weed, 

Take this poor life, and proſper by the deed ! 
MomMBAZE. 4 

Not the rich produce of Angola's ſhore, 

Not all the miſer's heap'd and glittering ſtore, 
Not all that pride would graſp, or pomp diſplay, 
Should tempt this hand the wretched to berray. 
No traitors dwell within this bleſt domain, 
The friends of peace we live, a gvileleſs train. 
Grief dims thy eye, or gladly wouldſt thou ſee 
Thy lov'd . yet ſurvives in me. 
Canſt thou forget? I taught thy youth to dare 
The ſylvan herd, and wage the deſp'rate war. 
Canſt thou forget? One common lot we drew, 
With theee inchain'd, a captive's fate I knew, 
Diſtruſt me not, but unreſerv'd diſcloſe 
The anxious tale that in thy boſom glows, 
To part our griefs is oft to mitigate,' 
And ſocial ſorrows blunt the darts of fate. 

| ZAMBOIA. 

Dear to my ſight that form, and doubly dear 
Thy well-known accents meet Zamboia's ear, 
O! had I died, and left the name of flave _ 
Deep, deep entomb'd within an early grave! 

O ! had I died, ere ruthleſs fates contrain, 


{ With thee enthrall'd, to croſs the weſtern main 1 


O! to have met a glorious death in arms, 

And ne'er beheld Mclinda's fatal charms ! 
Time would be ſhort, and memory would fail, 
To dwell diſtinctly on the various talc. 

Tedious to tell what treach'rous arts were tried, 
To ſooth the ſmart of ſtill revolring pride. 

I liv'd, and loy'd—then kiſs'd the fatal chain 
No joy but one to cheer a life of pain. 

Yet witneſs bear, thou dear departed ghoſt, 
That lovely rov'ſt thy Gambaa's facred coaſt! 
How fwect the toil that met the morning's ray, 
How light the labour that o'er-laſted day! | 
The recd-built hovel, and the ſcanty fare, 
Imperial bliſs could give, Melinda there! 

Soft was my pillow, on thy gentle breaſt, 

When o'er-preſs'd Nature droop'd in want of reſt! 
And if a rebel tear diſgrac'd my eye, e 
Thine was tne tear, and thine the burſting ſigh. 
Bliſs I could boaſt, unenvied had it paſs'd, 


But bliſs too great for hapleſs ſlaves to laſt. 


A wretch, who baniſh'd from his native clime, 
Defil'd with many a black and monſtrous crime, 
Preſided o'er us, and with iron hand 
Held ſavage ſway o'er all the ſervile band. 


In him each helliſh paſſion rudely glow'd, 


And cruelty in him moſt cruel ſhew'd. 

Him luſt infernal, one ſad ev'ning, led 

T' invade the chaſteneſs of my marriage bed: 

I chanc'd t' approach—the caitiff I ſurpris'd— - 
My wife ied, and had his guilt chaſtis'd; 
While full with vengeance boil'd my wounded 


d prey on thy anxious breaſt ? ! But chance reſerv'd him for a baſer part. heart: 
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Meanwhile, o'erjoy'd that vice cen once had fail'd,' 
I bleſs'd the gods that innocence prevail'd. 
The bailled villain, now a foe profeſs'd, 
Rolls ſcenes of blood within his rank'ling breaſt ; 
With coward arts he forg'd a crafty tale; 
And hands unrighteous poize the partial ſcale, 
Imputed crimes to cruſh the weak ſuffice, 
Hearſay is guilt, and damning fact ſurmiſe. 
Where uncurb'd will uſurps the place of laws, 
No friendly pleader takes the wretch's cauſe. 
Our tyrant's fears each want of proof ſupplied, 
Le ſtand condemn'd, unqueſtion'd, and untricd. 
O! ad the grief and ſhame been all my own, 
And the black vengeance lit on me alone! 
But harſher fates a harder curſe decreed ; 
Theſe eyes were doom'd to ſee Melinda bleed. 
I faw her by relentleſs ruffians bound, 
The brandith'd ſcourge inflict the mortal wound, 
Her tender frame abus d, and mangled o'er, 
J ſaw her welt'ring in a flood of gore. 
The murd'rous ſcene had ſoon a dreadful cloſe— 
And do I hve ! and can I fpeak my woes ! 
Her pregnant womb no longer could ſuſtain 
The public ſhame, and agony of pain; 
A birth abortive robb'd her of her breath, 
And pangs convulſive ſeal'd her eyes in death. 
One only pledge my weary foul detains, 
This hapleſs infant, all that now remains; 
The mournful image of my once lov'd wife, 
And ties me down awhile to hated life. 
Eile this bold hand ſhould liberty reſtore, 
And my rapt ſpirit ſeck a happier ſhore. 
Thro' devious paths with timid haſte we fly, 
Where yon blue mountains meet the bending ſky. 
Nor ſerpents haunts 1 dread, nor deſarts drear, 
The maſtcr-ſavage, Man, alone I fear. Tn 


IE MoMBAZE. | 
Since from our native realms compell'd to part, 

Such pointed ſorrows have not touch'd my heart, 

Infatiate plunderers ! could it not ſuſſice 

To rend, inhuman, all the ſocial ties? 

From guiltleſs joys, that bleſs'd our native ſoil, 

Dragg d to a life of miſery and toil ; 

Would you yet take the little God has given, 

And intercept the gracious dews of Heaven? 

Your rage for blood, wild as your thirit of gain, 

Shall no reſpects, not truths divine, reftrain ? 

Th' eternal fabric can a name undo? 


. 
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| Disjoin'd from thee, J too to fla 
But Heaven a father, 
He ſeems as Virtne's 
Tho' wealthy, 
Bleſt be the ha 


very went 
not a maſter, lent, 
ielf in mortal guiſe; 
ſunple; and tho modeſt, wiſe 
B ie hand that life and freedom gu! 
That pow'r can boaſt, exerted but to ſave! 
Bleſt the ſage tongue that ſtor'd the vacant mind 
The manners foften'd, and the heart refin'd' ; 
That, ſtill to Heaven's unerring diftates true 
Eternal truth unfolded to our view! © * 
But, come ! thy faint and weary limbs 
Forgetful of thy fears, thy gricfs com 
By morning's dawn with earneſt foot! ſpecs, 
Nor ſleep theſe eyes till I behold thee freed, 
Some wealth I have; and, did I prize it more 
Well ſpar'd for this I deem the ſacred fore, 
So talk d thieks friends, and to the cottage hue; 


repoſe, 
pole; 


While fad Zamboia his purſuers trac'd. 


The rufhan band arreſt the hapleſs ſwain, 
And pray'rs, and tears, and;promiles are vain; 
Their vengeful fervour, no—not gifts abate; 
But, bound in chains, they drag him 4% lis fate”, 


mY 


* 


A Deſcription of a Pari For Wie 

CRALBE, 

'HEIRS is yon houſe that hold, #1c par pore, 

Whoſe walls of mud fcarce bear the broken 
door ; 

There, where the putrid yapours flagging play, 

And the dull wheel hums doleful thro” tie day 


There children dwell who know no pygents care; 
Parents, who know no children's love, gve'ithers; 


Heart- broken matrons on theif juylefs bed, 
Forſaken wives, and morhers never wed; 


| Dejected widows with unheeded tears, 


And crippled age with more than childhood fears 
The lame, the blind, and, far the happieſt they 
The moping idiot, and the madman gay. 
Here too the fick their final doom receive, 
Here brought, amid the ſcenes of griet, to gebe. 
Where the loud groans from ſome fad chamber 
fiow, 
Mixt with the clamours of the 
Here ſorrow ing they each kindred forrow gen, 
And the cold charitics of man to man: 
Whoſe laws indeed for ruin'd age provide, 
And ſtrong compulitun plucks the (crab trom 


crowd below; 


Is rape and murder ſanctified in you? 


And us, what laws, as impious as ſevere, 
Forbid the common rites of man to ſhare ? 

Didſt thou, creative Power! thy views contine ? 
For one proud race the ſpacious earth deſign? 
For them alone docs plenty deck the vale, 
Bluſh in the fruit, and tinge the ſcented pale ? 
For them the ſeaſons all their fweets unteld ? 
Blooms the freſh roſe, and ſhines the waving gold? 
O no! all bounteous is thy equal hand, 

And y fix'd laws irrevocable ſtand ! 

Hapleſs Zamboia ! had it been thy fate 

With me to ſhare my more propitious ſtate; 
Thy foul had breath'd no impious with to die, 


? 
But ſtill that ferap is! | 
And pride embitters what it cant deny. 
Say ye, oppreſt by ſome fantaſtic wors, 
Some jarring nerve that baffles your Tee 
Who preſs the down y couch, while ſlaves advance 


pride; ; 
wht with many a ighy 


p _— Mag olance 
With timid eye, to read the diſtant glance; 


Who with fad prayers the weary dostal te le 
To name the nameleſs ever-new ditcale; 7 
M ho with mock-patience dire complaints encurey 
Which real pain, and that alone, can cure; 
How would ye bear in real pain tO de, 
Deſpis'd, neglected, left alone to on 3 
How would ve bear to draw Your e oor 


Nor the big tear had trembled in thine eye. 


Where all that's wretched paves the way 


2 <q r bein ien him e, 
* A higher reward is generally offered for the brad of a fugitive negroy chan for bringing Such 
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ut room which one rude beam divides, 
rafters form the ſloping ſides ; 

le bands that bind the thatch are ſeen, 
4 mud are all that lie between; 

that, coarſely patch'd,gives way 
ſt, yet 3 the oy ; . 

u 4 matted flock, with duſt o'erfpread, 
Roe wretch reclines his languid head; 
Fo him no hand the cordial cup applies, 

Vor wipes the tear that ſtagnates in his eyes; 
Xo friends with ſoft diſcourſe his pain beguile, 
Nor promiſe hope till fickneis wears a imile. 


Such 1s 
And naked 
Where they 
And lath an 
dere ode dull pane, 
Io the rude tempe 


Apothecary. 
CRABBE, 


W ' 

UT ſoon a loud and haſty ſummons calls, 
þ Shakes thethin roof, and echoes round thewalls: 
Anon a figure enters, quaintly neat, 
A pride and bus'neſs, buſtle and conceit; 
With looks unalter'd by theſe ſcenes of woe, 
With peed that, entering, ſpeaks his haſte to go; 
Ne bids the gazing throng around him fly, 
And carries fate and phy ſic in his eye; 
A potent quack, long vers'd in human ills, 
Who firſt infults the victim whom he kills; 
Whoſe murd'rous hand a drowſy bench protect, 
And whoſe moſt tender mercy is neglect. 

Paid by the pariſh for attendance here, 
He wears contempt upon his ſapient ſneer; 
In haſte he ſeeks the bed where miſery lies, 
Impatience mark'd in his averted eyes; 
And, ſome habitual queries hurried Ger, 
Without reply, he ruſhes on the door: 
His drooping patient, long inur'd to pain, 
And long unheeded, knows remonſtrance vain 
He ceates now the fecbie help to crave | 
0! wan, and mutely haſtens to the grave. 


F 127- Deſcription of a Count!'y 


— . 
d 128, Deſeription of a Country Clergyman 
viſiting the Sick. | CRABBE. 
BUT ere his death ſume pious doubts ariſe, 
dame fimple fears which “ bold bad“ men 
deſpiſe; 
Fan could he aſ the 
flo tle certain to the joys above; 
this he ſends the murmuring nurſe, who calls 
be ahr ſtranger to theſe diſmal walls z 
Aud doth not he, the pious man, appear, 
1 yi; paſſing rich with forty pounds a year i 
* 1 ſhepherd of a different ſtock, 
a pl unlike him, feeds this little flock; 
3. A who thinks his Sunday's taſk 
The, 4 K God or man can fair! yaſk; 
. * vi £1ves to loves and labours light, 
* i Peng ning, and to feaſts the night; 
wok _ '«111'd the noiſy pack to guide, 
S 1 ip chace, to cheer them or to chide; 
And fol ot, his game he ſeldom miſs'd, 
d KC fal'd to win his ame at whiſt ; 
", while fuch honours bl - Sd ls 
Shall he ff n rs bloom around his heal, 
o raiſe the hor 4 Ae _ 
dea pe he feels not, or with zeal 
da KATS that ev'n the pious feel! 


pariſh pricſt to prove 
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$ 129. The Reads for deſcribing the Vices of 
the Village. CRABBE8. 


ET why, you aſk; theſe humble crimes relate, 


| Why make the poor as guilty as the great ? 


To ſhew the great, thoſe mightier ſons of pride, 
How near in vice the loweſt are allicd ; 

Such are their natures, and their paſſions ſuch, 
But theſe diſguiſe too little, thoſe too much : 
So ſhall the man of pow'r and pleaſure ſee 

In his own flave as vile a wretch as he; 

In his luxuriant lord the ſervant-hnd 

His own low pleaſures and degenerate mind: 
And each in all the Kindred vices trace 

Of a poor, blind, bewilder'd, erring race; 
Who, a ſhort time in varied fortune paſt, 

Die, and ure cqual in the duſt at laſt. 

And you, ye poor, who till lament your fate, 
Forbear to envy thoſe you reckon great; 


And know, amid thoſe bleſſings they poſſeſs, 


"PF hey are, like you, the victims of diſtreſs ; 
While Sloth with many a pang torments her ſlave, 
Fear waits on guilt, and Danger ſhakes thebrave. 


$ 130. Apology for Vagrants. AXON, 
FOR him, who, loſt to ev'ry hope of life, 
Has long with fortune held uncqual ſtrife, 
Known to no human love, no human care, 
The friendleſs, homeleſs object of deſpair ; 
For the poor vagrant feel, while he complains, 
Nor from ſad freedom ſend to ſadder chains. 
Alike, if folly or misfortune brought 
Thoſe laſt of woes his evil days have wrought; 
Relicve with ſocial mercy, and with me, 
Folly's misfortune in the firſt degree. 
Perhaps on ſome inhoſpitable ſhore 
The houſclcſs wretch a widow'd pargnt bore ; 
Who, then no more by golden proſpects led, 
Of the poor Indian begg'd a leafy bed, 
Cold on Canadian hills, or Minden's plain, 
Perhaps that parent mourn'd her ſoldier ſlain; 
Bent o'er her babe, her eye diſſolv'd in dew, 


| The big drops mingling with the milk he drew, 


Gave the ſad preſage of his future years, 
The child of miſery, baptiz'd in tears 


— — 


$ 131. Epiſtle to a young Gentleman, on bis 
leaving Eton School. By Dr. ROBERTS. 
INCE now a nobler ſcene awakes thy care, 
Since manhood dawning, to fai Granta's towers, 
Where once in life's gay ſpring I lov'd to roam, 
Invites thy willing ſteps; accept, dear youth, 
This parting ſtrain ; accept the fervent pray'r 
Of him who loves thee with a paſſion pure 
As cver friendſhip dropp'd in human heart; 
The prayer, That he who guides the hand of youth 
Thro' all the puzzled and perplexed round | 
Of life's mcand'ring path, upon thy head 
May ſhower down every bletiing, every joy, 
Which health, which virtue, and which fame can 
we ! 
Vet think not 1 will deign to flatter thee: 
Shall he, the guardian of thy faith and truth, 
The guide, the pilot of thy tender years, 


young heart to feel a ſpurious gl ? 
| | | At 


| H h 2 
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At undeſerved praiſe ? Periſh the ſlave 

_ Whole venal breath in youth's unpractis'd ear 
Fours poiſon'd Hattery, and corrupts the ſoul 
With vain conceit ; whoſe baſe ungenerous art 
Fawns on the vice, which ſome with honeſt hand 
Have torn for ever from the bleeding breaſt. 

Say, gentle youth, remember'ſ thou the da 
When o'er thy tender ſhoulders firſt I hung 
The golden lyre, and taught thy trembling hand 
1 0touch ti accordantfirings? From thacbleſt hour 
T've feen thee panting up the hill of fame; 

Phy tie heart beat high with honeſt praiſe, 
Hy check was fluth'd, aad oft thy ſparkling eye 
Shot flames of young ambition. Never quench 
That generous ardour in thy virtuous breaft. 
Sweet 1s the concord of harmonious ſounds, 
When the ſoft lute or pealing organ firikes 
The wel.-attemper'd car; ſweet is the breath 
Of honeſt love, when nymph and gentle ſwain 
Waft ſighs alternate to cach other's heart: 

But nor the concord of harmonious ſounds, 
When the ſoft tute or pcaling organ ſtrikes 
The well-attemper'd car; nor the ſweet breath 
Of honeit love, when vymph and gentle ſwain 
Waft ſighs alternate to cach other's hcart, 

do charm with raviſhmeut the raptur'd ſenſe, 
As does the voice of well- deſerv'd report 

Strike with ſweet melody the conſcious ſoul. 

On ev ry object thro the giddy world 
Which faſhion to the dazzled cye preſents, 
Freſh is the gloſs of newneſs; look, dear youth, 
O look, but not admirc : O let not theſe 
Raie from thy noble heart the fair records 
Which youth and education planted there : 

Let not aflection's full impetuous tide, 
Which riots in thy generous breaft, be check'd 
By ſelſiſh cares; nor let the idle jeers 

Of laughing fools make thee forget thyſelf. 
When didſt thou hear a tender tale of woe, 
And feel thy heart at reſt > Have I not ſcen 
In thy ſwoln eye the tcar of ſympathy, 


The milk of human kindneſs * When didſt thou, 


With envy rankling, hear a rival prais d? 
When didſt thou flight the wretched + When de- 
The modeſt humble fait of poverty ? [ {ſpite 
Theſe virtues ſtill be thine 3 nor ever learn 

To lock with cold eye on the charitics 

Of brother, or of parents; think on thoſe 

WW hoſe anxious care thro childhood's flippery path 
Suſtain'd thy fechle ſteps; whole every with 

Is wafted fill to thee ; remember thole, 

Even in thy heart while memory holds her ſcat. 
And oft as to thy mind thou ſhalt recal 

The ſweet companions of thy carlicit years, 
Mates of thy ſport, and rivals in the ſtrife 

Ot every genc:ous art, remember me. 


I 132. Great Cities, and London in particular, 

allowed thor due Praiſe. COw?YER. 
UT tho” true worth and virtue in the mild 

And genial foil of cultivated life 

Farive moſt, and may perhaps thrive only there, 

Yet not in cities oft; in proud, and gav, 

And gain- devoted eitics. Thither fo, 

Asta common and mult noiſome fewer, 
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And cuſtoms of he 


Thar thieves at home muſt hang ; 


And knees and Lallocks are We 


Boox l. 
The dregs and feculence of ev'ry land. 


In cities, foul example on moſt minds 


Begets its likeneſs. Rank abundance 

In groſs and pamper'd cities {loth and — 
And wantonneſs, and gluttonous exceſs, 

In cities, vice is hidden with moſt eaſe, 

Or ſeen with leaſt reproach; and virtue, taught 
By frequent lapſe, can hope no triumph there 
Beyond th' achievement of ſucceſsful flight. 

I do confels them nurs'rics of the arts, 


In which they flouriſh moſt ; where, in the beam 


Of warm encouragement, and in the eye 

Of public note, they reach their perfect ſize, 
Such London is, by taſte and wealth proclaim d 
The faireſt capital of all the world, 


| By riot and incontinence the worſt. 


1nere,touch'd by Reynolds, a dull blank becomet 
A lucid mirror, in which Nature fees 

All her reflected features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a ſtone, 
And Chatham's eloquence to marble lips, 
Nor does the chiſel &ccupy alone 

The pow'rs of ſculyture, but the ſtyle as much; 
Each province of her art her equal care, 
With nice incihon of her guided ficel 

She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a foil 
So ſterile with witat charms foc'er ſhe will, 


| The richeſt ſcenery, and the ovelieſt forms. 


Where finds philoſophy ker eagle eye, - 
With which the gazes at yon burning dit 
Undazzicd, and detects and counts lus {pots ? 
In London. Where her implements exaCt, 
With which ſhe calculates, computes, and ſcans, 
All diſtance, motion, magnitude; and now 


Meaſures an atom, and now girds a word! 
In London. 


Where has commerce ſucli a mit, 
So rich, ſo throng d, fo drain d, and 10 ſupplied 
As London, opulent, enlarg'd, and ii! 
Increaſing London ? Babylon ot ol 
Not more the glory of the carth, than ſhe 
A more accomplith'd world's chief glory now. 

She has her praiſe, Now mark ſpot or tus 
That ſo much beauty would do well to purge; 
And ſhew this queen of cities, that fo far 
May vet be foul, ſo witty yet not wile. 
It is not ſeemly, nor of good report, 
That the is fiack in diſcipline; more prompt 
]” avenge than to prevent the breach of law. 
That the is rigid in denouncing death 
On petty robbers, ard indulge» life | 
And liberty, and OO 3 too, 

a rs lic gold. | 

To peculators of the public g Carl 
Into his overgorg'd and bloated ene 
The wealth of Indian provinces, clcapes. 
Nor is it well, nor can it come 10 80% ES 
That, through profanc and Infidel w_ P 
Of holy writ, the has pieſum dt aun 
And abrogate, as round]y as ſhe mar, 
The total ordinance and wil! of goa 
Advancing faſhion to the polt of in Q 
And cent'ring all authority 1 OR 
+ 7 14 . ae 
r own, ti 84 


Hare dwindled into unreſpected Whew, |» 
I nigh- dt 
2 \ 
(os 


* 
. 


n * de the town. 
and man made the town. 
/ mode den chu health and virtue, gifts 
_ alone make ſweet the bitter draught 
"be holds out to all, ſhould moſt abound, 
2 be threaten'd, in the fields and groves ? 
eh ye therefore, ye who, —＋ 4 
In chariots and ſedans, know no - gue 
But that of idleneſs, and taſte no _— a 
But ſuch as art _—_— 2 ye (. : 
; only ye Y 
1 alle . can do no harm. 


| nly minds 
aunt lanted to conſole at noon 


ves were plante . 
— wand'rer in their ſhades. At eve 


deam, ſliding ſoftly in between 


— leaves, is all the light they wiſh; 
Birds warbling, all the muſic. We can ſpare 


ſplendour of your lamps; they but eclipſe 
= (her cncllite; Your ſongs confound 
Our more harmonious notes. The thruſh departs 
Scar'd, and th' offended nightingale is mute. 
There is a public miſchief in your mirth ; 
It plagues your country. Folly ſuch as ak 
Grc'd with a ſword, and worthier of a fan, 
Has made, which enemies could ne'er have done, 
Our arch of empire, ſteadfaſt but for you, 
A mutilated ſtructure, ſoon to fall. 


* 


133. The Want of Diſcipline in the Engliſh 
Univerſities. Cow PER. 
N colleges and halls, in ancient days, 
When learning, virtue, picty, and truth, 
Were precious, and inculcated with care, | 
There dwelt a ſage call'd Diſcipline. His head 
Nat yet by time completely filver'd o'er, 
Beſpoke him paſt the bounds of freakiſh youth, 
But ſtrong for ſervice ſtill, and unimpair'd. 
His eve was meek and gentle, and a ſmile 
Play'd on his lips, and in his ſpeech was heard 
Parcrnal ſweetneſs, dignity, and love. | 
The occupation dearctt to his heart 5 
Was to encourage goodneſs. He would ſtroke 
The head of modeſt and ingenuous worth 
Lat bluſi d at its own praiſe, and preſs the youth 
Coſe to his ſide that pleas'd him. Learning grew, 
Beneath his care, a thriving vigorous plant; 
The mind was well inform'd, the paſſions held 
dubordinate, and diligence was choice. 
If er it chanc'd, as ſometimes chance 
lat one among ſo many overleap'd- 
The limits of controul, his gentle eye 
Grew ſtern, and darted a ſevere rebuke; 
His frown was full of terror, and his voice 
Shook the delinquent with ſuch fits of We, 
As left him not till penitence had won | 
Loſt favour back again, and clos'd the breach. 
1 Diſcipline, a faithful ſervant long, 
rye at length into the vale of years: 
palſy ſtruck his arm ; his ſparkling eye 
a Quench d in rheums of age; his voice un- 
rung | 
—— eel wor 
| ellious . 
colleges and halls neglected much vans 


it muſt, 


—. 


0 


* 
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Their 


old friend; and Diſcipline at length 
Deren d und unemploy'd, fell fick and died. 5 
Then Srudy languiſh'd, Emulation ſlept, 
And Virtue fled. The ſchools became a ſcene 
Of ſolemn farce, where ignorance in tilts, 
His cap well lin'd with logic not his own, 
With parrot tongue perform'd the ſcholar's 
Proceeding ſoon a graduated Dunce. 


Part. 


Then Compromiſe had place, and Scrutiny 


Became ſtone-blind, Precedence went in truck, 
And he was competent whoſe purſe was ſo. 

A diſſolution of all bonds enſued : 

The curbs invented for the muliſh mouth 

Of headſtrong youth were broken; bars and bolts 
Grew ruſty by diſuſe; and maſſy gates | 
Forgot their office, op'ning with a touch ; 

Till gowns at length are found mere maſquerade; 
The taſſel'd cap and the ſpruce band a jeſt, 
A mock'ry of the world. What need of theſe 
For gameſters, jockies, brothellers impure, 
Spendthrifts, and booted ſportſmen, oft'ner ſeem 
With belted waiſt, and pointers at their heels, 
Than in the bounds of duty? What was learn'd, 
If aught was learn'd in childhood, is forgot ; 


And ſuch expence as pinches parents blue, 


And mortifies the lib'ral hand of love, 

Is ſquandexr'd in purſuit of idle ſports 

And vicious pleaſures ; buys the boy a name, 
That fits a ſtigma on his father's houſe, 


| And cleaves through life inſeparably cloſe 


To him that wears it. What can aftcr-games 
Of riper joys, and commerce with the world, 
The lewd vain world that muſt receive him ſoon, 
Add to ſuch erudition thus acquir'd, | 
Where ſcience and where virtue are profeſs d? 
They may confirm his habits, rivet faſt h 
His folly ; bur to ſpoil him is a taſk 

That bids defiance to th' united pow'rs 


Of faſhion, diſſipation, taverns, ſtews. 
Now, blame we moſt the nurſlings or the nurſe? 


The children crook'd, and twiſted, and deform'd 
Through want of care, or her whoſe winking eye 
And ſlumb'ring oſcitancy mars the brood ? 

The nurſe no doubt, Regardleſs of her charge, 
She needs herſelf correction; needs to learn, 
That it is dang'rous ſporting with the world, 


| With things ſo ſacred as a nation's truſt, 


The nurture of her youth, her deareſt pledge. 


$ 134. Happy the Freedom of the Man whom 
Grace makes free—His Reliſh of the Works of 
Cod - Adareſs to the Creator, Cowy ER. 
HE is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 
And all are ſlaves beſide. There's not a chain 
That helliſh foes confed' rate for his harm | 


Can wind around him, but he caſts it off 
With as much eaſe as Samſon his green withes. 


He looks abroad into the varied field 

Of Nature; and tho' poor, perhaps, compar d 

With thoſe whoſe manſions glitter in his ſight, 

Calls the delightful ſcen'ry all his own. 

His are the mountains, and the valleys his, 

And the reſplendent rivers ; his t'enjoy 

With a propriety that none can feel, Was 
ah | Zur 


4 
| 
| 
| 
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But who, with filial confidence inſpir'd, 

Can litt to Heaven an unpreſumptuous eye, 
And ſmiling ſay - My Father made them all: 
Are they not his 13238 right ? 

And by an emphatis of int'reſt his, 

Whoſe eye they fill with tears of holy joy, 
Whoſe heart with praiſe, and whoſe exalted mind 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearicd love 
That plann'd, and built, and till upholds a world, 
So cloth'd with beauty, for rebellious man? 
Yes—ye may fill your garners, ye that reap 
The loaded foil, and ye may waſte much good 
Jn ſenſeleſs riot ; but ye will not find 

In feaſt or in the chace, in ſong or dance, 

A liberty like his, who, unimpeach'd 

Of uſurpation, and to no man's wrong, 
Appropriates nature as his Father's work, 
And has a richer uſe of yours than you. 

He is indeed a freeman; free by birth 

Of no mcan city, plann'd or cer the hills 
Were built, the fountains open'd, or the ſea 
With all his roaring multitude of waves, 

His freedom is the fame in ev'ry ſtate, 

And no condition of this changeful life, 


So manifold in cares, whoſe ev'ry day 


Brings its own evil with it, makes it leſs : 

For he has wings that neither ſickneſs, pain, 
Nor penury, can cripple or confine ; 

No nook ſo narrow but he ſpreads them there 
With cafe, and is at large. 'Th' oppreffor holds 
His body bound, but knows not whar a range 
His ſpirit takes, unconſcious cf a chain; 

And that to bind him 1s a vain attempt, 

Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwells. 


Acquaint thyſelf with God, if thou wouldſt taſte 


His works. Admitted once to his embrace, 
Thou ſhalt percerve that thou waſt blind before: 


'Thine eye ſhall be inſtructed pand thine heart, 


Made pure, ſhall reliſh with divine delight, 
Till then unfelt, what hands divine have wrought. 
Brutes graze the mountuin-top with faces pronc, 
And eyes intent upon the ſcanty herb | 
It yields them; or, recumbent on its brow, 
Ruminate, heedleſs of the {ſcene ontipread 
Beneath, beyond, and ſtretching far away 

From inland regions to the diſtant main. 

Mn views it and admires, but reſts content 
With what heviews. The landſcape has his praiſe, 
Put not its Author. Unconcern'd who form'd 
The paradiſe he tees, he finds it ſuch; 

And, luch weli-pleas'd to find it, aſks no more. 
Not ſo the mind that has been touch'd from Heaven, 


And in the ſchool of ſacred wiſdom taught 


To read his wonders, in whoſe thought the world, 
Fair as it is, exiſted ere it was: 

Not for its own ſake merely, but for his 

Much more who faſhion'd it, he gives it praiſe; 


Praiſe that, from carth reſulting, as it ought, 


To earth s acknowledg'd Sovereign, finds at once 
Its only juit proprictor in Him. 

The ſoul that fees him, or receives ſublim'd 
New faculties, or learns at leaſt t' employ 

More worthily the pow'rs ſhe own'd before, 
Diſcerus in all things, what with ſtupid gaze 


* 


| 


| 


* 


Of ignorance till 


A ray of heavenly light gildinę al! 
Terreſtrial, in the vaſt 4 7 this fr ara 
The unambiguous f | 
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then ſhe overlook'd, 


"AX | 


octſeps of the God 


Who gives its luſtre to an inſect's win 

And wheels his throne upon the rolling world, 
Much converſant with Heaven, ſhe often holds 
With thofe fair miniſters of light to man, 


That fill the ſkie 


Sweet conference 


| With which heaven rang, 


10 gratulate the 


5 nightly with filent pomp, 

3 Enquires what ftrains were they 
when er” ry ſtar, in hafte 
new-created carth, 


Sent forth a voice, and all the ſons of God 
Shouted for joy Tell me, ye ſhining hoſts, 


„That navi gate 


| © Beneath a vaul 


© If from vour e 


a fea that knows no ſtorms, 
t unſullied with a cloud, 
levation, whence ye view 


« fPiſtinctly ſcenes inviſible to man, 
“And ſyſtems of whoſe birth no tidings vet 


„Have reach'd t 


his nether world, ye ſpy a race 


% Favour'd as ours, tranſgreffors from the wm, 


cc 


And to poſlels 


And haſting to a grave, yet doom'd to rife, 


a brighter heaven than yours? 


“As one who, long dctain'd on forcign theres 


« Pants to return 
His country's 


„Radiant with | 


„and when he ſees atar {rocks 
weather-blcach'd and butter'd 


From the green wave emerging, darts an ee 


oy towards the happy land; 


© So with animated hopes behold, 
And many an aching with, your beamy tres, 
That ſhew like beacons in the blue aby, 


„ Orvain'd to gu 
© From toilſome 


ide th' embodied ſpirit lune 
life to never-ending tes. 


* Love kindles as I gaze, 1 feel defires 
6 hat give aſſurance of their own fuccui, = 
And that infus d from heaven mult thituerterc, 


So reads he na 
Illuwinates; thy 


ture, whom the lamp of truta 
lamp, myſterious word! 


Wich whoſe tres no longer wanders loſt, 
With intellects bemaz'd, in endlefs doubt, 
But runs the road of wiſdom. I hou hatt uit, 


With mcans that 
Worlds that had 1 
Been lefs, or lets 


1 


were not till by thee enipi7's, 
iever been, hadſt tluu in rengt 
benevolent than strong. | 


They ere thy witneiſes, who ſpeak thy pow! 
And goodnels infinite, but ſpeak in cats 
That hear not, or receive not their repoit, 
In vain thy creatures teſtify of the 


Till thou proclat 


A teaching voice 


8 1 
m thyſelf. Thur 5 | deed 
; but tis the pratic ot thine, 


That whom it teaches it makes prompt tient 


1 , J it 1 80 
And with the boon gives talents f. its ue 


Till thou art heard, imagination Lal! 


Poſſeſs the heart, 


and fables falſe as hell, 


Yet deem'd oracular, lure down tv death 


The uninform'd 


We give tochance, blind chance, uf 


The glory of thy 


Perfect and unimpeachable of blame, | 
Challenging human icrutiny, and pro! 


and heedleſs ſons of men. 1 
ſelves as blind, 


work, which yet appears 


* 


Then ſkilful moſt when moſt ſeverely judg d. 


But chance is not, or 15 hot 


Thy providence 
(If pow'r ſhe be 


7 
where thou reign K 


forbids that fickle r 0 
f ound 
that works but to conv | To 
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vagaries with thy laws. | 

fuſing wh B can | 
inventing to ourſelves 

king n e er , Gods that ſleep, 


ch as gul 
Fer follies, or that fit 


Amus'd ſpectators of this buſtling ſtage. 
Thee we re ject, unable to abide 1 
Thy purity, till pure as — art 2 pe | 
Made ſach by thee, we love thee for that cau 

For which we ſuunn'd and hated thee before. 
Then we are free : then liberty like day | 
p--aks on the foul, and by a flaſh from Heaven 
Fine all the faculties with glorious joy. 

A roice is heard that mortal cars hear not 

Tul thou haſt touch'd them; tis the voice of ſong, 
4 loud Hoſanna ſent from all thy works, | 
Which he that hears it with a ſhout repcats, 
And adds his rapture to the gen'ral praiſe, 

In that bleſt moment, Nature throwing wide 
Her veil opake, diſcloſes with a ſmile a 

The Author of her beauties, who, retir'd 
Behind his own creation, works unſeen | 

Br the impure, and hears his pow'r denied. 
hu art the ſource and centre of all minds, 
Their only point of reſt, Eternal Word ! 

From thee departing, they are loſt, and rove | 
At random, without honour, hope, or peace. 

From thee is all that ſoothes the life of man, 
His high endeavour, and his glad ſucceſs, 

His ftrengrh to ſuffer, and his will to ſerve. 

But, O! thou bounteous Giver of all good, 

Thou art of all thy gifts thyſelf the crown! 

Ce hat thou canſt, without thee we are poor 
Aud with thee rich, take what thou wilt away. 
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mix her wild 
* thus we doat, re 
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{ 134. That Philoſophy which Nlops at Secondary 
Cauſes, reproved,  COWPER. 

Hr the man who ſees a God employ'd 

iu all the good and ill that chequer life! 

Relolving all events, with their effects 

Aud manifold reſults, into the will 

Aud atbitration wiſe of the Supreme. 

Vid not his eye rule all things, and intend 

Ide leaſt of our concerns (ſince from the leaſt 

The ggaateſt oft originate) ; could chance 

„e Pace in his dominion, or diſpoſe 
ac la (els particle to thwart his plan; 

Then God might be ſurpris'd, and unforeſeen 
gence might alarm him, and diſturb | 
1 Imcoth and equal courſe of his affairs. 
truth, philoſophy, though eagle- eyed 
n en tendencies, oft overlooks z 
_ — found his inſtrument, forgets 
bo - 85 or, more preſumptuous ſtill, 

ln br 2 r that wields it. 
wh lp eaſure againſt fooliſh 
vale * es eee the heaven 
N 43 gu s gralp upon the winds, 
. ey their fury; bids a plague 

A bery bile upon the ſkin | 
ng Putrely the breath of bl ; h 
call for farming 71 looming ealth. 
nd the meagre fiend 
m between his ſhrivell'd lips, 


God proclaims 
men 


N 


Nice- finger 
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And deſolates a nation at a blaſt. 

Forth ſteps the ſpruce philoſopher, and tells 

Of homogencal and diſcordant ſprings 

And principles; of cauſes, how they work 

By neceſſary laws their ſure effects, 

Of action and re- action. He has found 

The ſource of the diſcaſe that Nature feels, 

And bids the world take heart, and baniſh fear, 
Thou fool ! will thy diſcovery of the cauſe 
Suſpend th'efle& or heal it? Has not God 

Still wrought by means ſince firſt he madetheworld? 
And did he not of old employ his means 
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To drown it? What is his creation leſs 


Than a capacious reſervoir of means 

Form'd for his uſe, and ready at his will? 

Go, dreſs thine eyes with eye- ſalve; aſk of him, 
Or aſk of whomſocver he has taught, 

And learn, tho' late, the genuine cauſe of all. 


— 


$ 136. Rural Sounds as well as Sights deligbtſul. 
COWPER. 

OR rural ſights alone, but rural ſounds 
Exhilarate the ſpirit, and reſtore | 

The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds, 

That ſweep the ſkirt of ſome far- ſpreading wood 

Of ancient growth, make muſic not unlike 

The dath of ocean on his winding ſhore, 

And lull the ſpirit while they fill the mind, 

Unnumber'd branches waving m the blaſt, 

And all their leaves faſt flutt'ring all at once. 

Nor leſs compoſure waits upon the roar 

Of diſtant floods, or on the ſofter voice 

Of neighb' ring fountain, or of rills that ſlip 

Through tie cleft rock, and chiming as they fall 

Upon looſe pebbles, loſe themſelves at length 

In matted graſs, that with a livelier green 

Betrays the ſecret of their filent courſe, 


Nature inanimate employs ſweet ſounds, 
But animated nature 1weeter ſtill, 


To ſooth and ſatisfy the human ear. 


| Ten thouſand warblers cheer the day, and one 


The e ght : vor theſe alone, whoſe notes 
art muſt emulate in vain, 
But cawing rooks, and kites that ſwim ſublime 


| In ſtill repeated cireles, ſcreaming loud, 


The jay, the pye, and even the boding owl _ 

That hails the riſing moon, have charms for me. 
Sounds inharmonious in themſelves and harſh, _ 
Yet heard in ſcenes where peace for ever reigns, 


| And only there, pleaſe highly for their ſake. © 


$ 137. The Weariſomeneſs of what is commonly 
called a Life of Pleaſure. COW PER. 
THE ſpleen is ſeldom felt where Flora reigns; 
The lowring eye, the petulance, the frown, 
And ſullen ſadneſs, that o'erſhade, diſtort, 


And mar the face of beauty, when no caule 
For ſuch immeaſurable woe appears; 


Theſe Flora baniſhes, and gives the fair 

Sweet ſmiles and bloom, leſs tranſient than herown. 
It is the conſtant revolution, ſtale Sn 

And taſteleſs, of the ſame repeated joys, 


b wy mildew from 
vg talat: 
+ the Lolden ear; he ſprings his mines, 


That palls and ſatiates, and makes languid life 
e | A pedlar's 
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A pedlar's pack, that bows the bearer down. 
Health ſuffers, and the ſpirits ebb; the heart 
Recoils from its own choice—at the full feaſt 
Is famiſh'd—finds no muſic in the ſong, 
No ſmartneſs in the jeſt, and wonders why. 
Yet thouſands till defire to journey on, 
Though halt and weary of the path they tread. 
The paralytic, who can hold her cards, 
But cannot play them, borrows a friend's hand 
To deal ans ſhuffle, to divide and fort 
Her mingled ſuits and ſequences, and fits 
Spedtatreſs both and ſpectacle, a ſad 
And filent cypher, while her proxy plays. 
-Others are dragg'd into the crowded room 
Between ſupporters ; and, once ſeated, fit, 
Through downright inability to riſe, 
Till the ſtout bearers lift the corpſe again. 
"Theſe ſpeak a loud memento. Yet even theſe 
Themſelves love life, and cling to it; as he 
That overhangs a torrent, to a twig. | 
They love it, and yet loath it; fear to die, 
Yet ſcorn the purpoſes for which they live. 
Then wherefore not renounce them? No—the 
_ dread, | 
The laviſh dread of ſolitude, that breeds 
Reflection and remorſc, the fear of ſhame, 
And their invet'rate habits —all forbid. 

Whom call we gay? 7 hat honour has been long 
'The boaſt of mere pretenders to the rame. 
The innocent are gay—the lark is gay, 

That dries his feathers, ſaturate with dew, 
Beneath the roſy cloud, while yet the beams 
Of day-ſpring overſhoot his humble neſt. 
The peaſant too, a witneſs of his ſong, 
Himſelf a ſongſter, is as gay as he. 

But fave me from the gaiety of thoſe 8 
Whoſe head-achs nail them to a noon- day bed; 
And fave me too from theirs whole Haggard eyes 
Flaſh deſperation, and betray their pangs 

For property ſtripp'd off by crucl chance; 

Frem gaicty that fills the bones with pain, 
The mcuth with blaſphemy, the heart with woe. 


8 138. Satirical Rewieww of our Trips to France. 
COWPER.. 
5 NO hoiſt the ſail, and let the ſtreamers float 
Upon the wanton breezes. Strew the deck 
With lavender, and ſprinkle liquid ſweets, 
That no rude {favour maritime invade 
'The noſe of nice nobility. Breathe ſoft 
Ye clarionets, and ſofter ſtill ye flutes, 
That winds and waters, lull'd by magic ſounds, 
May bear us ſmoothly to the Gallic thore. 
True, we have loft an empire—ler it pals. 
True, we may thank the perfidy of France, 
That pick'd the jewel out of England's crown, 
With all the cunning of an envious ſhrew : 
And let that paſs—'twas but a trick of ſtate, 
A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
Forgets, in peace, the injuries of war, 
And gives his direſt foe a friend's embrace. 
And, ſham'd as we have been, to the very beard 


| 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS 


| 


| The pulpit (when the ſat'r 
| Strutting and vap'ring in a 


5s Boo ll 
rav'd and deficd, and in our o 
Too weak for thoſe deciſive "His Aer 
Infur'd us maſt'ry there, we yet retain Wy. 
Some ſmall pre-eminence ; we juſtly boak 
At leaſt ſuperior jockeyſhip, and chin 
The honours of the turf as all our own 

Go then, well worthy of the praiſe. ye ſeek 
And ſhew the ſhame ye might conceal at hs 
In foreign eyes !—be grooms, and win the g 
Where once your nobler father; won a va 


S 


$ 139. The Pulpit the Engine of Reformatin 

' 5 C : | * 

THE pulpit therefore (and I name wy 
With folemn awe, that 


* it, fil d 
: N ids me well beug 
With what intent I touch t 


he holy thing) 
iſt has at lat, 

n empty ichug 
Spent all his force and made no ny 
I ſay the pulpit (in the ſober uſe * * 
Of its legitimate peculiar pow'rs) 
Muſt ſtand acknowledg'd, while the worly 
The moſt important and effe&ua! guard, 
Support, and ornament, of virtue's cauſ:, 


* 
it 
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| There ſtands the meſſenger of truth; there fit 
The legate of the ſkies : his theme divine, 


His office facred, his credentials clear. 
By him the violated law ſpeaks out 


Its thunders ; and by him, in ſtrains as fte 


As angels uſe, the goſpel whiſpers peace, 
He ſtabliſhes the ſtrong, reſtores the weak, 
Reclaims the wand'rer, binds the broken hear, 
And, arm'd himſelf in panoply complete 
Of heavenly temper, furniſhes with ns 
Bright as his own ; and trains, by ev'ry rus 
Of holy diſcipline, to glorious war, 

The ſacramental hoſt of God's elekt. 


8 140. The Pelit-Maitre Clergyman. Con 
j 


I VENERATE the man whoſe heart is warn, 
Whoſe hands are pure, whoſedoGtrineand.,u* 
Coincident, exhibit lucid proof i 
That he is honeſt in the ſacred cauſe. 

To ſuch I render more than mere reſpect, 

\W hoſe actions ſay that they reſpect then. 
But looſe in morals, and in manners van, 
In converſation frivolous, in dreſs 
Extreme, at once rap:cious and profuſe; 
Frequent in park, with lay at hi, tide, 
Ambling and prattling {canda! as he gs“; 

But rare at home, and never at his Bede f 

Or with his pen, fave when he feraw!> ce 

Conſtant at routs, familiar with a round 

Of ladyſhips, a ſtranger to the poor , 
Ambitious of preferment for its gold, 

And well prepar'd by ignorance and ſleth, 

By infidelity and love o th' world, 

To make God's work a finecure: 8 ſlave 

To his own pleaſures, and his patron 5 pr 

From ſuch apoſtles, O ye mitred heads, * 

Preſerve the church ! and lay not careleſs fa 


e 


. j In 
On ſculls that cannot teach, and will net!. 
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